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Prelude
Anna Nicole Smith leaned back on the plush red velvet bedspread, her back arching and her ample chest rising invitingly. The position caused her already vast breasts to jut out even further from her chest, the mountainous peaks were topped with hard, erect nipples that glistened slightly in the dim light of the bedroom.
"Damn you got some big titties baby," said the dark haired man at the foot of the bed. He stood over her gazing down hungrily at the big melons on her chest and licking his lips.
"Why don't you come and take a closer look Georgie?" Anna purred enticingly.
The man called George didn't need any more encouragement. He moved forward onto the bed, his hands shaking as he reached up and laid them softly on Anna's huge breasts. The mighty orbs more than filling his hands and he could even feel the hard jut of her nipples on the center of his palms. He gently stroked over the massive mammeries, traced the underside of her heavy boobs with his palms and then circled round to tickle her nipples with his fingertips. George then became slightly bolder in his handling of her tits and began to squeeze and knead them, a soft moan escaping his dry lips.
"Oh George!" gasped the voluptuous blonde theatrically, arching further and pushing her breasts harder into his hands as he pinched and twisted her nipples, "I want to feel your mouth!"
"Oh fuck!" moaned George, "I can't believe this is actually happening to me," with that he leaned over her and licked the hard nipple on her right breast. He then sucked the stiff bud into his mouth and sucked hungrily, his free hand rising to maul and fondle her left tit.
"That's right suck them hard Georgie!"
"Mmphff.." gargled George as he bit down gently on the nipple then buried his face in her deep cleavage pressing the sides of her breasts together into his cheeks.
Anna held him hard against her bosom and closed her eyes, enjoying the sensations of his tongue and mouth moving all over her tits. While pressing her breasts into his face he shook his head from side to side rubbing his face all over her breasts as if he was a starving man having a feast after going for days without food.
Suddenly George straightened and let out a strangled gasp. His hands rose up and he clutched at his throat his face turning red as if he was not getting any air. With a final grunt and a quick glance down at Anna's bare breasts before he went he keeled over and died.
The naked blonde rolled the man's body off hers and checked his pulse.
"Well, looks like Gadgets tit poison worked," she said to herself, wiping the bedsheet over her breasts in case there were any traces remaining, of course George had been very thorough so that was unlikely, "It took a while to kick in though though."
With that Anna squeezed herself and her big breasts back into her slinky, black cocktail dress and slipped out of the bedroom, merging unnoticed back into the party going on downstairs, mission accomplished.
Chapter One
"Ladies and gentlemen," said the tuxedo wearing man at the front of the large dining room, speaking into a microphone as he addressed a room fill of equally well dressed men and women, "I present to you all the President of the United States!"
At the announcement Bill Clinton smiled, waved and then made his way to the front of the room to talk to the assembled audience.
"Thank you all for coming," he said smiling down at the assembled super rich who's who of big business that was gathered in the room. The President's eye also got caught on the deep, expansive cleavage of Carmen Electra who had come along as the date of the president of Columbia Records.
Bill Clinton cleared his throat and continued, trying his best to ignore the significant distraction offered by Carmen Electra's tits, "The reason we have all come together this evening is to..."
His speech was suddenly interrupted by a loud bang. The doors to the large room burst open in a shower of splinters and about twenty armed men ran into the room. The attackers moved quickly, obviously well trained. There were a handful of quick shots of resistance let off as secret service agents tried to stop the intrusion and protect the President, but these were quickly silenced with the help of a pair of turncoat agents that took out their own men. The room was filled with panic but the fight was over as quickly and suddenly as it started, the screams of the crowd immediately silenced as the attackers rapidly and brutally took control of the room.
"Everybody remain calm and nothing will happen to you tonight," said a deep voice. The captives turned to see a tall man in a white lab coat enter the room. He had bushy gray hair, a bald head and an ugly face, "My name is Professor Nasty and I am your terrorist for the evening."
**
Across the other side of town Anna Nicole Smith sat herself down in the office of her boss - The Chief.
"What's the situation Chief?" she asked sitting back and taking a sip of water. Anna was wearing tight white jeans and a pink shirt. The shirt was knotted in the middle exposing her flat, tanned stomach and also opening to display some of her ample cleavage.
"Well Anna unfortunately we have another job for you straight away," said the Chief, he was a good looking, distinguished man of about fifty years of age. He spoke with a well schooled English accent that Anna always loved.
"Well done on that assassination by the way," said the Chief, continuing, "A situation has arisen I am afraid, one that we need your special skills and training to deal with Anna. You're my best agent and for this one I need to send my best."
"What's happened?" asked Anna earnestly, as she spoke she leaned forward with interest, the movement affording the Chief an excellent view down the front of her shirt.
The Chief pulled out the plans and schematics of the brand new high rise office/conference center that had been recently constructed on Wall Street.
"As you may be aware the President was in a meeting in the new Nagasoto building with a number of business heads and VIPS from around the country," he explained.
Anna nodded and leant back in her chair, the Chief was a little disappointed to lose his lovely view but continued anyway, "Less than fifteen minutes ago we received demands from a terrorist group who has taken the building - and the President hostage."
"Shit!" swore Anna, "Do we know who's involved?"
"We suspect it is the work of your old nemesis, Professor Nasty."
"Fuck!" growled Anna remembering her previous run-in with the Professor. It had been Professor Nasty that had caused her original nice C-cup breasts to grow into the massive F-cup breasts that now filled her bra. He had done this just so he could tit fuck her, Anna still remembered the pearl necklace he had given her when he exploded between her newly enlarged hooters. When Anna had finally escaped his clutches and got back to base she had asked the Chief and his top scientist Gadget to reverse the serum. They had spent a couple of hours closely examining her newly grown breasts and then decided it was impossible. The Chief also decided that Anna could use her latest asset as a secret weapon and had changed her codename to 'Hooters'.
"Your mission Miss Smith is to infiltrate the skyscraper and save the President. The chopper is waiting Agent Hooters, but before you go I want you to stop by the lab in case Gadget has anything for you."
**
Back in the conference room hostages were being shoved into some of the many offices on the floor below and locked up.
"Move it!" roared a huge mountain of a man who appeared to be the leader of the soldiers. His body was almost seven feet tall and was a mass of muscles. His head was completely shaven and he had a black bushy beard. His arms bulged against his t-shirt and they were thick with corded muscle. He had no neck due to his huge trapezius muscles and the other men referred to his as 'Bear'.
"Hurry up!" he growled at the president of Columbia Records who was being shoved into the office behind Bear, then Bear noticed the woman following the record executive and grabbed her upper arm, pulling her out of the line of hostages.
"Who are you?" he asked, staring at her face and squinting his eyes.
"C-c-carmen," stammered the beautiful Carmen Electra in reply.
"Ahh," said the big man smiling, "Baywatch!"
Carmen nodded then gasped in fear as Bear reached out and grabbed one of her breasts, squeezing it through her blue dress.
"Bear likes!" he grunted shoving his gun into its shoulder holster and moving towards Carmen, both hands outstretched and reaching for her large breasts. Carmen stumbled backwards in fright trying to escape his groping hands but she was stopped when the back of her thighs bumped into a desk behind her.
The Bear yanked down the front of her dress, causing her expansive tits to pop free and jiggle enticingly. Bear grabbed a breast in each hand and began to squeeze and maul them eagerly, his hands very rough on Carmens soft flesh. As his hands fisted over her tits, opening and closing as he squeezed and shaped them, he rubbed the growing bulge of his crotch against her bare thigh which poked from the slit of her gown.
"Yum yum time!" bellowed Bear spinning her around and pressing her forward so that she was bent over the table. A couple of guards and hostages stopped to watch as Bear pulled up the back of her dress and tore off her black lace panties with one mighty yank. Bear then reached into his own trousers and pulled out his thick ten inch cock, positioning it at the moist entrance to Carmens cunt.
With a loud bear-like grunt he grabbed her hips and rammed up into her, his thick penis sliding deep into her cunt on the first stroke causing Carmen to cry out in surprise. Bear held her hips for the first few strokes, ramming into her hard and fast, an odd half smile, half grimace on his face as he pounded vigorously against her cunt, all ten inches sliding home with each thrust. Bear reached underneath her and took hold of her heavy swinging breasts, mauling them as he fucked her.
"What the hell is going on here?!" demanded the angry voice of Professor Nasty. He had come downstairs to check on the locking up of the hostages after making sure the President was secured upstairs at what had become their base of operations.
Bear stopped pumping Carmen Electra for a moment. His hands released her breasts and moved to her hips as he straightened up but his dick remained buried to the hilt in her pussy.
"Bear almost finished," said the big man sheepishly.
"Fuck it!" swore Professor Nasty, "I can't leave you alone for five minutes..." he paused as he looked at the girl on the end of Bears dick, "Are you Carmen Electra?"
Carmen nodded, a slight look of discomfort on her face.
The professor shrugged, "Well I guess it's not everyday you get to fuck Carmen Electra. Hurry up and finish then get up here once all the hostages are locked up."
As the professor turned and left Bear started humping Carmen again, harder and faster than before as he felt his balls begin to tighten and his cum start to churn.
His hands suddenly started to beat his chest and he started to roar like a grizzly bear, his hips twitching as he filled Carmen with sperm. When he finally finished cumming after pumping a huge load into Carmen he collapsed downwards onto the table on top of Carmen. It was a full five minutes before he withdrew from inside her and rolled off.
Carmen stood up gasping for breath as his heavy weight was finally off her. She pulled the hem of her dress back down her legs and pushed her big boobs back into her gown.
"You're quite a fuck big boy," she said to Bear just before one of the soldiers shoved her back into an office and locked the door.
**
Anna Nicole Smith lay back on the padded bench wearing only a plain white g-string as the scientist known as Gadget probed her vast breasts eagerly with his hands and fingers.
"Very good," he muttered to himself and pretended to note something down on a pad of paper before return to her breasts and squeezing them firmly. His fingers twisted her nipples and he then rolled the big orbs in circles across her chest watching the way the flesh jiggled slightly as it moved.
"Excellent," he breathed trying not to drool as his hands grabbed as much of her breasts as they could and he massaged the firm flesh with mounting arousal. He then shook her big breasts roughly, watching the tit-flesh quiver and shake delightfully.
"Did the poison do any damage?" asked Anna, knowing this extended fifteen minute examination was losing her time to save the President.
The question seemed to snap Gadget unwillingly back to reality and he reluctantly let go of her large breasts, "No they're fine you can get dressed now."
"Great," said Anna.
"I think I can mount some machine guns in those jubblies of yours Nicole," said Gadget, for some reason the scientist always called her by her middle name.
Anna hesitated for a moment, "How long will that take?"
"Probably only a ten hour operation."
"I don't have that long," Anna said declining the offer.
"Shall I apply some more tit poison?" asked Gadget, grabbing a tube of ointment and licking his lips as he eyed up her still bare breasts.
"No I don't think I'll need it," she told the disappointed scientist as she maneuvered her massive boobs into her industrial strength lacy bra.
"How about I put switch blade knives in your bra?" asked the scientist, desperately searching for another excuse to handle her big bazoobies.
"No time," repeated Anna pulling a tight black t-shirt over her head and then slipping into an equally black pair of pants, "Just give me a gun and then I'm on that helicopter."
**
A ten minute flight across town later and Anna was dropping onto the roof of the Nagasoto building commando style on the end of a ladder dropped from the helicopter.
Chapter Two
Anna Nicole Smith dropped into a roll as soon as her feet hit the rooftop. She came up with her gun drawn, scanning the top of the building for any guards the terrorists may have stationed. It was clear.
Anna immediately summoned the schematic that the Chief had shown her into her mind. The only safe way down from here was the roof service elevator, which went all the way to the ground floor with no stops. The terrorists were unlikely to notice its movement unless they had a squad on the ground floor. She ran across the roof, her automatic pistol still in hand and a black mask over her face. Anna pushed the button to summon the lift and waiting a nervous five minutes for it to arrive.
The doors popped open and she breathed a sigh of relief to find it was empty. Anna slipped through the doors and the lift descended into the building. She was in.
The elevator doors popped open at the ground floor kitchen, anyone waiting would have been greeted with the business end of Anna's pistol, but fortunately the kitchen appeared empty. She quickly made a check of the room then crouched down behind one of the benches and pulled out an RT.
"Agent Hooters to Chief, come in base," she whispered into it.
"This is the Chief," said the familiar voice on the other end.
"I'm in," said Anna, "In the ground floor kitchen, do we have any idea where the hostages are being kept?"
"Not yet Agent Hooters, I'm afraid you're gonna have to do this the hard way, floor by floor."
"Great..." muttered Anna, "Agent Hooters over and out."
As she switched off Anna suddenly heard footsteps, and they were close. She started to move from her crouch around the left side of the bench but saw a soldier coming around from that side of the table. Before she could attack him a pair of arms grabbed her from behind. The soldier in front rammed the butt of his weapon into her face snapping her head backwards as she felt her vision swimming.
Anna slumped unconscious in the soldiers arms when suddenly there was a gunshot. The man in front went over in a spray of blood, the bullet taking him in the side of the head. The other soldier dropped Anna to the floor and went for his weapon but was too slow, he was also shot dead but the invisible attacker.
Anna's savior appeared from the other side of the kitchen. He was an old black man of about fifty or sixty years of age wearing a security guards uniform. He had been the only one who had managed to get away when the terrorists attacked.
The old guard moved to Anna's slumped over body and rolled her onto her back. He checked her pulse to make sure she was still alive then pulled off her mask.
"Damn!" he swore with a sharp intake of breath as he saw Anna's long blonde hair and sexy features, "Looks like I got me Marilyn Munroe here...thank you God."
The old man pulled back slightly to take in the wonderful sight of Anna's feminine curves in her t-shirt and tight black pants. He ran his hands up her sides and then cupped her full breasts through her clothing giving them a soft squeeze.
"Are you awake lady?" he asked lifting an eyelid. She was out cold.
The security guard licked his lips and sat straddling Anna's hips. He reached up and placed both his hands on her expansive chest and squeezed the abundant melons of her breasts.
"Lovely..." he breathed as he fondled her big tits. He then untucked her t-shirt from her pants and lifted it up slightly, his shaking hands sliding up underneath her top to grab her bra covered breasts.
"Oh wow," he gasped, feeling the expansive size and weight of her tits through the lacy fabric of her bra, "God has sent me an Angel."
His fingertips rubbed across her nipples which were now standing out and could be clearly felt even through the material of her bra. The guard then grabbed both her breasts and squeezed them as tight as he could. The sudden extra hard assault on her breasts caused Anna to wake from her unconsciousness, her eyes opened to see the old black man leaning over her with his hands up her shirt.
"Who are you and what are you doing?" demanded Anna, a note of caution in her voice, she did not attack in case the second soldier was there too.
"Yeeaaah!" cried the security guard in surprise his hands jerking off Anna's tits in surprise and out from under her shirt.
"Who are you!" repeated Anna more firmly.
The guard got up off her and held up his hands to show he didn't have his weapon out, "I'm not one of them Miss."
Anna frowned and noticed he was not dressed like the soldiers. Her eyes narrowed as she saw his security uniform, "A security guard?" she asked uncertainly.
The black man nodded, "That's right, I work for the Nagasoto Corporation."
Anna nodded, slightly relieved, then a dangerous look crossed her face, "What were you doing to me when I woke up?"
"Ahhh.." the security guard hesitated a moment, "I thought you were dead, I was just doing CPR."
Anna nodded, "Ok then, I'm a secret agent who has been sent to stop these terrorists. Do you have any idea where the hostages are being kept and how many soldiers I'm up against."
"Well I heard these two talking," said the guard gesturing to the two he had shot, "They didn't say how many of them there were but they did say the hostages were up on the 26th level and the boss was on the 27th, that's all I remember though."
"That's fine, that will help," said Anna glad for the information, "What's your name?"
"Bob, Bob Murphy."
"Ok Bob, I want you to lay low till the fun is over, I don't want you risking your neck like that again. If you see a chance to get out of the building without letting the terrorists know take it, but otherwise I'll come back for you when its all over."
Bob nodded and headed back for the pantry that had been his earlier hiding place. Anna waved goodbye and made straight for the stairwell, she had quite a climb ahead. Taking a deep breath she started to job up the stairs, her big titties bouncing and jiggling delectably inside her t-shirt.



Chapter Three
Anna Nicole Smith paused at the 25th floor and peered upwards. Her run had slowed to a creep over the last few floors as she neared the floor where the terrorists were based and went into stealth mode.
She saw a lone guard outside the stairwell door, armed with a machine gun and dressed all in black. Anna dropped back a couple of stairs and pulled out a silencer from the pocket on her pants. She quietly screwed it onto her pistol then climbed back up to get a line of sight on the terrorist.
The man didn't have a chance, two shots hit him, one in the heart the other in the throat and he went down like a sack of potatoes, silent and deadly. Anna slipped up the stairs, past the dead guard and into the floor where the hostages were being held.
There were a pair of guards just inside the stairwell doors, guarding the first office, but Anna dispatched them without difficulty, two quick shots of her silenced pistol dropping them both. A guard around the corner heard the sounds of their bodies hitting the ground.
"What's going on Bill?" he called out and headed towards the noise.
He only had time to glance at the two bodies lying on the ground before a foot shot out knocking his gun away. He turned to see a voluptuous blonde, dressed all in black slam the heel of her palm under his jaw, snapping his head back and sending him sprawling.
Anna was on him in a second, her hands wrapping around his throat as she tried to strangle him, her body pressed down on top of his. The soldier managed to roll them over and the tables turned, Anna lying prone on her back and the man on top of her.
Then the man made a fatal mistake, his gaze briefly glimpsed down at her large heaving breasts that were straining against her tight t-shirt and he even dropped a hand between them to squeeze one of her mammoth tits. The movement gave Anna a chance to get a knee up, slamming into his groin then pushing him back over her head using both her legs.
Anna's body spun round and her legs scissored, her thighs snapping closed around the mans neck with vice-like strength and his face pressed into her crotch cutting of his airways. It was a move that the Chief had spent hours showing her last week and she knew for a fact how bad it was to have your face buried in someone's crotch, the Chief had kept her there for ten minutes.
Anna squeezed harder with her thighs till she felt the man go limp then she breathed a sigh of relief, that had been too close.
The other three guards on the floor went much easier and Anna then began to unlock the offices and started sending the hostages down the stairways.
First to escape was Carmen Electra, Anna stopped her, "Do you know where they're keeping the President?"
"Upstairs I think," replied Carmen.
"How many more up there?" asked Anna.
"Theres two grunts and the main guy, he calls himself Professor Nasty."
"We've met," Anna said in a grim tone.
"Oh and there's also a big guy called Bear," Carmen gave Anna a funny look which she couldn't quite decipher, "A very big guy!"
"Ok," said Anna frowning.
"He's a big guy," added Carmen with a strange nod to herself as she headed down the stairs.
Anna nodded and turned back to the other hostages, she ran smack straight into the Bears chest.
"Shit!" swore Anna.
"Bear remember you!" growled the big bearded man scooping up Anna before she could react and tossing her over his shoulder.
Anna struggled as the big man carried her down the hallway and back into the first office. He dropped her down off his shoulder and to Anna's surprise grabbed her tits with both his big hands and roughly squeezed them through her clothing.
"Bear likes," the big guy grunted, yanking on her t-shirt and literally ripping it off her. He then yanked down on the cups of her bra, her big breasts popping free.
Bear squeezed the big orbs and mashed them in both fists, shaking them then tightly pinching her nipples. Anna gasped as Bear leaned forward and licked each hard nipple in turn then sucked her left breast into his mouth hungrily. For a few moments he sucked at the tip of her breast, his bristly beard tickling her, then he pulled up.
"Yum yum time!" rumbled Bear ominously, Anna didn't like the sound of that and her mind went into overtime trying to think of a way to escape the horny man-mountain.
Bear unzipped his pants and drew out his thick ten inch cock which was fully erect and glistening with pre-cum Anna's eyes went wide at the sight, Carmen hadn't been kidding.
"Yum yum time!" Bear repeated as he pushed her to her knees in front of him. He tugged hard on her hair, the action causing her head to jerk backwards and her mouth to open in pain at the same time Bear thrust forward with his hips, the movement lodging the throbbing head of his big penis in Anna's mouth.
Holding her head with both hands he pushed forward with his hips and pulled her head in against his crotch, his penis pushing its way over her hot tongue and into the back of her throat.
Bear gave a short bellow and started to move his hips, his penis sliding out slightly from her mouth and then ramming deep back in, fucking her face. As Anna gargled around his humping cock she remembered the last time she had run into Bear.
He had raped her that time as well, she remembered his heavy weight on top of her as he pumped her with his large cock, when he had cum he had gone all jelly-like and relaxed for almost five minutes and Anna had been able to escape. That was it! That was how she would get past him.
Anna's thoughts snapped back to reality as she felt the tickle of his pubic hair on her nose as Bear rammed his ten inch monster impossibly deep down her throat. She had to make him cum.
"That's it big boy," she managed to moan around his pumping shaft, "Fuck my mouth hard!"
As his penis slid in and out Anna started to suck heavily, her tongue fluttering along the underside of his shaft whenever he pulled out and her mouth filling with hot saliva.
It was more than Bear could take, he grabbed handfuls of Anna's blonde hair and clutched her head against his crotch, his penis completely buried inside her hot mouth as he shot his load straight down her throat. Anna gagged and tried to cough as he mouth and throat overflowed with his sperm, cum dribbling over her chin.
She felt him relaxing slightly and pushed him backwards, as his dick popped out of her mouth with a heavy sucking noise another rope of cum shot out landing in Anna's eye. Blinking and wiping her face as best she could Anna yanked Bears gun from his shoulder holster as he leant back on the table gasping for breath, waves of orgasm still shooting through his body. Anna had to admit that the sight of the Bear in orgasm was something to behold.
"Rape this motherfucker!" she cried angrily, raising the pistol and jabbing the barrel hard into his nuts. Anna saw the Bears eyes widen slightly as he realized through the clouds of his orgasm what was about to happen.
Then she pulled the trigger.
Without a backwards glance Anna pushed her big tits back into the cups of her bra and dashed up the stairs to the 27th floor and kicked open the door. The two guards went down with loud shots from Anna's gun.
"Drop the gun or the President dies," said a familiar and evil voice.
Anna looked up to see Professor Nasty holding a pistol to the Presidents head. Clinton was tied to an office chair and the Professor was standing behind him, the Presidents eyes going wide as he saw Anna standing before them wearing only pants and a bra, her huge tits looking as though they were about to pop free. After a moments hesitation Anna dropped the gun and put her hands up.
Chapter Four
Anna Nicole Smith found herself strapped to the boardroom table, she had been stripped down to her bra and not a lot else as she was tied up spread-eagled over the table. The President was still bound in a chair in the corner of the room and Professor Nasty stared down at the prone woman with an evil smile on his face.
Anna struggled against her bonds, her breasts wobbling with the effort as she desperately searched for an escape. Professor Nasty stood over her, looking down and laughing.
"You don't expect me to talk do you?" Anna said her resolve strengthening.
"No Miss Smith," said Professor Nasty standing above her head, "I expect you to suck!"
With that he shrugged off his coat and Anna was horrified to see that he was naked beneath. The Professor held Anna's head with both his hands and let his flaccid penis drop into her mouth.
"If you want the President to live you will suck," warned the Professor sternly.
Anna's mouth closed around his limp dick as she nodded submissively and began to suck on his soft organ. Professor Nasty moaned contentedly as his penis started to swell in her mouth and he reached out and unhooked the catch at the front of her bra and peeled of the two bra cups to reveal the huge swells of her lovely breasts.
"I am so glad I created these babies," said the Professor clasping one of her large breasts in each hand. He was now straddling her face, his dick ever growing in her hot mouth and the sack of his balls resting on her nose. With his cock stiffening and pressing against Anna's tongue he began to squeeze and rub her big tits, his fingers finding and pinching and milking her stiffened nipples.
Anna's eyes started to widen slightly as the old mans dick grew alarmingly in her mouth, now completely filling it and starting to push against the back of her throat. The Professor now tightly clutched and mauled at her breasts and his hips had started to move as he began to fuck her mouth.
"Do you remember how I made your boobs big Miss Smith?" he asked as he fondled the mountainous delights.
Anna gargled some rude reply from around the big cock buried in her mouth. Her head started to get pushed downwards off his dick so Professor Nasty reached a hand down between his legs, grabbing the back of Anna's head and pulling her back up the shaft of his cock.
"Well my dear, I have made a new version of the enlargement serum," he told her, both his hands returning to her tits, which he continued to pinch, squeeze and abuse. "This time I have applied the formula to my manhood, so if you find yourself choking on it don't be surprised."
With that his hips started to pump harder and he now grabbed hold of her head again and started to fuck her mouth with renewed vigor. Anna desperately searched for air, each thrust of Professor Nasty's cock into her mouth caused the already huge organ to grow even more.
His balls kept slapping against Anna's nose as he hungrily humped her face, then he suddenly stopped, his penis buried to the hilt in her mouth, completely filling it.
"Very nice Miss Smith," said the Professor as he watched Anna's face turn red. He glanced sideways to see that President Clinton had shuffled his chair up to the side of the table to get a better look at the proceeedings.
Just as Anna's vision started to blur from lack of oxygen Professor Nasty withdrew his penis from her mouth leaving her gasping and gulping for air.
Bill Clintons eyes widened as he saw the Professors dick retreat inch by inch from Anna's mouth, it was huge, at least 12 inches long probably more.
Professor Nasty smiled down briefly at Anna then straddling her face again, clamping it tight between his pasty thighs, his meaty cock dropping with a slap on Anna's chest, nestling itself between her colossal breasts.
"Lick my balls please Miss Smith," he ordered as he took an immense tit in each hand and wrapped them around his big shaft. When he felt Anna's tongue begin to tickle his testicles he started to thrust his dick back and forth between her breasts, tit fucking her.
His penis grew as he slid it back and forth between her mountainous delights and Anna briefly wondered where he would put it next as she felt its hardness increasing against her tits.
Anna was not surprised when the Professor hefted his monstrous cock in one hand and climbed up on the table, positioning himself between her thighs.
"Now I for the honey pot," smirked Professor Nasty dropping himself down on top of her and positioning the head of his huge cock at the entrance to Anna's cunt.
"Prepare to be impaled," with that he pushed the thick head of his penis upwards, the petals of her labia peeling open as it pushed up inside of her. Anna let out a scream of pleasure and pain as she felt herself filled with all of the Professors 15 inch manhood.
"Oh fuck!" he gasped leaning forward and starting to hump against her.
As his head dropped closer Anna made her move. It was a surprise move that the Chief had helped her perfect after she had returned with her new endowments. With a twist of her shoulders and an arch of her back Anna slapped her left then her right breasts across the Professors jaw, the attack snapping his head sideways and actually knocking him unconscious. The Professor slumped over her naked body, his big dick still buried to the hilt inside her.
"Breast Fu?" asked the President with a smirk.
"My knife is over there with my pants," said Anna nodding to the corner of the room, "Use it to free yourself then see if you can pull this gorilla dicked asshole off me."
Epilogue
Anna Nicole Smith was dressed in her bra, pants and a black jacket off one of the terrorists when the police arrived to arrest Professor Nasty and any remaining terrorists.
Even the Chief turned up to congratulate Anna, "Congratulations Agent Hooters, you've done it again."
"Thanks Chief," said Anna smiling broadly, she clutched the jacket tighter around her, very conscious of the fact her bust was too large and much of her cleavage was still displayed quite prominently.
President Clinton came up and interrupted the two of them, "Mind if I borrow her for a minute?" he asked shooting a grin at the Chief.
"Not at all."
Clinton put his arm around Anna's waist and led her off in the direction of the back offices.
"Thank you for saving my life Miss Smith," said the President.
Anna blushed slightly, "That's okay Mr President, all in a days work. And please, call me Anna."
"Okay Anna," said the President, dropping his hand from her waist to cup and squeeze her firm buttock, "That was quite a performance in there with Professor Nasty. How would you like to lick the Presidential lollipop?"
The End
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Prelude
The three thugs encircled Anna Nicole Smith in the alleyway and she new she was in a spot of trouble. The men were dressed all in black with masks over their heads that had holes cut for their eyes, mouths and noses. Although none of them were armed, neither was Anna and she was outnumbered.
Anna acted first before they could coordinate their attack, she lunged towards the assailant on the left and snapped her fist up into his throat sending him stumbling back gagging for air. The man who was now behind her cracked her a painful blow to the back of her skull causing her head to swim, while the other man grabbed her arm just below the elbow. Before he could tighten his grip Anna twisted her wrist and used her other hand to break the grasp. She then kicked him in the belly, knocking the wind out of him and causing him to double over.
As she turned to face the last man, the one that had hit her on the back of the head the first on with the injured throat grabbed her from behind in a bearhug. She angrily struggled against his grab as she felt one of his hands drop to cover and squeeze her big breast through the white blouse she wore.
“Oo her tits are big,” he said, practically panting in her air as he groped and mauled at the large orb.
“I’m gonna make them shake when I fuck you,” growled the man she had kicked in the gut as he recovered from the blow and moved in towards her. He reached out and squeezed her other breast, the one that wasn’t being fondled by the guy holding her. As he groped her roughly he leaned in and licked her cheek.
“Asshole!” yelled Anna lifting her knee and ramming it up between his legs.
The man squealed like a girl and dropped like a sack of potatoes as her knee crushed his balls.
“You bitch!” growled the third man punching her across the jaw and almost sending her into unconsciousness, “Let’s see what we got here.”
With that he grabbed the front of her blouse and tore it open, the buttons popping off and her bra covered breasts jiggling with their freedom.
The man behind her had stopped playing with her tit and was now trying to look over her shoulder to get a look at her boobs, Anna could feel the bulge of his erection pushing against her buttocks.
Anna felt the cold touch of steel as the man behind placed a knife to her throat.
“No more funny stuff bitch,” he growled. His hand rested on the underside of Anna’s right tit, cupping the large orb through her bra. He then bounced it in his palm as if to feel its weight. The mans hand then moved over to her other breast, and he squeezed it softly. "You got big tits, baby..." he whispered into her ear.
The second man got up, rubbing his painful crotch and moved up to Anna.
“Like I said Cunt!” he growled, “I’m gonna make your tits shake!”
He moved forward in front of Anna, pushing the other man away and smiled at her from behind his mask. . He then pushed the sides of Anna’s boobs together. Her tit flesh welled up in her bra and it looked as though they were going to pop out in any second. He then released her breasts and her boobs bounced back.
“Lets take a look at these puppies,” he then took the knife out of the hand of the man holding it to her throat and used the blade to slice through the center of her bra between her breasts. The piece of lingerie fell apart and Anna’s lovely full breasts dropped free, high and firm.
He licked his lips and reached out with both hands, his fingers pinching Anna’s uncovered nipple. He smiled and looked Anna straight in the eyes as he pulled hard on her nipples. Anna moaned as he tugs it as far as he could before releasing it. Again and again he tugged on her nipples, her naked tit flesh quivering each time her tits are released.
“Lets hurry up and fuck her,” said the man from behind impatiently. As the who was busy abusing Anna’s tits turned to reply the secret agent acted, her foot circling out in a crescent and kicking the knife from his hand. She then snapped her elbow back into the ribs of the man behind her and she was free.
Anna spun to face the man she had just elbows, her tits still hanging free with the front of her blouse and bra torn open. Her big breasts were a little sore and tender from the manhandling she had received and Anna was now pissed off – the three attackers were in trouble…
Chapter One
Anna Nicole Smith crossed her long legs giving the Chief a lovely view of her creamy, tanned thighs.
“Ok Agent Hooters its good to have you back after saving the President, how was your vacation?” as he spoke his eyes surveyed her voluptuous form, taking in the delightful flare of her hips and the way her massive breasts filled out the front of her t-shirt.
Anna shrugged, “Same old same old.”
“Right down to business then,” the Chief said, “We want you to head out to Roswell and investigate a number of strange disappearances that are going on there. We don’t fully understand the cause of these but they seem to emanate from a bar about 10 miles out of town called the Frying Saucer.”
“So I go there for information?”
“Yes,” confirmed the Chief, he then accidentally/on purpose sent a manilla folder full of papers flying off his desk. Anna stood up and started picking up the papers. She bent over the action presenting her firm well rounded ass to the Chief as her tight skirt pulled taut across her splendid buttocks.
The Chief sighed with suppressed lust as he watched Anna pick up the papers.
“Thanks,” he said reluctantly as she finished and put the folder back on his desk, he briefly considered knocking it off again but decided that would be pushing his luck.
“You mentioned the Frying Saucer bar?” prompted Anna noticing the Chief’s gaze drop to her legs as she sat down.
“Ahh right..yes. The bar owner has proved rather reluctant to speak to authorities regarding the disappearances so we want you to go in undercover as a UFO nut tourist.”
“Not a problem,” said Anna with a smile standing up, “I guarantee I’ll find out what has happened to those people.”
“Good to hear Agent Hooters,” said the Chief, “Go and check in with Gadget before you leave, we’ve also got a helicopter ready to take you to Roswell.”
**
Gadget’s eyes almost popped out of his head as he saw Anna Nicole Smith walk into his lab completely naked. Her long legs seemed to go on forever, and he had to lick his lips at the site of the neatly trimmed triangle of pubic hair at the juncture of her thighs. There was a hint of moisture glistening on her pubic hair and Gadget wanted so much to bury his face between her smooth thighs. His eyes wandered further up her lovely nude body and he felt his mouth instantly dry up at the sight of her bare bazookas. The monster-sized knockers were firm and high, thrust proudly out from her chest and Gadget ached to kiss, suck, grope and squeeze them.
“Gadget?” asked Anna in surprise as the scientist stood looking at her as if in a dream.
Then it clicked in the technician’s brain, he was wearing his X-ray specs! Gadget took off his glasses to see Anna’s t-shirt and skirt magically reappear to cover her glorious assets.
“Ahh right yes, hello Nicole good to see you again,” he licked his lips and swallowed the huge lump in his throat.
“What do you have for me today?” asked Anna.
Gadget’s gaze inadvertently dropped to the swell of her bosom, “Have you given any further thought to Machine Gun Jubblies?”
“No right now Gadget,” sighed Anna, she was beginning to get a tad exasperated with the scientists constant request to turn her big tits into machine guns.
“Okay then,” said Gadget disappointed, “Lets just get you out into the copter and out to Roswell.”
“Great!” enthused Anna as the pair walked out to the landing platform.
Perched ready for take off was a tiny one man helicopter, the overweight pilot Anna recognized as fellow agent Jimbo Bond. Anna had disliked the fat secret agent ever since they had gone undercover as a hooker and her mark while on a stakeout. Jimbo had insisted that Anna sucked on his dick while they waited so they didn’t blow their cover. Anna hadn’t minded too much, it was part of the job after all, except for the fact that Jimbo’s personal hygiene wasn’t the best and he had some smelly dick-cheese under his foreskin. He’d also cum in her mouth and held her head on his dick to force her to swallow, so his lustful groans were obviously beyond acting and very unprofessional.
“But that’s a one man copter?!” complained Anna.
“I know,” nodded Gadget, “Unfortunately our helicopter is in for servicing and with all the forest fires at the moment this was the only thing we could hire.”
“Great how am I supposed to fit in there?” she asked gesturing to the small, single seat cabin that was mostly filled by Jimbo’s bulk.
“You can sit on my dick if you want Agent Titties,” said Jimbo with a lecherous grin, deliberately mispronouncing her codename.
Gadget ignored the lewd agent, “We’ve fitted a pontoon beneath the helicopter Nicole, I’ll get you strapped in now.”
Anna lay down on the platform beneath the helicopter, her large breasts still jutting upwards despite her prone position. Gadget strapped her legs and arms down so she wouldn’t fall out, several times his busy hands accidentally brushed her large breasts as he coped a feel.
“Good luck Nicole,” he said as he closed the pod and signaled for Jimbo to take off.
**
Jenny McCarthy awoke to find herself completely naked and strapped onto what appeared to be a doctors examination table in a small, plain white room. The last thing she remembered was her car running out of gas on the highway just out of Roswell, then there was a bright light, and then she woke up here…wherever here was.
There was a swoosh as the door opened and a small – four foot tall man entered the room. The man had green skin, a big head and a disproportionately large penis between it’s skinny legs. The aliens dick was limp but still about the size of a large mans, but it’s testicles were positively huge, about the circumference of a compact disk, only spherical, green and hairless.
“Adjsalj kiicjk weweaas titioo labushka!” chirped the strange little alien in an unknown language.
“What do you want?” asked Jenny struggling a little against the bonds that held her to the table but to no avail.
“Titioo kiicjk fgia talkjslkcis nabannoo!” the alien spoke again, it’s tone sounding more insistent as it climbed onto the table and straddled Jenny’s thighs, its huge balls resting in the clipped bush of her pubic mound and its big floppy penis slapping onto her flat belly.
The alien reached out with one long skinny finger and poked the underside of Jenny’s right breast causing the flesh to quiver slightly. The alien then reached out with both hands and grabbed her up-thrust breasts, tightly squeezing them. As his green hands began to maul and massage her firm chest-orbs Jenny sore the things cock begin to grow and stiffen to alarming proportions.
The alien yanked hard on her nipple, pulling her breasts up by the tightening buds and causing Jenny to cry out in pain. It then leaned its weight forward as its hands covered her large breasts as much as it could and pressed them into her ribcage. Jenny felt the aliens penis lift up off her stomach and grow to full stiffness.
It was big and thick, about ten inches long and hard as a rock, covered with tiny veins that seemed to pulse along the length. Although Jenny had sucked an eleven inch cock early on in her career, this one almost rivaled it, and between the legs of the four-foot alien it looked monstrous.
“Kiicjk wewaas nabannoo!” grunted the alien as it adjusted its position, finally releasing her battered breasts and prying open her thighs. The green alien knelt between her spread legs and aimed the pulsing head of its penis at her cunt.
“Kiicjk!!” screamed the alien in a high pitched chirp, surprising Jenny as it grabbed a creamy thigh in each hand and thrust its steel-hard shaft all the way inside Jenny’s pussy. It was the biggest and certainly the hardest male genital she’d even had inside her cunt.
“Oh God!” gasped Jenny as the alien, still in a kneeling position with a leg in each hand started to buck in and out of her extremely fast.
“Kiicjk,” repeated the alien, its voice slightly breathless as it’s hips pumped back and forwards against her vagina like a pneumatic drill.
For about fifteen long minutes the alien pounded Jenny’s pussy with incredible speed, sending her into countless orgasms till her loins ached. Then it suddenly stopped, buried completely inside her it let go of her thighs and grabbed a big breast in each green hand.
“Aww!” yelped Jenny as it clutched her huge hooters roughly, it’s fingertips digging into her tit-flesh. She felt the veins on the sides of the aliens penis pulsing amazingly then the alien let out an animalistic grunt and Jenny felt the explosion inside her pussy.
The aliens cum shot up inside her vagina and washed out of her, the explosion actually setting off another orgasm in the abused blonde.
“Wewaas tasdsdfil,” said the alien, its voice soft.
Jenny gasped as she felt the green penis slip out of her. She glanced down at it as the alien climbed back off the table. It’s penis was still rock hard, but its formerly huge testicles had shrunk to the size of marbles.
“Holy fuck,” moaned Jenny, the aliens sticky cum drying over her thighs and pussy as it left the room without another word. “What the hell just happened?”
Chapter Two
Anna Nicole Smith thanked Jimbo Bond with a chaste peck on the cheek – Jimbo of course grabbed her ass and squeezed hard.
“Anytime Agent Titties,” said Jimbo with a grin as he got back into the helicopter and took off.
Anna jumped into the car waiting for her and drove straight to the Frying Saucer Bar to check out the only lead she had on these abductions. She had changed into her information gathering outfit – a very short white mini-skirt and a super low-cut pink blouse with pushup bra (not that she needed a push up bra with her tits, but the resulting effect was nothing short of spectacular).
As it turned out the Frying Saucer Bar was practically deserted, a waitress was sitting on on the front step smoking a cigarette. She was pretty in a white trash kind of way with curly blonde hair, long legs displayed beautifully by her short pink waitress uniform and a deep cleavage that heaved delightfully as she sucked on her cigarette.
“Hello,” said Anna politely to the waitress, “My name is Christy Canyon, I’m a tourist and I was wondering if you could tell me about alien sightings?”
The waitress sighed, “Go talk to the lecherous asshole in the kitchen,” she looked Anna up and down, “You should take his attention off my tits for a while at least.”
Anna frowned but didn’t say anything, instead she went past the girl and entered the run down looking diner. The only customer was a pimple faced geek who looked about eighteen or nineteen and who didn’t even turn as Anna entered – he was caught up in a game of pinball.
Anna walked over to him and leant forward over the side of the pinball machine to get his attention. The position gave the boy an excellent view down the front of her blouse. His eyes were immediately glued to the deep cleavage and mountainous tit flesh that welled out from the top of her low cut neckline.
“Hi I’m Christy,” said Anna trying to get his attention.
“I..I…I’m Tommy Smith,” the boy replied, his eyes never leaving her breasts.
“Ahh, where can I find the cook Tommy?” she asked, the way he talked to her chest was a little unnerving although Anna was used to it.
“Out the back,” replied Tommy licking his lips, the sight was like something out of the ‘Big-Uns’ magazine he subscribed to.
“Thanks Tommy,” said Anna briefly touching his arm then turning and heading for the kitchen, Tommy’s eyes watched the sway of her ass as she walked away. With the image of the gorgeous blonde firmly in mind he ran for the toilets to jerk off.
The cook was a gross looking little man with a bushy moustache, a shiny bald head and a fat gut. He wore no apron, but his white t-shirt was stained with grease and Anna didn’t even want to consider the stains on his jeans.
“Hi there,” said Anna catching his attention.
“Hello pretty lady,” said the cook, putting down his cigarette and walking over to the voluptuous blonde. He eyed her big tits and long legs eagerly, “What can I do for you?”
“Ahhh, my name’s Christy Canyon I’m a tourist and I was wondering if you could tell me about alien sightings?”
The cook sat down in a chair and gestured to another one facing his, “Take a seat Miss Canyon, or can I call you bitch?”
Anna hesitated, taken aback. She realized she needed this mans help, he was after all her only lead so she nodded and sat down facing him. He gave a gap-toothed smile as she crossed her long legs, the motion causing her mini-skirt to ride up slightly and reveal even more of her creamy thighs.
“About the aliens?” Anna prompted, she folded her arms over her bust to try and take his attention away from her cleavage.
“You got some nice big boobs bitch, don’t hide them like that.”
Anna uncrossed her arms and let them fall to her sides, “Are you going to tell me what I want to know or not?”
The cook smiled and reached out, brushing his fingertips across her right breast and feeling her nipple through the thin material of her blouse and bra, “I’m sure we can work something out bitch, information isn’t free around here.”
“I have money,” offered Anna pushing away his groping hand.
“I don’t want money,” the man said licking his lips and letting his gaze run up and down her seductive body.
“I’m not gonna suck your dick if that’s what you think,” said Anna the situation starting to get uncomfortable. Truth be known she probably would suck his dick but she hoped it wouldn’t come down to that.
“Just let me squeeze those nice big boobs for a bit and I’ll tell you everything I know about them aliens,” the man said sitting forward slightly.
“Ok but I’m not going topless,” said Anna, it was a small point but she intended to haggle all she could.
“Just take off your blouse, you can leave the bra on,” said the man.
Anna nodded and unbuttoned the front of her blouse, she pulled it open to reveal her tremendous breasts in a lacy push up bra.
“It’s milking time!” cried the man loudly as he reached out and grabbed a big tit in each hand and squeezed them roughly. He moaned softly as he mashed the two fleshy orbs together and began to eagerly knead the abundant tit-flesh. The mans hands rubbed over Anna breasts, pressing them in against her chest. A hint of her right nipple became visible above her bra at his rough handling and he flicked it with his fingertip.
“What do you know about the aliens?” asked Anna yelping slightly as he tightly pinched both nipples through her bra and then used them to jiggle and shake her breasts. Both his hands then covered her tits and clenched them tightly.
“I ain’t never seen tits this big before,” said the cook squeezing her right breast, “Even bigger than Kelly-Sue’s,” he added squeezing her left breast.
“The aliens!” said Anna a little hint of impatience and anger in her tone of voice.
“Oh yeah,” said the man as he slapped the bottom of her boobs lightly with each hand, “There’s quite a few people going missing out in a certain area of the desert recently and the authorities think its aliens or something.”
“What area?” asked Anna.
One of the cook’s hands dropped to rest on Anna’s bare thigh while his other hand squeezed her breasts, going from one tit to the other and then back again. “Anyone with tits like yours ought to be used to having them grabbed,” he said both hands now back on her breasts and mashing them like dough against her chest. “I know I'm not the first one to touch these puppies am I... tits like these need attention... I bet your titties get squeezed and sucked a lot, don't they, bitch..."



“What area of the desert?” asked Anna again.
“Back on Route 75,” said the cook, “Bought ten or twenty miles from here,” the cook yanked down both cups of her bra and her big bare breasts popped free and jiggled about at the sudden motion. The cook grabbed both the bare tits and leaned forwards opening his mouth to taste them.
Anna decided he was getting carried away. She waited ‘till he was within inches of tongue to nipple contact and then with a twist of her shoulders and arch of her back Anna slapped her left then her right breasts across the cooks jaw, the attack snapping his head sideways and actually knocking him unconscious.
“Thanks for your help asshole,” muttered Anna as she pushed her tits back into the cups of her bra.
Chapter Three
Anna Nicole Smith drove Southwest away from the Frying Saucer along Route 75. It was beginning to get dark and she wasn’t sure how much she’d be able to spot in the fast diminishing light, but she wanted to get a look around the area of the abductions before setting up camp for the night.
Suddenly her car engine cut out and the car rolled to a stop.
“Fuck!” swore Anna getting out of the car and popping open the hood. A gush of smoke billowed out, the car was definitely fucked.
Anna sighed, hiked up her short skirt even higher and bent over the grill leaning under the bonnet as if she was a mechanic. The position causing the back of her skirt to rise even further so that any passing car would get an eyeful of her panties and long shapely legs. Anna had used it often in the past and knew it was a sure-fire way of getting someone to stop and help her.
She stop bent over the front of her car, wiggling her ass in the dimming light for about 10 minutes when a light shone over her. Thinking it was headlights she wiggled her butt around promiscuously for a bit then turned to look, pushing her chest out invitingly. To her surprise the light was not from an oncoming car, it was coming from the sky above.
Anna squinted and looked up trying to get a look at the aircraft above. The light however was too bright and shone directly down towards her, almost completely blinding her. Then everything went suddenly black.
**
Anna awoke from unconsciousness to find herself strapped naked and spread-eagle onto a white table, her long legs locked into stirrups kind of like a gynecologists table.
She felt rough fingertips stroking the outer lips of her vulva giving her quite a start. Craning her neck as far up as she could she managing to look between the cleavage of her high breasts to see a green head between her legs.
The alien peeling open the petals of her vagina and poked the bud of her clitoris causing Anna to gasp slightly. The alien pinched her clit and then slipped an exploratory finger right up inside her cunt. The creatures finger was long and thin and probed deep.
“Ahh!” gasped Anna arching her back as the alien buried a second finger up inside her.
“Kiicjk wewaas latobo,” said the alien, his language an incomprehensible chirp to Anna.
Then to Anna’s surprise the alien gets up and leaves. As he walks away Anna takes note of his huge balls, they look monstrous on the small alien.
As soon as the alien is out the door another alien walks back in and sits himself on a chair by the door, this one is holding a small back rod.
“Rueluembar!” at the sound of the aliens voice the straps holding Anna in are released.
Anna immediately stood up and rubbed her pussy where the alien was probing her, everything seemed alright and at least it hadn’t tried to fuck her. She looked across the room at the open door and the small alien guard sitting beside it.
“Can I leave?” Anna asked but got no reply.
What the hell Anna thought to herself and ran for the door. As she passed the alien he reached out and poked her with the black rod he held. As it touched her leg a shock of electricity shot through her flesh and everything went black.
**
Anna awoke strapped back on the table.
“Kiicjk wewaas nabannoo!” said one of the aliens as it climbed up on the table between Anna’s spread legs, if it was angered by her attempted escape it didn’t show it.
“Ahhh, what are you doing?” Anna asked nervously.
The alien reached up and slapped her breasts, licking his lips with a long snake-like tongue as he watched them wobble and jiggle across her chest.
“Titioo labushka!” said the alien softly as it grabbed one of her big breasts in each hand and squeezed, it’s long fingers sinking into her tit-flesh as it groped and mauled her boobs.
Anna’s eyes widened slightly as she saw his erection growing and rising between her legs as the alien played with her tits.
“That’s a big pecker for a little fellow like you,” Anna said with a smirk resigning herself to the inevitable alien probing she was about to receive.
“Kiicjk wewaas nabannoo!” grunted the alien in what seemed like agreement as it gave Anna’s hardened nipples a final pinch before reaching between it’s legs and aiming its big cock at her moist cunt.
“Kiicjk!!” screamed the alien in a high pitched chirp, grabbing a silken thigh in each hand and ramming its steel-hard shaft all the way inside Anna.
Anna moaned as the alien, still in a kneeling position with a leg in each hand started to buck in and out of her extremely fast. The alien’s hips pumped super fast like a machine gun and the sensation was like nothing Anna had ever experienced.
For about fifteen the only sound that filled the room was Anna’s voice “Ah ah ah ah ah ah ah ah ah ah!”
Then the alien suddenly stopped its humped, buried completely inside her it let go of her thighs and grabbed a big breast in each green hand.
Anna gasped and felt her own orgasm hitting her as the aliens fingers sunk into her breasts. She felt the veins on the sides of the aliens penis pulsing amazingly then the alien let out an animalistic grunt and Anna felt the explosion inside her pussy as both human and alien came.
Huge amounts of green alien sperm spurted up inside her and gushed out over the table and her thighs.
“Wewaas tasdsdfil,” said the alien, its voice soft.
Anna moaned softly to herself as the alien slid out of her, its penis still hard but its testicles shrunken considerably.
Anna dropped off to sleep.
**
When she awoke she was still on the table although she was not strapped down. The alien guard with the stun rod sat on the chair by the door once again.
“You’re back,” Anna said to the guard as she stood up and stretched, her breasts jutting out impressively as she extended her arms above her head and yawned. It was time to escape and hopefully take the ship down first.
Anna dropped to her knees and crawled across the room towards the alien guard trying to appear as non-threatening as possible. The alien turned to watch her, his eyes straying to the pendulous sway of her heavy breasts. It appeared no one was immune to Anna’s expansive charms.
When she was kneeling directly in front of the aliens chair she put both hands gently on the aliens knees.
“Why should your friend have all the fun and you just sit on guard?” she asked as her soft hands stroked up the aliens inner thighs towards his genitals.
The alien didn’t move a muscle as Anna’s fingertips reached his groin and stroked the length of his soft penis causing a slight stir. Her heavy breasts pressed to the inside of the alien’s knees as she cupped a big testicle in each hand. The large balls more than filled her palms and she gave them a gentle squeeze before returning her attentions to the now growing green penis.
“Kiicjk?” the alien chirped, his tone rising as if it was a question.
“Kickjik,” Anna said with a nod trying to emulate the word as best she could. At the same time she grasped her fist around it’s semi-hard penis and her soft hand began to stroke up and down.
Remembering the speed at which the previous alien had fucked her she began to pump on the guard dick as fast as she could, her hand a blur. Pretty soon he had a raging hard on.
“So you do like me after all,” said Anna, squeezing his cock which felt amazingly hard and stiff in her hand, as she spoke she leant in and brushed the head of it’s penis with her lips causing it to twitch with arousal.
Then Anna flicked her tongue gingerly from her lips, the saliva-wetted tip coming into contact right upon the throbbing head of the alien’s engorged cock. She circled it slowly about the rubbery green flesh, feeling his hips twitch spontaneously from the arousing sensations of her mouth. The tip of her tongue greedily lapped up the little gooey droplet of greenish pre-cum, the sharply pleasing surprising Anna somewhat.
Then her hands slipped softly to the base of the pulsing shaft as her lips parted to take just the swollen head up into the warmth and moisture of her mouth.
A low sigh escaped from the alien as Anna's mouth planted kisses around the jerking cock-head, continuing to play and tease him, yet still refusing to actually take the shaft between her lips. She trailed her tongue down the side of his penis, then again flicked it back all the way up the length of him.
Then with a sudden deep groan, the alien reached down into his Anna's long blonde hair, holding her face against his loins as he thrust his hips eagerly upward, shoving the full-length of his twitching cock between her lips and ramming it all the way down her tongue to the back of her throat.
Anna gulped, giving out with a muffled protest at the sudden shocking invasion. It almost choked her, but she took the full length inside her, surrendering her lips willingly as she felt the wildly palpitating head of his penis crush relentlessly into the moist tenderness of her mouth.
The alien trembled as he felt the human's lips warmly close around the hard shaft of his cock, now taking almost the whole length into her mouth. As the alien began to hunch up and down on the couch, his hips pumping as he held her head down into his lap, Anna surrendered her lips even more willingly.
Again and again she felt the hotly swelling hardness shoving into her yielding mouth, the massively throbbing head plunging down the full length of her tongue to embed itself far into the back of her throat as the alien guard squirmed his loins even harder into her face. Anna began to work her head up and down in a bobbing movement over his loins, swishing her tongue wildly around the pulsing head as she started to suck in earnest.
Her lips were stretched tightly around the alien’s thick shaft and she sucked ravenously, further intensifying the frenzied bobbing of her head over his loins. As she felt him nearing orgasm she reached around and took hold of the stun-stick that had dropped from the alien’s hand the moment her tongue had touched it’s cock.
While her hands and mind was distracted trying to locate the button or trigger on the stun stick the alien continued to use her ovalled lips and mouth for it’s pleasure. With a sudden grunt Anna felt the alien start to cum. She tried to pull back off him, remembering the large quantities of sperm the other alien had pumped into her, but the alien had both hand entwined in her blonde hair holding her down as green sperm gushed and sprayed from the tip of his dick straight down her throat.
Anna gargled and gagged as she felt her mouth and throat quickly full and green cum started to pour out the small space between the corners of her mouth and the aliens rock-hard shaft. Just then Anna found the trigger and decided to waste no time. She jammed the tip of the shaft into the aliens ass and pressed the button. An electric shock rocked through the alien and he immediately keeled over, a rope of green cum shooting out to hit Anna in the forehead. As he hit the ground Anna had to step aside to dodge a final spurt of the alien’s intense orgasm.
“Right, time to get out of here,” said Anna slipping out the door.
Chapter Four
Anna Nicole Smith crept naked down the corridor. She had no idea what happened to her clothes but right now she had more concerning things to worry about. Like escaping.
She went through the first door she came to and ran straight into an alien the guard. The little green man reached for his stun rod but Anna’s secret agent reflexes were faster. Her rod shot out, not as an electric-stun, but as a club. The metal rod cracked the alien on the side of the jaw dropping him like a brick.
Inside the room Anna was surprised to see penthouse centrefold Jenny McCarthy lying naked on the table.
“These aliens seem to have a thing for blonde hair and big tits,” muttered Anna as she undid the straps pinning Jenny to the table.
Anna slung the unconscious bombshell over her shoulder, patted her nicely rounded rump and then moved on, encumbered slightly by the weight of the naked woman.
The next door down the corridor led to a lift which Anna used to descend to what she believed was the lowest floor. The lift opened into what appeared to be an engine room. A few quick strikes of her stun rod took out the only alien down there and then Anna quickly located the teleporter, (at least what she believed a teleporter would look like from watching all those Star Trek movies).
Anna laid Jenny down on the teleporter and took a quick look at the controls. There were what looked like some complicated tracking controls and a big red button. She nodded to herself, there was one last thing to do before she took Jenny to safety, (or killed her by pressing the red button).
Anna hurried back to the engine room, looked for the most delicate and important looking piece of machinery, jammed in the stun gun and pressed the button.
There was a horrible alarm buzz sound that filled the air and smoke started to billow out of the machine she had jabbed. Anna sprinted back to the teleporter, her big boob bouncing wildly.
Inside Jenny was sitting up and shaking her head in confusion. Anna slapped the big red button and then dived onto the teleporter pad just as it was warming up.
There was a bright flash and then everything went black for the two voluptuous blondes.
**
Tommy rode his rickety old bicycle along the side of Route 75. As he rode there was a sudden flash of light ahead and he saw two figures drop onto the grass about 10 yards off the roadside.
Tommy climbed off his bike and ran over. Too his surprise they were both female, both naked, both beautiful and both unconscious.
“Holy shit!” he swore softly his eyes roving over their amble assets. This was the first time he’d seen a real life naked woman, and now he had two of the most gorgeous specimens he’d ever seen helpless in front of him.
Tommy frowned, “I know you…” he said looking down at Anna, “Bugger me! You’re that pretty lady from the diner.”
He then turned and knelt down beside Jenny, “Fuck! You’re Jenny McCarthy! This must be a dream!”
Tommy couldn’t help himself. He reached out and cupped Jenny’s right breast, gently squeezing the ample upthrust cone.
“Oh wow!” Tommy breathed, reaching out with his other hand so that he held and squeezed both breasts.
Tommy felt his crotch tighten as he began to massage the large orbs of Jenny’s tits. He pinched her nipples and rolled them between his thumb and forefinger.
“This is a dream come true,” said Tommy moving over to Anna and straddling her thigh so that he could hump as he grabbed her even bigger tits. Tommy rubbed himself up and down her soft thigh as he mauled her immense breasts. He then leant over and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth, pressing both her breasts into his face and rubbing his head all over her chest.
“I can’t let this opportunity go to waste,” said Tommy standing up and stripping off his pants. He then straddled Anna’s stomach and slipped his dick into her cleavage. Tommy took one of her boobs in each hand and pressed them together forming a sheath for his dick as she started to roll his hips back and forth and fuck her tits.
He thrust between her tits for about thirty seconds before moving back to Jenny. Tommy opened her thighs and lay down on top of her. Fumbling for a moment to position himself he pushed his dick up into her cunt and let out a low moan.
The moment the head of Tommy’s penis pierced her cunt lips he surged with ejaculation, his dick pumping and twitching as he slid it up inside the busty blonde. Tommy moaned and dropped his weight onto her, filling her with his cum.
He lay on top of Jenny for a moment, enjoying the feel of her soft body under his as his dick shrunk within her. Tommy then licked her cheek and lips and pulled out of her.
When Tommy saw Anna begin to stir as if she was about to regain consciousness he got the fright of his life. The teenage geek grabbed his pants and leapt on his bike, peddling off into the distance with new fuel for his next masturbation session.
Epilogue
Anna Nicole Smith entered Gadgets lab with a slightly sour look on her face. Her debriefing with the Chief had not gone too well as she didn’t really know what had happened, it was such a wild experience she wasn’t sure if it was real or a dream. The only certain thing had been that she had awakened naked with Jenny McCarthy so something strange had definently occurred.
“Hello Nicole!” said Gadget with a broad smile. The Chief had insisted that just to be on the safe side she should get checked out by Gadget after mating with an alien species.
“Now drop your pants and bend over the table, when I say cough Nicole..” said Gadget licking his lips. He was looking forward to the opportunity to carefully examine her, very carefully.
- THE END -
* * * * *
I want your input on the next Agent Hooters mission. Please send an email to me telling me where you would like to see Anna Nicole Smith next. Here are the plots in progress:
1. The Revenge of Professor Nasty
2. Anna Nicole Smith and Jimbo Bond
3. Agent Hooters versus Porno Man
Or perhaps you have an even more exciting idea of your own...
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Prelude
Anna Nicole Smith walked through the doors into the concert hall. The marquee above read “Megadeth-Live Tonight Only”. Anna wore a pair of form-fitting black leather pants and a Metallica T-shirt that was several sizes too small and clung like shrink wrap to her massive breasts. Beneath the shirt she wore no bra and her nipples clearly poked against the material, she was the perfect picture of a heavy metal slut.
Anna handed her ticket to the big security guard at the door, she could hear the sounds of the band already in action and the massive roar of the crowd.
“Turn around, I need to check you for cameras or weapons,” said the guard as he ripped her ticket and handed back the stub.
Anna nodded and spun, and immediately felt the guard’s hands on her hips. His fingertips skimmed down the outside of her legs, around her ankles then up the inside of her legs. She gasped slightly when one of his groping hands ran right up between her thighs and actually cupped her pussy through her tight leather pants. Both the guard’s hands then gave her ass a firm squeeze before his hands slid higher up her ribs and around to close over her abundant breasts. The guard squeezed her fleshy jugs roughly, his fingers boldly pinching her nipples before he slapped her sharply on the ass.
“Go ahead you’re clean,” he said giving her a lecherous smirk.
“I’m glad you’re so thorough at your job,” said Anna sarcastically as she moved to the sound on the booming band, entering the main hall where Megadeth was in the midst of belting out a full throttle song called ‘She Wolf’.
Anna steeled herself and moved into the crowd, her contact had arranged to meet her all the way in the front row and it was going to be a battle getting there.
She made her way into the crowd, past two big hairy head bangers that were smoking a strangely sweet smelling cigarette. One of them grabbed a handful of her ass on the way past but she had a mission to perform and didn’t want to get sidetracked.
Her progress was suddenly halted when another large rocker grabbed her around the waist and pulled her back against him.
“Hey baby what’s the hurry?” he breathed in her ear. Anna could feel his hardness pressing up against her leather-clad ass. One of his hands reached around and grabbed one of her big tits, giving it a rough squeeze.
“Hmmm very nice,” he said to her, massaging her tit further. Anna grabbed his thumb twisting it hard and fast the wrong way and immediately breaking his grip on her boob. She then slammed her elbow back and heard the woosh of his breath by her ear. She then quickly moved forward, disappearing between two young teenagers on her way to the front row.
The rest of the journey to the front was not quite so dramatic. Mostly it involves numerous butt gropes, lots of people rubbing up against her and even one young guy falling face first into her chest after a crowd surfing endeavor.
By the time Anna finally got to the front row the band had kicked into a new slower tempo bone-crunching song called ‘Symphony of Destruction’.
Anna sighed in disgust as she felt yet another body press up against her back. The man behind her leaned in, his hands on her hips as his bulging crotch rubbed against the mounds of her buttocks.
“It’s me,” he whispered into her ear as his hands grabbed her hips.
“Sammy the Spit?” she asked in surprise, a little uncomfortable with the way his erection nestled between the lobes of her ass.
“Absolutely,” he whispered in reply, “Just act normal, like you know me, like we’re a couple.”
“Okay,” Anna breathed in reply as Sammy kissed her neck affectionately.
“Do you have the cash?” he asked her, taking the opportunity of their closeness to let one of his hands slip around and cup a large breast.
“Yes in my back pocket,” said Anna, “Get your hand off my tit.”
“Act like my girlfriend,” hissed Sammy firmly. He squeezed her breast hard and a small moan escaped his lips.
“Okay,” Anna gasped.
Sam kept fondling her breast with his left hand while his right slipped down between them and reached into the tight back pocket on Anna’s pants. He pulled out the envelope that was inside, and at the same time stole a grope of her ass, and then slipped it into the pocket of his denim jacket.
“The information?” insisted Anna.
Sammy pulled another envelope from his pocket and slipped it around in front of Anna, before Anna could grab it his hand moved up under her t-shirt and rose up to cup a bare breast.
“You’re not wearing a bra,” he said in surprise, taking her nipple between his thumb and forefinger and pulling on it.
“I wasn’t expecting you to check,” replied Anna dryly.
“I was going to tuck this into your bra,” said Sammy by way of explanation as his hand roved over the creamy orbs of her bare tits, squeezing and fondling eagerly.
Anna saw the security guard in front of the stage lick his lips as he watched Sammy groping her beneath her t-shirt.
“Just put it in my pocket,” she hissed.
“Okay,” Sammy said remorsefully as his hand left her tits and slipped the envelope in her pocket. His erection against her ass was now hard as a rock and he began to grind against her slightly.
“How do I get out of here?” she asked him.
Sam smiled and nodded to the big man beside him. The two men then lifted Anna up and tossed her upwards to the waiting hands of the crowd as Anna began to surf the crowd out of the hall.
As Anna rode the sea of human hands she was groped and molested, hundreds of hands pinching and squeezing her ass and tits, a few even going for her pussy but at least she kept moving. A hand pulled her pants down a bit, half uncovering a bare ass cheek which was slapped and squeezed with renewed vigor by the crowd. One guy reached up and grabbed a tit in each hand roughly squeezing as she was moved on to the next person.
What a ride.
Chapter One
Anna Nicole Smith sat in the Chiefs empty office awaiting his arrival so that they could get on with the briefing. She wore a short gray skirt and a loose white blouse (well it was loose everywhere except over her expansive bust).
“Hello Agent Hooters,” said a voice suddenly.
“Hello?” she replied uncertainly, looking around the office.
“It’s the Chief,” said the now familiar voice, “Come around behind my desk, I’m on the video phone.”
“Ahh,” said Anna, understanding finally dawning on her. She got up and moved around the back of the desk, sitting with her legs crossed on the Chiefs plush leather chair. She looked into the video screen on the desk and saw the Chief smiling back at her.
“That’s better,” said the Chief. He was at his vacation home in Hawaii and was using the video phone for the briefing. He could see Anna’s lovely face on his video screen in his bedroom, but unbeknown to Anna he had a second camera set up beneath the desk that gave him an excellent view of Anna’s long legs. The camera was in fact angled perfectly to get a nice view up her skirt as he crossed her legs. Anna was wearing lacy white panties.
“Right, I’ve got an important mission for you today,” said the Chief, rubbing his hardened crotch off camera as he watched Anna’s creamy thighs uncross and part slightly as she leant in to pay attention.
“The man we’re after is known simply as ‘the Boss’. He is one of the biggest organized crime leaders in the city. Agent Bond has been after him for months but I understand you recently got your hands on some breakthrough information.”
“I don’t know about that,” replied Anna, crossing her sleek legs again to the Chief’s disappointment, “Sammy the Spit gave me the name of a bar they frequent.”
Just then none other than Jimbo Bond burst into the office.
“Hope I’m not late,” said the overweight secret agent with a smile at Anna. He moved around behind Anna and rested his hands on her shoulders as he leaned over to greet the Chief. His position also gave him a great angle to look down the front of Anna’s blouse.
“Just in time,” assured the Chief, “I want you and Anna to go undercover into this bar and try and get into the Boss’s gang.”
“What’s our cover?” Jimbo asked licking his lips as Anna leaned back slightly, giving him a spectacular view of her big tits encased in a lacy white bra.
“You will be a small time criminal Jimbo, and Anna will be a prostitute you are with. I know you two have done this cover before so it should come naturally,” said the Chief.
“Yeah, Agent Titties here makes a great ho!” agreed Jimbo.
“Excellent!” said the Chief who didn’t notice the sour look on Anna’s face, he was too busy focussing on the other screen where Anna was rubbing the inside of her knee.
“Agent Hooters I want you to stop by Gadgets office before the two of you head off,” the Chief told her, “And both of you good luck. The Boss is a very dangerous man.”
**
“Nicole!” greeted Gadget cheerfully as the busty secret agent entered his office.
“Hi Gadget, the Chief said I should stop by. I’m about to head off on a job with Jimbo,” Anna said.
“Excellent,” said Gadget, “I just need to run a quick physical on you then you can head off.”
“Fine.”
“Take your blouse and bra off,” said Gadget.
Ever-trusting, Anna unbuttoned the front of her blouse and shrugged it off her shoulders. It was quickly followed by her lacy white bra, as she tossed it aside her huge tits spilled out and bounced free.
Gadget licked his lips, “Don't worry Nicole, I've done this a hundred times,”
"Okay, what do I do first?" Anna asked.
Gadget paused for a moment to admire her massive, well rounded tits, topped by hard dark nipples. He’d seen Anna’s tits a few times in the past (in the line of duty of course), but the sight of the vast knockers never ceased to amaze him.
He walked over behind Anna and told her, "Place your hands behind your head, and take a deep breath, and hold it as long as you can. On the count of three...one ...two...three..."
On 'three' Anna sucked in air into her ample lungs and held it, her chest extended outwards. Gadget then reached around on either side of her torso and placed his hands over her big breasts, palming them firmly. Anna jumped at his touch, but her only thought was to hold her breath for as long as she could.
"I'm testing your lung capacity." Gadget informed the secret agent, who was blushing a little with Gadget's vigorous fondling. His fingers kneaded her soft pillows while she continued holding her breath.
Anna finally let her breath out in a heavy gasp. Gadget gave her one last squeeze and said, "Very good."
“Is that it?” asked Anna somewhat surprised.
“Yep, you’re free to go,” said Gadget sitting down to hide the huge bulge between his legs. One day he’d have to figure out a way to trick her into giving him a hand job, or better yet a blow job.
**
Anna and Jimbo entered the seedy bar and found a nice booth in the corner where they could watch most of the entrances. Jimbo was dressed as usual in a cheap brown suit with no tie but a stained yellow polo shirt. Anna was dressed to the hilt for her role as a hooker. She had a micro mini dress made of black leather that had a zipper running up the back of it and the skirt was complimented by a sleazy leopardskin halter top that displayed her ample cleavage perfectly.
They took a seat and Jimbo immediately dropped a chubby hand onto Anna’s bare thigh.
“We better make this look the part I guess,” said Anna in a resigned tone. She leaned in against Jimbo and started to lick and kiss his neck, sending shivers of pleasure through the big secret agent. At the same time her hand reached up and squeezed his thigh.
With one hand Jimbo grabbed the back of Anna’s neck and turned face toward him. He leant over and kissed her hungrily, his tongue diving deep into her mouth. His other hand grabbed the hand on his leg and pressed it into his crotch where Anna felt a familiar throbbing. She continued to play her role and squeezed his insistent bulge.
“I think you should take it out and play with it,” said Jimbo as he finally pulled his slobbering tongue out of Anna’s throat and started to lick her neck.
“Okay,” replied Anna unzipping Jimbo’s fly. She reached inside and pulled out his large erection, her soft hand fisting over it. At her touch Jimbo let out a soft sigh of pleasure.
“That’s it baby,” breathed Jimbo as Anna’s magical hand began to stroke his pulsing shaft and he returned to kissing her neck.
Anna’s hand started to pump up and down on Jimbo’s dick, masturbating him with full vigor as he licked her throat and one of his hands rose to grab and squeeze her right tit through her halter top.
“Oh yeah that’s good baby,” Jimbo murmured as he fondled the large orb.
Jimbo then decided to go for gold. He gave her breast another squeeze then grabbed the back of her head and pushed her face towards his twitching cock. Anna resisted a little and stopped about a foot away from the glistening head.
“What are you doing?” hissed Anna angrily, she could now smell his dick and it looked as though he hadn’t washed in days. She hoped he didn’t plan to do what she thought he was planning. But on the other hand, if she resisted too hard it would blow their cover.
“Just put it in your mouth for a little bit,” said Jimbo is tone begging with insistence.
Anna hesitated for a moment, wondering how she could avoid sucking him off without causing a scene, and as soon as Jimbo felt her relax for that instant he pushed down hard and impaled her face on his dick. He gave a moan as his hardness slid over her tongue and right into the back of her throat.
Anna gagged for a moment around his cock, then she pulled up slightly to get some air and began to bob up down on his dick with help from the strong hand on the back of her head. It tasty slightly of precum and urine and it throbbing strongly on her tongue, but she willingly began sucking and licking the rock hard shaft.
Jimbo leaned back in the booth and sighed contentedly as Anna Nicole Smith gave him another of her world famous blow jobs. The last time they had gone undercover he had got her to do the exact same thing.
Anna pulled off his dick for a moment and licked the tip, “Promise you won’t cum in my mouth like last time Jim.”
“Sure Agent Titties I promise, I promise,” with that he grabbed the back of her head and pushed her back down on his cock.
Suddenly Jimbo felt the familiar twitch of his orgasm. If he didn’t unload it in Anna’s mouth he would make a mess of the seat and they would probably be kicked out of the bar, there was only one thing for it. He grabbed Anna’s head with both hands and started to pump his hips off the seat, fucking her mouth with his dick as he held her down into his lap.
Half a dozen thrusts was all it took and pretty soon he was spurting heavily down his partners throat, filling her mouth with his sticky cum.
Once he was spent and released her head, Anna straightened up, a dark look on her face and a couple of dribbles of cum around her lips. Before she could tell him off however their booth was approached by a tall, skinny black man.
“I’m Leroy, I understand you want to meet the Boss,” he said taking both of the secret agents by surprise.
Chapter Two
Anna Nicole Smith and Jimbo Bond were given a surprising sight when they were brought to speak with The Boss. The Boss himself was nothing unusual, a middle aged Italian man with gray hair and a constant angry scowl on his face.
It was not the sight of The Boss that surprised them, but two other things. Firstly he had his pants down around his knees and a voluptuous blonde was bent over the desk in front of him as he held her nicely curved hips and was busy fucking her vigorously. The second thing was the fact that the voluptuous blonde was none other than the famous actress of Baywatch fame – Erika Eleniak.
“Welcome to my home,” the Boss said in greeting, not stopping pumping his dick against Erika’s pussy, his balls slapping her ass with every thrust.
Jimbo licked his lips and felt his recently spend dick stir at the sight of the big busted blonde being screwed by the Boss, her heavy breasts jiggling and swaying as he rammed her hard from behind.
“Thanks for the invite,” said Anna after Jimbo didn’t answer right away.
The Boss paused for a moment, his cock buried to the hilt up inside Erika, “I understand you were looking for me. What is it that you want?”
Anna elbowed Jimbo in the ribs. He gasped in pain and managed to tear his eyes off the sight of Erika Eleniak getting fucked doggy style, “We want work. We wanted to join your organization.”
The Boss smiled and drew his large penis out of Erika’s cunt, when the head of his cock was just passing her vaginal lips he rammed it back in hard and deep causing Erika to moan loudly.
“Who are you both and why would I want you?” he asked, sliding a hand along Erika’s side and reaching under to grab a swinging breast and pinch the nipple.
“I’m James Cameron and this is my wife Anna. Surely you have heard of us,” said Jimbo licking his lips as he watched the Boss resume his thrusting.
“The movie director?” asked Leroy from behind.
“No you idiot,” replied Jimbo, “The criminal mastermind.”
“Oh,” the tall black man replied sheepishly.
“Well you’ve got my attention,” said the Boss once again pausing his assault on Erika’s pussy, “I’ll tell you what. I will give you a chance to prove yourselves. In a couple of hours Leroy and a few of my men are meeting a contact for a drug pickup. I want the two of you to go along and help out.”
“Done!” said Jimbo a little to enthusiastically for Anna’s liking.
The Boss waved them away as he again grabbed Erika’s hips and started to pump against her well rounded ass.
**
It was freezing cold that night out on the docks and Anna’s tiny skirt and halter outfit did nothing to keep her warm. The cold was making her nipples jut out like bullets, something that seemed to attract the attention of both Leroy and Jimbo.
“Come over here Anna, and I’ll keep you warm,” Jimbo offered with a lecherous smile.
“I’m okay,” replied Anna through chattering teeth, at least he wasn’t calling her Agent Titties at the moment.
It wasn’t much longer before their contact for the deal arrived. At the sight of him however Anna’s face went pale.
On her very first assignment for the agency she had been sent undercover as a junkie to do a drug bust. This was even before her tits had been enlarged by Professor Nasty. Anyway she had approached a small time crack dealer to buy off him and get a lead onto the bigger fish. The dealer had refused to take her money and had instead insisted she give him a hand job in exchange for the crack. She remembered it quite vividly, the dealer had a small cock but he had moaned and groaned as she stroked it and cum like she had never seen before, semen spurting out of his dick as he orgasmed and shooting three feet into the air, some of it even catching Anna in the face. Anyway, that small time dealer was now talking to Jimbo and Leroy about the drug deal they were about to make. He had obviously moved up in the world.
“Come over here and help load the drugs Anna,” said Jimbo, calling her over as she was trying to back away into the shadows a bit.
Anna sighed and reluctantly moved forward, what were the chances of the man remembering some relatively flat chested crack-whore that had jerked him off several years ago in exchange for drugs? Hell, he probably didn’t even know about the bust she had made after her dealings with him.
“Wait a minute,” said the drug dealer as he saw Anna step into the light, “I know that bitch.”
“What are you talking about?” asked Jimbo a little nervously.
“Yeah,” said the man, know nodding with certainty, “She’s a cop.”
No sooner had the word cop passed the mans lips when Leroy and the rest of the Boss’s men all had guns out and aimed at Anna and Jimbo.



“Oh crap,” murmured Jimbo.
**
They were taken back to the Boss’s house at gunpoint and split up. A few of the men dragged Jimbo off while Leroy took Anna to see the Boss, her hands handcuffed in front of her.
“The slut’s a cop,” said Leroy, planting his foot firmly in Anna’s ass and kicking her into the Boss’s office. At least this time there was no site of Erika, naked or otherwise.
The Boss pushed her up against the desk and slapped her across the face, “I take you into my home and my organization and this is the thanks I get?”
“I can explain..” began Anna but she was cut short by another stinging slap across the face.
“I don’t want to hear it pig!” snarled the Boss. He then paused for a moment and lifted his hands to her chest, covering her large breasts and squeezing them through the skimpy leopardskin halter top, “Who would of thought a cop would have such a great rack.”
The Boss spun her around so that she was facing the desk and her back was to him.
“I think I’m gonna enjoy screwing a cop as hot as you,” said the Boss, pressing himself against her back, his crotch grinding into her buttocks and his hands reaching around to squeeze her big breasts.
“Don’t do this,” begged Anna.
“Shut up bitch!” said Leroy from across the room rubbing his crotch through his pants as he watched the Boss maul her tits.
The Boss then bent Anna forward over the desk, his hands holding her down as he humped her ass through their clothing, “Very nice.”
“You’re making a mistake,” said Anna as she felt the Boss unzipping the back of her leather skirt to reveal a tasty red g-string.
“Fucking a big titted blonde is never a mistake,” said the Boss as he pulled down the skimpy underwear and slapped Anna’s bare ass. He seized her hips and aimed the head of his fully erect manhood at the moist entrance of her cunt.
“Get ready to feel a real man cop,” he breathed in her air, then rammed his cock home, driving it deep inside her. Anna gasped at his entry.
The Boss moaned as he started to work his hips against her, sliding in and out at a comfortable pace.
Out of the corner of her eye Anna saw Leroy take his long, black dick out and start to stroke it.
“Oh yeah that’s sweet,” breathed the Boss his hips humping rapidly as he sawed his dick in and out of her cunt.
Leroy moved around in front of the desk, his dick big and hard in his hand.
“What the fuck are you doing Leroy?” asked the Boss, stopping his thrusts with his dick fully buried in Anna’s tight fuck-hole.
“She’s got another hole you ain’t using,” said Leroy moving in front of Anna so that his hard cock was inches from her face, the head glistening with pre-cum.
“Okay,” said the Boss laughing as he resumed fucking Anna.
“Don’t even think about biting whore,” said Leroy lifting Anna’s face in both hands and pressing the tip of his cock to her lips, “Now open up and say ahh.”
Anna knew better than to fight it and she opened her mouth allowing Leroy’s urgently throbbing penis access to her warm mouth. The black criminal grunted with pleasure as he pushed his cock between Anna’s soft lips and across her twitching tongue. The blonde secret agent gagged at the unwanted invasion of the large shaft but relaxed her throat and took the full length in with practiced skill.
“Damn the bitch is good at this,” said Leroy with a groan as he grabbed her by her blonde locks and started to fuck her face, pumping his penis in and out of her mouth with the same vigor the Boss was using on her cunt.
Suddenly the Boss gave an extra hard push, lunging deep inside her and holding it there, his penis twitching with orgasm as he pumped her full of semen. Leroy buried his cock all the way down her throat so that her nose was touching his pubic hair and he likewise emptied his load into her.
“Holy crap,” groaned Leroy as the last of his sperm spurted into Anna’s mouth.
“We should do this more often,” said the Boss, withdrawing from inside Anna. He slapped her across her bare ass, “Ok lock her up with her partner and we’ll decide what to do with them later. Then go and check how our other guest Erika is doing.”
**
Anna was shackled by her handcuffs to the roof of a small bedroom on the far side of the large mansion that served as the Boss’s base. Jimbo was tied to a chair in the room as well.
“Now both of you stay here and be cooperative or we’ll give you some more of that medicine bitch,” said Leroy directing his comments to Anna.
As soon as he closed and locked the door Jimbo stood up and shrugged off his ropes.
“How did you do that?” asked Anna in surprise, turning on her chain to look at her fellow agent.
“A little trick the Chief taught me Agent Titties,” said Jimbo with a smile, “Now how am I going to get you out of those cuffs…”
Jimbo paced the small room trying to think of a way to escape, every so often rubbing his crotch as though it was bothering him.
“Fuck! I can’t think!” he swore angrily.
“What’s the problem?” asked Anna.
Jimbo unzipped his fly and a raging erection popped out, “This!” he said pointing to his dick.
“What?” asked Anna in surprise.
“I’m gonna have to get rid of this if I’m gonna think of a plan to escape,” he told her. He spun Anna around so that her back was to him and rubbed his stiff cock across her buttocks, Leroy had left Anna’s skirt bunched up around her hips after her session with him and the Boss.
“What are you doing?” asked Anna nervously as one of Jimbo’s hands slid around and slipped into her halter top, popping one of her big tits out of the piece of clothing.
“You don’t mind do you?” asked Jimbo, freeing her other big boob, “I just need to use you for a minute so I can think straight.”
“No Jimbo, don’t…” Anna protested as he began to squeeze her two bare breasts.
“I won’t be long I promise,” said Jimbo using her massive tits as anchors as he pushed his throbbing penis up between Anna’s legs and entered her from behind. She let out a gasp of surprise as he started to hump against her from behind, the grip on her tits hard and painful.
“Oh yeah that’s it,” said Jimbo breathing hard as he fucked Anna, his thrusting dick making a squishing noise as it pumped into her already wet pussy.
“Remind me never to work with you again,” muttered Anna. Jimbo suddenly made a weird grunting noise in her ear as he buried himself up into her. The hands on her tits grabbed down hard causing Anna to gasp out loud and she felt Jimbo’s cock twitching inside her as yet another load of cum was emptied into one of Anna’s orifices.
“Oh God damn!” gasped Jimbo pulling out of her and letting out a satisfied sigh, “That’s better I can think straight now,” he said zipping himself up.
Chapter Three
Anna Nicole Smith called out for help from the guard outside the locked bedroom.
He put his eye to the small window and looked through to see Anna still securely chained up to the roof, her large breasts were hanging out of the top of her halter top and were quite a sight to behold.
“What’s the problem?” he asked, taking in the wonderful view of the practically naked blonde.
“My bra is broken, can you fix it for me?” asked Anna, wiggling her shoulders and causing her breasts to wobble invitingly.
At that the guard couldn’t get the door open fast enough. He walked up to Anna and licked his lips.
“Want me to help you put these fun bags away again huh?” he asked a horny expression on his face.
“Uh huh,” said Anna smiled sweetly and waiting for Jimbo to club the guard on the back of the head.
The guard reached out and grabbed both her breasts, letting out a low moan of lust as he squeezed the copious orbs. Jimbo let him feel her up for a few seconds longer before he smashed a bottle over the back of the guards head knocking him out cold.
“You took your time,” muttered Anna as Jimbo liberated the key from the guard’s belt and unlocked Anna’s handcuffs.
Anna rubbed her sore wrists, thankful she was finally free, “Let’s get those bastards,” she said, putting her boobs back into her top and pulled down her short leather skirt.
“You go for the Boss’s room, and I’ll go after that punk Leroy,” said Jimbo remembering that Leroy was looking in on the lovely Erika Eleniak.
“Good,” said Anna with a nod, “Me and the Boss have a little score to settle.
**
Jimbo crept up to the door of Erika’s cell and peeked through the keyhole. The view he saw through the small hole made his dick twitch. Erika was lying on her back on what looked like a dinner table. Leroy was standing with her long legs wrapped around him and he was busy thrusting his dick against her cunt, both his hands grabbing her large round tits and mauling them while he pumped away between her legs.
Leroy was so caught up in sex that he didn’t hear Jimbo open the door and creep up behind him.
Swinging another bottle in a wide arc Jimbo smashed it over the back of Leroy’s skull, knocking the black man out. Leroy slumped forward over Erika unconscious and still buried inside her.
“I’m here to rescue you Erika,” said Jimbo to the stunned blonde.
“Uh..okay,” she replied uncertainly.
Jimbo pulled Leroy off Erika, his hard dick making a popping noise as it squeezed out of her cunt. The secret agent paused a moment to take in the spectacular sight of Erika’s nakedness as she lay spread eagled over the table, then he helped her to her feet.
“Let’s get the fuck outta here,” he told her, gently patting her nicely rounded ass.
“I don’t have anything to wear,” Erika reminded the secret agent.
“Oh right,” said Jimbo. He took off his jacket and handed it to her. Erika put it on and could only get a couple of the bottom buttons done up, her chest was far to big and the jacket gaped wide at the front revealing a good portion of her large tits. It was also to short to cover much of her ass and pussy but Jimbo was definitely not complaining.
**
Anna crept as quietly as she could down the hallway to the same office where the Boss and Leroy had raped her. Summoning her courage at the door she burst in and spotted the Boss sitting behind his desk.
“What the fuck are you doing here?” he demanded, standing up and lifting his gun up off the desk in front of him.
Anna paused a moment, thinking quickly, “I came back for more,” Anna purred seductively. At the same time she reached up and pulled down the front of her halter, letting her mountainous boobs pop free.
“Well, well, well,” said the Boss with a surprised grin, “Come over here and get those hot lips of yours to work on this.”
As he spoke he opened the front of his trousers and pulled out his semi-erect penis. Anna moved around the side of the desk and went to her knees in front of him.
“That’s what I’m talking about big boy,” said Anna grabbing his shaft in her soft and hand and pumping it till it grew erect.
“That’s it bitch,” breathed the Boss as she jerked on his cock, he reached forward with the hand that wasn’t holding his gun and ran his fingers through Anna’s blonde hair, “Now put it in your mouth and blow me big tits!”
Anna leant forward, her tongue flicking out and licking a drip of pre-cum that leaked from the tip of his now fully erect manhood. Then her grip tightened on his shaft and she yanked back hard on it, pulling the Boss forward and off balance as she rammed her clenched fist hard up into his balls.
Anna stepped back and got to her feet as the Boss grabbed his groin and doubled over in agony.
“You fucking slut!” he yelled raising his gun but Anna was too quick, she leapt forward, executing a double jumping kick, her massive tits bouncing and jiggling like something out of the Dead or Alive video game. Her kick slammed into the Boss’s wrist, sending the gun flying from his hand.
Agent Hooters followed it up with a perfectly executed spinning kick, the heel of her foot cracking into the point of the Boss’s jaw and knocking him out cold.
Anna breathed a sigh of relief, it was over, they had the Boss.
Epilgoue
Jimbo Bond and Erika made there way out of the Boss’s mansion with their arms around each other, the big secret agent as often as possible stealing glances down the gaping front of the jacket the actress was wearing and getting more than an eyeful of her big tits.
“I am so grateful to you for rescuing me James,” said Erika.
“Really,” said Jimbo with interest, dropping a hand from her waist to the bare uncovered cheek of her ass.
“I owe you big time,” nodded the blonde actress.
Jimbo squeezed the cheek of her buttocks, “I think we should discuss this in the back of that limo over there…”
* * * * *
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Prelude
Anna Nicole Smith couldn’t believe the way her holiday was going. Here she was in the beautiful Rio de Janeiro and she’d spent the past three days in the cramped apartment belonging to the Chief’s nineteen year old son. When all her baggage had gone missing on the flight including her money she’d been forced to sit it out at young Dylan’s apartment ‘till the airline found all her belongings.
Right now the two of them were playing poker for a small pile of peanuts, most of which Dylan was just eating, and drinking tequila. They were both quite drunk.
“Let’s up the stakes,” said Dylan boldly. He glanced at Anna’s curvy figure, she was wearing tiny green hotpants and a semi-transparent white blouse, through which Dylan could see her generous breasts encased in a lacy red bra.
“Okay,” said Anna with a smile at the Chief’s young son, he looked so much like his father.
“Great!” said Dylan, “If you win I’ll make you breakfast in bed tomorrow, if I win you take off your blouse.”
“No way,” said Anna laughing, she reached across the small table and slapped the back of his hand.
“Come on,” begged Dylan, “Just your blouse, you did say okay.”
Anna shrugged, “Alright then Dylan.”
The cards were dealt. Anna had two sixes a king, an ace and a seven. She held the sixes and threw the rest out. He new cards were two jacks and a ten.
“Two pair,” Anna said triumphantly showing the teenager her cards.
Dylan poked his tongue at her and showed her his cards, “Three fours, take it off baby!”
Anna rolled her eyes but didn’t go back on her word. She unbuttoned her blouse and threw it aside. Dylan stared at her large breasts and the beautiful red bra she wore.
“This is taking too long,” said Dylan taking back the cards just after he started dealing, “Let’s play high card.”
“Alright,” agreed Anna taking another shot of tequila, her inhibitions slipping away.
“If I win you show me those beautiful big boobies of yours, if you win I’ll show you my pecker,” said Dylan flipping a card in front of Anna – a ten.
Dylan’s card was only a six.
“Yay!” cheered Anna, “Come round here and show it to me big boy!”
Dylan walked around so he was standing beside Anna, his crotch at her eye level.
“You have to take it out,” he told her.
Anna smiled, the alcohol making her feel pleasantly dizzy. She reached up and unzipped his pants. To her surprise he was wearing no underwear and his fully erect penis sprung out and slapped Anna in the cheek she was so close.
Anna reached up and grabbed hold of the hard shaft, tugging on it a couple of times, causing Dylan to gasp. Anna smiled up at him, “Very nice big boy, now deal the cards again.”
“Okay,” said Dylan returning to his seat but leaving his hard cock hanging out of his pants.
Anna set the bets this time, “If you win I imagine you still want to see these puppies,” she said cupping and squeezing her big tits through her bra, “And if I win you have to be my personal tour guide and show me the town tomorrow.”
“Done!” agreed Dylan dealing Anna a jack and himself a king.
Anna smiled and reached behind her back to unfasten her bra.
“Wait,” said Dylan standing up, “You got to take my dick out, I get to take your tits out.”
Not waiting for agreement Dylan moved around the table and sat on Anna’s lap, his hard cock pressing against her flat belly. Dylan’s shaking hands reached up and encircled the sides of Anna’s large breasts. He gave the generous mounds a firm squeeze and then hooked his fingers into the cups of the bra. With a yank he pulled the bra cups down and Anna’s two large tits popped free.
“Beautiful,” breathed Dylan his hands closing over the bare orbs and squeezing hungrily, testing their firmness. He bent forward and licked Anna’s right nipple sending shivers of pleasure through the blonde secret agent as she started to get turned on by his caresses. As his mouth slid over to suck on her left nipple he started to roll his hips, the long hardness of his erect penis rubbing over Anna’s stomach.
“Hold it there hot shot,” said Anna pushing his head back off her tits, “You only get to look at my tits not touch them.”
Dylan groaned as Anna pushed him off her lap.
“I want to fuck your brains out,” said Dylan sitting back against the edge of the table, his dick smeared with pre-cum and still pointing straight at Anna’s face.
“No way you’re too young, and you’re the Chief’s son!” protested Anna.
“We’ll draw for it,” decided Dylan diplomatically, “If I win I get to bend you over this table and find out what’s in those hotpants. If you win I’ll let you get away with sucking my dick.”
“But..” protested Anna, her head swimming from the vast amounts of tequila she had consumed, she was sure there was something wrong with that arrangement but she couldn’t quite work it out through her alcohol fuelled stupor.
Dylan handed her a card, the three of spades! She was doomed.
Dylan then picked the top card for himself and looked at it, his face was expressionless.
“What is it?!” demanded Anna.
He turned it over to show her. The two of clubs.
“I win!” said Anna her worried face breaking into a huge grin.
“Yes you sure do,” replied Dylan softly. He reached out and took her head in his hands and pulled her face down towards his crotch. Anna’s face paled as she remembered what her prize was but she didn’t fight back as Dylan pulled her right the way forward till the glistening head of his cock touched her lips, smearing them with his cum. The sweet smell of his dick so close and the boy’s earlier attention to her breasts had made her horny as hell, she found she didn’t want to fight him.
Dylan ran his fingers through her long blonde hair then grabbed the back of her head and pulled her down, impaling her face on his throbbing erection. He let out a long sigh as he felt his rigid shaft slide over Anna’s tongue to the back of her throat. His entire shaft buried in her mouth and his balls resting against her chin.
“Oh fuck I’m cumming!” he grunted immediately, the sight of Anna’s gorgeous lips wrapped around the base of his penis had just been too much. Dylan clasped her head firmly against his loins as his hips began to spasm madly and he emptied his load straight into her mouth and down her throat.
Chapter One
Anna Nicole Smith woke up with a pounding headache to the sound of a ringing telephone. She got up from the couch dressed only in her hotpants and stumbled into the kitchen to find the source of the ringing.
Dylan was passed out on the table with his pants open sleeping right through the noise. After he had cum he had passed out right on the table and Anna had called it a night.
“Hello?” she said when she finally picked up the receiver.
“Agent Hooters?” said a familiar voice on the other end of the line.
“Hi Chief, it’s me.”
“Good I’ve got a mission for you,” said the Chief.
“But I’m on holiday in South America!” protested Anna.
“That’s actually quite fortunate as it turned out,” said the Chief, “The problem we need your help with has actually popped up in South America.”
Anna sighed, “Very well what is it?”
“Your old nemesis has returned to haunt us I’m afraid.”
“Who?”
“Professor Nasty,” said the Chief in a stern tone.
“Impossible!” protested Anna, “I caught and jailed him when he took the President hostage that time.”
“I’m afraid he somehow escaped,” said the Chief.
“Fuck!” swore Anna, “What’s he up to this time?”
Behind her Dylan started to stir on the kitchen table. He reached out and scratched his dick which was still hanging out of his pants and sat up holding this throbbing head.
“Our sources indicate that the Professor is operating out of a hideout deep in the jungle about ten miles from where you are in Rio,” said the Chief, beginning his briefing. “The Professor seems to be putting together an army of some sort. We’re not sure what his plans are but the very idea of Professor Nasty in control of an army is enough to make us very concerned.”
“Agreed,” nodded Anna.
Dylan came up behind the topless blonde, reaching around her and cupping one of her large, bare breasts. He gave a firm squeeze, rolling the large orb in his hand and feeling it’s weight. He gave her tit a pinch and started to shake and jiggle it. Anna slapped his hand away.
“Fuck off!” she hissed at Dylan, putting her hand over the phone so the chief couldn’t hear.
“We want you to track down the Professor and capture him,” continued the Chief, “He cannot be allowed to get his army together. We want you to head straight into the jungle and track down Professor Nasty’s camp. Your contact is a local jungle expert called Panther, he will be your guide. We also have another agent already in the jungle called GI Jane, she will help you out on the firepower side of things.”
“I’ll need weapons and equipment…” said Anna, as she spoke there was a knock at the door.
“I think we have that covered,” said the Chief who then hung up the phone.
Anna frowned and slipped on her blouse, buttoning it up quickly, as she moved to the door. Dylan by this time was in the shower.
To her surprise none other than Gadget was waiting at the door holding two large suitcases.
“Hello Nicole!” said the cheerful scientist.
“Gadget!” Anna said with pleasant surprise as she let him into the house, “What have you got for me?”
Gadget struggled inside and dropped the cases on the floor. When he opened them up they looked like they belonged to Arnold Schwarzenegger. They were filled with just about every machine gun, pistol, rifle, grenade ever made.
“Very nice,” said Anna with a broad smile.
“Now Nicole, I need to check you out before you go into the disease filled jungle,” said Gadget licking his lips.
“Okay,” agreed Anna, she didn’t want to pick up anything.
“Okay, let's take your pulse and temperature, I need you to bend over this table, Nicole."
"Right." Anna said dutifully.
Anna felt Gadget reach around her and unbutton her hotpants, then peel them down over her silky thighs. Gadget told Anna, "Just relax, because we’re not at my lab I don’t have the usual medical instruments, I'm going to have to do this the old fashioned way. So spread you legs just a little bit."
Anna frowned when she heard Gadget unzip his pants, “What’s the old fashioned way exactly?”
"Just relax and look straight ahead. I'm going to pull your panties down now."
"Why?"
"So I can take your temperature."
"Oh." Anna remained still as Gadget peeled off her g-string. gasped when she felt Gadget cup her vagina from between her thighs. He spread her pink pussy lips apart with one set of fingers, he guided the head of his thick cock to her opening with the other. He slipped in easily at first, and then Anna gasped and clenched her twat around Cobb's member as he slowly pushed it in with a low grunt.
"I...I've never heard of ...ummmm...taking someone's...ooooh... temperature like...unnnh... this." Anna moaned as she braced herself against the table.
Gadget held her round hips as he slowly pumped his cock in and out of her warm pussy. His thrusts jerking Anna’s body causing her big tits to shake and sway beneath her.
“That’s it Nicole, I’ll have that reading very soon,” he grunted slightly as he increased his rhythm, pumping roughly against her cunt. Gadget began fucking her with full gusto, ramming his thick cock deep and hard into her cunt. With a sudden grunt his body went stiff and he burst inside her, flooding her cunt with his cum.
“Oh yes!” he gasped softly, his pelvis twitching against her butt as he emptied his load into Agent Hooters.
“Is it okay?” asked Anna.
“Yes,” breathed Gadget, slipping his dripping cock out of her pussy, “Your temperature is just perfect, you will be fine in the jungle,” he added, slapping her ass as he stuffed his cock back in his pants.
“Good, thanks so much for your help Gadget,” Anna said pulling back up her g-string and shorts.
“My pleasure,” smiled Gadget.
Chapter Two
Anna Nicole Smith arrived at a small hut six miles into the dense South American jungle where Professor Nasty was amassing his army. This was the place where she was supposed to be meeting with her guide Panther. Summoning her courage she took a deep breath before rapping her knuckles on the door.
The door swung open and Anna was surprised to be greeted by an old black man. He looked about seventy years old, with grey-black hair and a bushy beard. He wore ragged looking jungle clothes but the most surprising thing were his eyes. They had a dull white glazed over look and no pupils.
“You’re blind!” Anna blurted out.
“Yes,” he replied giving her a toothless smile.
“Panther?” she asked cautiously.
“Yes,” his smiled widened, “You must be Agent Hooters, the Chief told me you were coming for my help.”
“That’s correct,” said Anna.
“Let me touch your face,” said Panther, reaching his old hands up towards her, “I see with my fingers and I need to know what you look like.”
“Oh,” said Anna with surprise, blushing a little, “Sure Panther.”
The old man reached out and ran his palms and fingertips across the smooth skin of her face. His thumbs brushed across her eyebrows, nose and lips and to her surprise he even pushed a forefinger between her lips into her mouth to touch her tongue.
“Good,” murmured Panther and his hands explored lower across her chin, neck and shoulders. Then his hands slid down to her chest, cupping her large breasts in both hands and squeezing gently.
“Lovely,” gasped Panther as the enormous orbs filled his hands. He squeezed and fondled more firmly, enjoying her mountainous delights. His fingers sought out and pinched her hardening nipples then his hands covered as much of her breasts as they could and he squeezed and lifted them, testing their weight.
“Is this necessary?” asked Anna as the old blind man gave her boobs a thorough groping.
“I need to know what you look like,” explaned Panther, moaning slightly as he massaged and mauled her tits.
“Okay, okay,” said Anna prying his groping hands from her chest, “I think you know what my breasts look like by now stud.”
Panther reluctantly dropped his hands away from her bosom, “Very well, we’d best get moving then, we need to meet with GI Jane by noon tomorrow.”
**
The two jungle adventurers set out on their hunt for Professor Nasty. The thick rainforest was a horrible damp, humid place. Anna kept her tiny shorts and now wore a green tank top, with her big boobies she looked just like the chick out of tomb raider.
They made good time through the forest, Panther led and despite his blindness Anna was surprised that he didn’t slow them down at all. The old man knew the jungle so well that if anything Anna was slowing their progress.
“Be careful now Agent Hooters,” said Panther as he waded into a deep river, “Snakes and Alligators are rife in this part of the jungle.”
“Oh great,” murmured Anna, “When I was begging to see the countryside back at Dylan’s place I didn’t quite mean like this.”
The river varied in depth and pretty soon Anna was soaked to the bone, her wet tank top clinging to her ample breasts making it obvious she was not wearing a bra. Of course with her only companion blind there was no one to ogle her so Anna wasn’t too concerned. All of a sudden there was stinging pain in her ass and Anna yelped in agony.
“What is it?” hissed Panther, spinning around and moving back towards her.
“I think something bit me,” gasped Anna.
“Fuck!” swore Panther scooping her up and throwing her over his shoulder. He waded out the side of the river and dropped Anna down on a dry spot of land, “Where?”
“My bum,” said Anna.
Panther nodded and rolled Anna onto her front and yanked down her shorts. She gasped at first but realized he was helping her. Panther’s hands roved over the smooth, rounded cheeks of Anna’s buttocks, her g-string giving him plenty of access to the lovely flesh.
“I need to suck out the poison,” he told her, giving her lovely butt a firm squeeze.
“Okay do it,” agreed Anna immediately.
Panther leaned over her and licked his tongue up the length of her right butt-cheek. His hand squeezed the left side while he kissed and bit at the right side, sucking on the deliciously curved buttock.
“Ummm…I think it’s the left side,” said Anna helpfully.
“Oh, okay,” said Panther. He ran his tongue right up the crack of Anna’s ass, licking her pussy through her g-string before moving over to her left ass-cheek. With a slight moan the old blind man rubbed his face in her ass then started licking at her left buttock, gently nipping and biting with his teeth and sucking the flesh in his mouth. Both his hands were squeezing and rubbing her ass as he kissed and licked with his mouth.
After a good ten minutes of this he gave her butt one final pinch before standing up, “I think I’ve sucked out most of the poison but from what I can tell some has already entered your bloodstream.”
“Oh no!” gasped Anna, “Is there any antidote?”
“Yes,” nodded Panther, his face stern and serious, “But it won’t be easy to extract.”
“What is the antidote?”
“Male human sperm,” he replied.
Anna balked for a moment with surprise, “Okay, anything, you must feed it to me.”
“Yes I will do this for you,” said Panther, “The easiest way is for you to suck it out of me.”
“Of course,” said Anna sitting up on her knees and immediately reaching for Panther’s crotch, “Quickly though, I need you to cum in my mouth.”
Anna’s soft hand slipped inside Panther’s pants and pulled out his penis which was already semi-erect from the mere thought of cumming in the gorgeous blonde’s mouth.
“Suck me,” breathed Panther as Anna started to lick his cock, causing it to twitch and grow immediately. At his words she opened her lips and sucked his hardening length into her mouth hungrily.
“Cum in my mouth,” Anna repeated sucking on his now rock hard shaft. Panther’s hands dropped to her head to stroke her long blonde hair as his hips began to rock back and forth, his trembling erection stroking across Anna’s hotly twitching tongue towards the back of her throat.
“Oh yessss,” gasped Panther, his hips beginning to buck harder now as he started to fuck her face, his fingers grabbing handfuls of her hair.
“Give it to me quick!” begged Anna sucking for all she was worth, making loud slurping noises as she hungrily fed on his dick. She could already taste his salty precum on her tongue and prayed it was beginning to work on the poison.
With a grunt Panther rammed harder with his hips, driving his pulsating rod all the way to the hilt into her mouth. Anna moaned softly around the hard shaft as he impaled deeper her mouth even deeper with his pummeling cock until she was sure she would choke. Panther held her head tightly as he mercilessly used her mouth, battering her nose into his pubic hair with each thrust.
“Here it comes bitch!” groaned Panther as his cock gave a few violent jerks, sperm spewing from the throbbing head. Anna sucked and swallowed eagerly, aching to get as much of the antidote down her throat as she could. A little dribbled from the corner of his mouth as the old man unloaded huge amounts of the sticky white milk. With a final thrust he emptied the last of his cum into Anna’s anxiously waiting mouth.
Anna sucked and licked his cock clean before finally releasing the old man.
“Do you think it worked?” she asked apprehensively.
“Oh I’m sure you got a good dose,” nodded Panther, “You may need a reapplication tomorrow morning though.”
“Thank you for saving my life,” breathed Anna warmly, she hugged him tight against her lush breasts and gifted him a soft kiss on the cheek.
“My pleasure,” replied Panther, his gap-toothed grin wide.
**
The next morning after Anna had taken another dose of antidote from Panther they set out to meet with GI Jane. In fact it was GI Jane that found them.



Anna and Panther were walking through a slightly thinner part of the jungle when there was a crack in the undergrowth to their left. They both spun, guns coming up ready to defend themselves.
“Bang, you’re dead,” said a woman’s voice from the opposite side of the track.
Anna turned to take in the sight of GI Jane. She was dressed in tight green camouflage pants and a tank top similar to the one Anna wore. GI Jane had ample breasts, perhaps not quite in Anna’s league but still big and bouncy. Her head however was shaved bald and she had a large AK47 rifle aimed at them.
“GI Jane?” asked Anna tentatively.
“Maybe,” came her gruff reply.
“I’m Agent Hooters, this is Panther,” said Anna, dropping her gun to show she meant no harm.
Jane hesitated a moment, looking them both up and down, then she let the barrel of her gun drop, “The Chief said you were coming to help me take down Professor Nasty,” she said, shouldering her gun and moving forward to shake Anna’s hand.
“That’s the plan,” confirmed Anna, “Me and the Professor have a little history so I’d love to be the one to personally kick his ass.”
Jane moved to the blind Panther and shook his hand as well.
“Let me touch your face,” said Panther, reaching his old hands up towards her, “I see with my fingers and I need to know what you look like.”
Jane frowned and glanced over at Anna who nodded. Panther reached out and stroked his hands across Jane’s lovely features. He hesitated a moment in surprise when he rubbed across her shaven scalp, then just like he had with Anna he pushed a fingertip inside Jane’s mouth.
“So is the Professor’s base far from here?” asked Anna as Panther’s hands stroked down over GI Jane’s shoulders and then cupped her heavy breasts.
“No, less than an hour away,” replied Jane, she dropped her gaze to Panther’s hands as the old man began to knead and squeeze at the firm orbs of her breasts, “What’s he doing?” she asked Anna.
“He’s just feeling what you look like,” the secret agent replied, “He see’s with his hands.”
Jane shrugged as she let the black man fondle her tits. He began to squeeze them hard and pinch on the nipples.
“Beautiful,” he breathed softly as he rolled them in circles across her ribcage, pushing the twin mounds high on her chest.
“Okay let’s get going,” said Anna after she had let Panther grope their new companion for a while longer.
Panther gave one final squeeze of Jane’s tits before he reluctantly let go and they made their way towards Professor Nasty’s camp.
Chapter Three
Anna Nicole Smith crouched behind GI Jane as she surveyed the enemy camp.
“That’s it,” said Jane at last, “That’s Professor Nasty’s command tent.”
Anna took the binoculars from Jane and peered at the tent herself.
“Ok, what now?”
“I’m gonna go in and scout around,” said Jane, “I’ll be back in an hours time and then we strike to take the Professor, dead or alive.”
With that Jane took off, blending with the plant-life with highly trained skill, she was like a ghost. Jane made her way to the opposite side of the small army and again took out her binoculars to get a closer look at the Professor’s tent.
She was suddenly halted by the click of a gun being cocked. Jane froze.
“Okay very slowly put your hands above your head and turn around,” said a man’s voice in heavily accented English. Jane did as commanded, turning to see two of the Professor’s soldiers, both armed with high caliber revolvers.
The one that spoke licked his lips as his eyes surveyed Jane’s curvaceous body.
“Ok honey we need to make sure you’re not carrying any weapons, take your top off,” he ordered with a broad lusty smile.
“What?” said Jane in protest, glancing down at her full breasts that filled the tank top she wore.
“Take it off!” said the man firmly, emphasizing his instruction by raising his gun slightly.
“Okay,” said GI Jane. She reached one hand to the bottom of her tank top and lifted it up over her ample breasts, which were bare beneath and jiggled free. Jane yanked the top over her head and tossed it aside. Both the men groaned slightly at the spectacular sight.
“Keep your hands up,” ordered the lead soldier who took a couple of steps towards Jane. He reached out with his free hand and grabbed Jane’s left breast, giving the big tit a rough squeeze. His groping hand slid across her chest to her right tit which he cupped and lifted before moving his hand back to the other tit once more, almost as if testing the freshness of her melons.
“Now the pants,” he commanded, taking a step back again.
Jane hesitated only a moment before reaching down and unbuttoning her camouflage trousers. She peeled them down across her long tanned legs, had a little trouble tugging them off over her boots before finally standing facing the two men in only her army boots and a black g-string.
“Lovely,” breathed the man, “Now the panties.”
“No,” Jane shook her head.
“Take ‘em off bitch or I’ll shoot you and take them off myself!”
“Okay,” relented Jane. She bent over and took off the last of her clothing so that she was standing naked with her hands above her head. The two soldiers stared at her spectacular body for a few moments before the lead man moved behind her and handcuffed her hands behind her back. He then pushed her down to her knees and tucked his gun back into his holster.
“Now just as we do for most prisoners we are going to give you a shower before we locked you up,” the man explained. “Only we don’t seem to have a shower handy out here in the jungle,” he told her with a shrug as he moved around in front of her. “So me and Carlos will have to improvise.”
With that the two soldiers unzipped their pants and pulled out rock hard erections. Both men moved in front of Jane and began pumping their hands on their dicks.
“I believe in America you call this a circle jerk,” the lead soldier said. He had moved so close that the bouncing head of his cock was brushing against Jane’s cheek as he pumped on it, leaving smears of sticky precum. “Oh god she’s a hotty,” said the soldier called Carlos. He held his dick by the base and rubbed it all over the other side of Jane’s face. Stroking the head over her cheek and nose, rubbing it under her chin and even jabbing it at the corner of her mouth.

The lead soldier suddenly grabbed the top of Jane’s shaven head and turned to towards him. He then surged forward with his hips and rammed his cock straight into Jane’s mouth before she could clamp her teeth shut. His thrusts almost pushed her over backwards but she was just able to maintain her balance.
“Oh yeah we’re gonna cum all over you bitch,” he growled as he held her head with one hand and pumped his hips, roughly fucking her face. As his dick slid in and out across Jane’s tongue Carlos was beating his meat right next to her ear.
“My turn,” grunted Carlos taking her head in both his hands and yanking her off the other soldier’s cock with a popped sound. Carlos turned her to face him and then fed her his big cock, pushing it straight down her throat so that it was buried to the hilt. “Oh fuck this bitch is a sword swallower!”
The first soldier laughed as he returned to masturbating himself while Carlos held Jane’s head tight to his loins and humped lustfully against her face.
“I’m almost cumming…” moaned Carlos, his hips still thrusting.
“Okay pull out and we’ll give her the facial of a lifetime,” said the leader, increasing the pace of his hand on his dick.
Both men aimed their dicks at Jane’s face and pumped for all they were worth.
“Here it comes bitch!” yelled the lead soldier and with that both men’s dicks burst with perfectly timed orgasm, cum spurting from the end and splashing into Jane’s face and mouth.
“Open your mouth,” gasped Carlos as a second rope of cum spurged from his cock splattering over her throat and chest.
Jane did as ordered and the last of the soldier’s sperm was aimed into her mouth.
Once they were spent they both in turned dipped their shrinking cocks back into Jane’s mouth, wiping them clean with her tongue before they tucked them away.
**
“I don’t think GI Jane is coming back,” said Panther after he and Anna had waiting almost two hours.
“You’re right,” agreed Anna, “You wait here, I’m going in.”
“Okay,” said Panther, “Good luck Agent Hooters.”
Anna made her way straight towards the camp, dodging a couple of roving soldiers with the help of the fading evening light. The secret agent made her way right up to Professor Nasty’s large tent where she crouched outside and used her knife to cut a small peephole. The scene inside took her by surprise.
It was almost deja-vu, the Professor was standing naked at the head of a long table. Strapped naked to the table was GI Jane, and the Professor was straddling her face and feeding his huge fifteen inch, artificially enhanced cock into GI Jane’s mouth. To Jane’s credit she was taking a vast majority of the Professor’s throbbing member down her throat without gagging.
Nasty reached out with both hands and squeezed Jane’s big boobs, roughly rolling the upthrust cones across her chest and pinching hard on the nipples.
“You have lovely big tits,” said the Professor, his hips slowly pumping back and forwards as his dick slid in and out of her mouth, “But I think I will make them a couple of sizes larger if you are going to be my concubine.”
Nasty withdrew his impossible long penis from out of Jane’s mouth and then shuffled forwards slightly and dropped it onto her chest. He grabbed both of Jane’s big breasts and pushed them together around his huge cock forming a tight sheath.
“I think I have a breast fetish you know,” he told her as his hands clenched tightly on her breasts and he began to fuck his dick up and down her deep cleavage.
Outside Anna decided it was time to make her move. She dropped to the ground and crawled under the bottom of the tent. Professor Nasty was too busy tit fucking GI Jane to hear her sneak up behind him. He was only alerted to Anna’s presence when she rammed the barrel of her pistol right into his mouth.
“Why don’t you suck MY dick,” snarled Anna, pulling him back off of Jane, “Remember me Professor Nasty?”
“Miss Smith?” he said in surprise, identifying her by the familiar jut of her huge breasts against his back.
“That’s right Nasty,” she said using her free hand to set Jane free, “And if you try anything I’m gonna cum in your mouth,” she told him, ramming the pistol a little further down into his mouth to emphasize the point.
“You slut you’ll pay for this,” gargled the Professor around the gun barrel as Jane quickly got dressed.
Anna pushed the gun deeper into the Professor’s mouth ‘till the trigger was against his lip.
“You know how to deep throat don’t you Professor, I mean you taught me how to after all.”
Epilogue
Anna Nicole Smith smiled with satisfaction as she lead Professor Nasty through the jungle towards justice.
Suddenly GI Jane who was leading the group yelped with pain.
“What is it?” asked Anna with concern.
“I think I’ve just been bitten by a snake,” she gasped, stumbling back towards them.
“I’ll suck out the poison,” said Panther eagerly moving forward, his crotch already bulging with anticipation.
“Quickly!” insisted Jane, pulling down her pants and bending forward to present her tightly rounded ass to the blind man.
“And if you don’t have enough antidote Panther,” began Anna helpfully, “I’m sure we can force Professor Nasty to donate some as well.”
“That’ll be the day,” scoffed Nasty. Little did he know that he would be more than willing to help feed the buxom soldier some antidote.
- THE END -
* * * * *
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Prologue
Gadget stumbled out of the machine, stepping into a lush green forest. His head was spinning from his recent travel and he almost collapsed from the strain. Gadget sat down on a moss covered rock and took a deep breath, collecting his thoughts and letting his queasy stomach settle.
"Unnkasha! Dabula mekioth!" came a high pitched cry from several meters to his right. Gadget almost fell off his rock in surprise at the sudden commotion. He scooped up the automatic pistol he had brought with him in case of emergencies and hurried over in the direction of the noise.
"Dabula mekioth!" came another shout as Gadget peered through a gap in the dense foliage to see what was transpiring in the clearing beyond.
There was a small group of three very primitive looking fellows armed with short spears topped with sharpened stones. They were waiving these archaic weapons at a female lying prone on the ground. The sight of the woman literally took Gadget's breath away. She was wearing only a fur skirt that covered her loins and was extremely beautiful. She had long grubby looking hair that hung down over obviously large breasts, although Gadget couldn't get as good a view of her tits as he would have liked. The rest of her body was equally well formed, her face was lovely in a cave babe kind of way and her legs were long, tanned and well muscled.
Feeling uncharacteristically chivalrous Gadget yelled out his best imitation of a fierce war cry and burst into the clearing waving his gun above his head.
The men turned towards him just as Gadget squeezed off a shot from the pistol. The bang echoed deafeningly through the clearing and the men's eyes went wide.
"Get outta here!" yelled Gadget with as much ferocity as he could muster. The men hesitated a moment, but a second shot from Gadgets pistol that blew the branch of a nearby tree convinced them and they turned tail and ran, one of them even dropping his spear in fear.
Once they cleared off Gadget slowly walked over to the young woman who was balled up on the ground in fear.
"Are you okay?" he asked softly. Once closer she looked around eighteen years old and his first impression of her was confirmed. She was gorgeous.
She relaxed a little at his soft voice and turned over, looking up at him with eyes wide with fear. As she turned Gadget couldn't help but glance down at her bare breasts which were unveiled by the movement. They were big, round and high placed, not as large as Agent Hooters but still ample enough for Gadget's appreciation.
"Are you okay?" he repeated, but the cave girl showed no sign of comprehending him.
"Relika naboatu?" she stammered in a strange prehistoric language, her tone of voice suggesting to Gadget she was asking him a question of some sort.
Gadget paused a moment not sure what she was asking, then he touched his hand to his own chest, "Gadget," he said, introducing himself.
The girls brow furrowing as if she was trying hard to understand him, "Gadja," she said trying to emulate his word.
"Gadget," he repeated, touching his chest more overtly.
"Gadjaaat," the girl said, touching her own chest. Gadget licked his lips as the girl cupped her large breast in one hand.
"No," he shook his head and managed to tear his stare away from her tits. He then slowly reached out and took her hand and brought it to his own chest, "Gadget."
The girl seemed to finally understand, she touched his chest and said. "Gadget," then she brought her hand to her breast, "Aya."
Gadget swallowed nervously and then touched his chest, "Gadget," he then reached out gingerly, expecting her to attack at any moment and touched her right breast, "Aya."
The girl smiled in understanding.
"Gadget," he repeated touching his chest, he then slowly reached out again and cupped her large breast, "Aya," he said. This time he gave her bare breast a squeeze and seeing that she was not complaining he reached out with his other hand to cup her other breast.
"Aya," he said, half moaning as he squeezed her large tits in his eager hands, fondling them vigorously. He could feel the hard jut of her nipples against the center of his palm, and her tit-flesh felt wonderfully firm and resilient. Gadget groaned as he felt his dick hardening uncomfortably, his hands tightly groping and manhandling her big tits.
Gadget finally released her lovely breasts and rubbed his painfully hard dick through the crotch of his pants, this prehistoric stuff was great. Aya, trying to copy what he was doing began to rub at the animal hide skirt between her legs. Gadget reached out to stop her then a wonderful idea occurred to him. He drew her hand to his own crotch and guided it up and down so that she was rubbing his bulging erection through his pants.
"Gadjaat," she said with a happy smile that almost made Gadget laugh. He then stopped her stroking for a moment and unzipped his fly, reaching in to pull out his rock hard erection. The cave girl gasped and rocked backwards a bit in surprise. Gadget grabbed his own cock and stroked it a little, he was incredibly aroused by the whole situation and set to explode. Reaching out he again took hold of her hand and brought it to his now bare penis. He pressed his cock into her hand and made her move her hand up and down his shaft, stroking him.
"Gadget," he told her and slowly let go of her hand, to his joy she kept stroking his stiff member without prompting. He reached for her tits again, grabbing them and squeezing, "Aya."
Aya's hand was now moving rapidly up and down his cock and at the same time he pinched and tugged on her nipples. Aya was apparently getting turned on herself by the action as she reached one hand under her skirt and started stroking her cunt.
It's now or never, Gadget thought to himself as he moved around behind her and pushed her onto her hands and knees. Aya didn't fight him as he lifted her skirt and aimed the throbbing head of his cock at her pussy. With a loud grunt he rammed into her, deep and hard. Aya gasped at his entry but immediately pushed herself back against him.
"Aya!" groaned Gadget as he grabbed her by the hips and began to pump her in earnest. Gadget aggressively pounded her doggy style as the cave girl moaned and grunted in front of him.
"Gadjeet!" she moaned as Gadget suddenly stiffened and exploded inside the beautiful young cave girl, filling her with his seed.
Oh yes, thought the scientist, I'm definitely going to enjoy time travel.
Chapter One
Anna Nicole Smith entered Gadgets workshop wearing only a lacy white g-string and matching bra, covered by a white lab coat she had found in the changing room. Gadget was already busy at work, putting the finishing touches on his latest machine which Anna was assigned to help him test.
"Hello Nicole!" Gadget said with undisguised excitement as the voluptuous blonde entered. The lab coat was a little too small and Anna had been unable to get the top get buttons fastened. The coat gaped open revealing the upper swells of her ample breasts, left bare by her skimpy push-up brassiere, and a deep cleavage. The coat was also quite short, coming down to mid-thigh and displaying an generous portion of her long, shapely legs.
"What on earth is it?" Anna asked as she got her first look at Gadget's newest creation. It looked like a steel cupboard with big double doors on the front and a jumbled mass of wires on the roof. It was no bigger than a meter deep and wide and about 2 meters tall.
"A time machine!" said Gadget proudly.
"No way!" replied Anna in surprise, "Does it really work?"
"Would you like to find out Nicole?" he asked her, a slight smile on his face.
"Definitely!"
"Great," said Gadget, "Take off your lab coat and get into the machine with me and we'll take a trip back in time!"
Anna nodded enthusiastically and began unbuttoning the front of her coat. She got half way down the front and it hung slightly open, revealing her ample cleavage and lacy white bra. Anna froze as she remembered her lack of clothing.
"But I'm not wearing anything underneath the coat," said Anna, "Just panties and bra."
Gadget's gaze involuntarily dropped to the considerable portion of her bra covered breasts that showed through her open lab coat. "That will be fine Nicole."
"Okay," with that Anna finished unbuttoning the white coat and tossed it over a nearby work bench, she then stepped up to the time machine.
"It's perfectly safe, I have tested it personally," assured Gadget, as he did he urged her forward into the box with a hand on her g-string covered ass. The scientist couldn't help but give the smooth bare cheek of her bum a squeeze.
Gadget then stepped into the machine next to her, the small space meaning her ample breasts were brushing his chest as they stood face to face while he closed the door.
"Are you ready to leave Nicole?" he asked her, enjoying the feel of her bra covered tits mashing against him.
"Let's go!"
With that Gadget pushed a series of buttons on the small control panel just inside the doors and the whole machine began to shake. Anna lost her balance and fell forward into Gadget's arms and he held on tight, her soft and yielding curves pressing tight against him. The machine then started to make a loud whining noise and shake even more violently.
"Is this supposed to be happening?" Anna asked, her voice fearful.
"Perfectly normal," Gadget assured her, dropping one of the hands he had around her down to cup and squeeze her ass. Anna didn't even notice as she was so caught up in the motions of the machines as the whining noise grew in volume until it was almost deafening.
Everything went black for a moment and the machine was still and silent. Then there was a final violent shudder and the machine stopped.
"We're here," Gadget said but Anna had gone limp in his arms, having passed out from the strain of the time travel. The same thing had happened to Gadget the first few times but his body appeared to be adapting to the trauma.
He gingerly opened the door of the time machine and sunlight flooded inside. The scientist stepped out into a grassy clearing within a thickly wooded forest. He lay Anna down on her back in the grass just outside the machine and looked around for any signs of danger.
Once he was sure they were safe he crouched down beside Anna and made sure that the beautiful secret agent was breathing okay.
Gadget hesitated a moment, then gave into temptation. He reached out and cupped his hands over Anna's gigantic breasts.
"Oh boy," he breathed as he squeezed the sizeable mounds through her bra, then more than filled his hands.
Feeling bolder that Anna had still not regained consciousness Gadget reaching into the deep valley between her breasts and unfastened the catch of her bra. The lacey brassier snapped open and Anna's massive tits wobbled free, appearing even larger free of constraints.
Gadget let out a soft moan and grabbed fervently at her bare tits. He roughly squeezed the big orbs, watching the ample flesh well up between his fingers as he mauled and molded them against her chest. Gadget's fingers found her nipples and he pinched them and tugged on them, lifting her entire breasts up off her chest by the nipples and shaking the fleshy mummeries, sending them quivering and trembling enticingly.
"Mmmm," he grunted as the scientist bent over her prone form and sucked one of the hardened buds of her nipples between his lips. His hands never stopped squeezing and groping as he licked at the fleshy orbs and rubbed his face in her deep cleavage.
Gadget's cock was straining at his pants, bulging painfully hard so he unbuckled his pants and yanked out the stiff member. Without thinking about his actions Gadget straddled Anna's torso and dropped his penis into the deep valley between Anna's breasts. He took hold of a big tit in each hand, pressing them together to form a soft, pillowed sheath around his cock.
"Oh yes," he gasped as he moved her tits up and down on her chest, caressing the sides of his throbbing cock with her breasts. Gadget was in heaven as he used Anna's huge fun bags to stroke his shaft.
"Yeah baby," he breathed, starting to move his hips on her now, thrusting his shaft back and forth in her cleavage. His hands squeezed tight on her breasts as he tit-fucked her with increasing vigor, the head of his penis poking at the top of her cleavage with each thrust then vanishing back into the fleshy pillows of her tits as he drew back.
"Oh god," murmured the scientist, he could not believe he was actually fucking Agent Hooter's magnificent hooters, it was something he had dreamt about on numerous occasions. With each thrust through the slick valley his cock was getting harder and his orgasm closer. His fingers were digging deep into the firm flesh of her tits as his hips pumped faster and faster.
"Yes!" he cried out suddenly as his orgasm rocked his body. His cock spurted heavily between Anna's boobs, shooting cum up between her big tits and splashing over her neck and chin giving her a pearl necklace of sperm. Gadget moaned as he emptied his seed on Anna's tits, his hands finally relaxing their grip on her large breasts.
"Wow," he gasped as he wiped his cock on Anna's nipples, spreading the last of his cum on her. He then stood up and pushed his spent penis back into his pants.
At that moment Anna began to stir from her unconsciousness.
"Wh..what happened?" she murmured in a dazed state as she finally came around. Gadget tried to keep his gaze away from her still bare tits which were covered in his milky cum.
"We went back in time in my machine," explained Gadget, "Remember?"
"Oh yeah," she said, still not quite with it, "What time are we in?"
"The middle ages from what I can tell, medieval England," Gadget told her.
"Wow!" she murmured in wonderment, she then appeared to notice her cum stained breasts, "Wh..what happened, I'm covered in goo."
"A side effect of the time travel process," explained Gadget off handedly.
"Oh," said Anna, not really noticing that Gadget was not in the same state. She wiped off the sperm as best as she could and refastened her bra, stuffing her ample tits back inside the skimpy lace.
"So shall we take a look around?" asked Gadget, surveying the trees around them.
"Yes," nodded Anna, "I'll need to find something warmer to wear than just my underwear though."
"I'm sure something will come up," said Gadget, staring at her stiffened nipples which poked visibly against the lacey bra she wore, "You the secret agent, you lead the way. I've got a homing device on the time machine so don't worry about getting lost."
"Of course," said Anna with a smile as the two of the moved off in a random direction through the trees. Gadget walked a couple of paces behind the scantily clad blonde so he could admire the way her bare buttocks undulated as she walked, her g-string leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination.
The two travellers from the future made their way through the thickly wooded forest, ever cautious of any wild animals or signs of danger. Before long they actually came to a crude path winding its way between the trees.
"Looks like a hunters trail or something," said Gadget, looking both ways along the path to check it was deserted.
"Might as well follow it and see if we can find some signs of civilization," said Anna starting down the path.
Gadget smiled and followed the lingerie clad beauty without protest.
They had walked less than ten minutes along the path when Anna heard a twig snap off to the left, she immediately spun in the direction of the noise.
"What is it?" asked Gadget in surprise, he had obviously not picked up the sound.
Before Anna could reply half a dozen men burst onto the path brandishing vicious looking swords and knives. At that moment Gadget really wished he had remembered to bring his gun with him, but in all the excitement of seeing Anna in her underwear he had forgotten.
Anna grabbed the wrist of the closest attacker and before he could yank his hand back Anna sent him somersaulting to the dirt path. He slammed down with a hard whack and Anna immediately followed it up with a quick punch to the side of his jaw, snapping his head sideways and knocking him out. Gadget went down the next moment as a bandit rapped him on the back of the skull with the hilt of his sword and Anna was left facing five heavily armed men.
"Yield or die!" growled one of the men, he seemed a little older than the others who were mere youths in their late teens or early twenties, and Anna guess he was their leader.
"Okay I submit," said Anna after a moments hesitation sizing up her situation and realizing it was hopeless.
The men circled around her as Anna apprehensively observed them, very conscious of her lack of clothing.
"I've never laid eyes on such big bosoms," said one of the younger bandits, Anna guessed he was only about eighteen years old.
"Aye," agreed the leader, he pointed to two of his men that were behind Anna, "Hold her arms boys."
Anna tried weakly to resist but new she was better to go along with them at this stage and try to make an escape when she saw an opening. The two men held her with her arms pinned behind her back as the leader moved in from the front. He reached up and pressed his hands to her ample tits, squeezing them through her bra.
"Magnificent," he breathed as he fondled the big orbs.
"Let's see 'em!" said the boy who had first pointed them out enthusiastically.
The leader grinned and licked his lips in anticipation. He then fiddled with the catch of her bra between her breasts for a few minutes but his clumsy fingers were unable to unfasten the unfamiliar catch. As he fumbled in her cleavage one of the men behind her had obviously noticed the skimpy panties she was wearing as she felt a grubby hand squeezing her buttocks which were left bare in her lacy g-string.
"Accursed bodice," he grunt, reaching behind his back and pulling out his knife. Anna gasped as he slipped it up between her breasts and sliced through her bra. Her heavy breasts bursts free and all five men gasped in appreciation of the wonderful sight.
"They're huge!" murmured the young bandit who seemed the most vocal of the group.
"She must be a demoness," breathed the leader as he reached for the twin mountains. Anna gasped as he roughly squeezed her tits and mauled them eagerly. He then bent forward to taste her right nipple, sucking it hungrily between his lips. As he did this the outspoken young bandit to the left of Anna reached over to grab her available tit and feel it's size and firmness for himself.
"Mmm, very nice," said the leader as he came up from her breast. The boy fondling her breast continued to squeeze and grope her tit, "Lie her down, and we'll have ourselves some spoils men!"
"I ain't sticking a witch," said the bandit to the right of the leader as Anna found herself dragged to the ground.
"All the more for the rest of us then," shrugged the leader as he tugged off Anna's silky panties, the four men crowding around her.
"Nothing gonna stop me!" said the youngest bandit, both his hands now going for Anna's tits as soon as she was on the ground. He pinched and squeezed at her nipples, her entire tits shaking as he mauled them.
The susperstituous bandit decided to leave them to it, "I'll meet you lot back at camp then, and if there's a pox on yer cocks you'll get no sympathy from me!"
"I get to bugger her then," said one of the men who had grabbed her, it was the first time Anna heard him speak and he had a very high pitched voice that sounded so comical she almost laughed.
Anna struggled nervously as the men yanked off her g-string and then arranged themselves around her. She had been gang raped a couple times in the line of duty, but her assailants usually took turns or at the most two at a time. These men seems to be arranging to go all at once in various holes and orafaces and from the way they arranged themselves it appeared they weren't new to it. Anna briefly wondered what it would be like servicing all six men.



The squeaky voiced bandit positioned himself underneath Anna, she gasped in pain as he pushed the big head of his cock into her anus, almost splitting her in half. As the other men arranged themselves he moved her slowly up and down on his shaft, pushing a little deeper with each movement and his arousal increasing the lubrication. The other man who was behind her tilted Anna's head back and rubbed his cock against her lips. He then pushed hard against her, forcing his cock into her mouth. Anna gagged at the invasion but the man was unrelenting, the angle allowing him to shove his cock all the way into her throat, burying it to the hilt with his balls dangling against her nose.
The youngest bandit took his place straddling her expansive chest with his hard cock resting between her big tits. The eager young man was obviously impressed by her massive hooters so he was quick to claim that position for himself. He grabbed her big tits and pressed them together around his throbbing shaft, much as Gadget had done a short while earlier.
The leader then claimed her cunt for himself, grabbing her knees as leverage as he pushed his way deep inside her. Anna was overwhelmed by the sheer quantity of thick medieval cock filling her as the four men began to fuck all over her.
Anna gasped in pain as the cock in her ass started to thrust upwards against her, pushing deeper as the puckered hole parted for her assailant. She was unable to cry aloud at the invasion as the cock in her mouth was forced all way to the hilt, his balls bumping off her nose as his head pushed right into her throat. The sensations of her moans hummed against the man's thrusting shaft, increasing his arousal. He humped her face harder and faster as the cock up her ass pushed deeper, all the way inside her.
Straddling her chest the youngest of the bandits was having a wonderful time. Anna's huge tits were pillowed around his cock as he humped back and forth along her cleavage. He had never encountered such vast breasts and the sensations of thrusting his dick between them was incredible. The youngster was the first to cum, Anna's big tits all too much for him to hold out for long. Less than two minutes into the gangbang the young robber stiffened and burst, his cum spurting from his cock and splattering between Anna's vast breasts and over her neck and chin.
"Yesss!" he groaned, his hands clutching tight at her tits while his cock twitched and emptied his load.
"Enjoy that boy?" grunted the leader of the bandits as he saw the youngster climb off Anna's torso, her mountainous breasts left splattered with milky white cum. As he spoke the leader was busy thrusting between Anna's thighs, his big hard cock driving deep into her cunt with each rough stroke.
"Fantastic!" the boy said, stuffing his cock back into his pants with one grubby hand while he reached out and pulled on Anna's sticky nipple with his other hand.
As the bandits continued to fuck Anna's various orafaces, Gadget stirred on the ground, looking up groggily at the scene. In the excitement of the gorgeous secret agent the bandits had ignored the unconscious scientist. The bandit Anna had punched out was still unconscious. Gadget saw the young bandit standing off to the side a little while the other three were still busy raping Anna, one in her mouth, cunt and ass.
"Hurry up Gregor!" said the young bandit again, tugging on the sleeve of the man busy fucking Anna's mouth, "I want a go in her mouth after you!" The man chose that moment to orgasm, grunting loudly as he held Anna's face tight into his groin and pumped her mouth full of his seed, his cock pushed in to the hilt.
Gadget chose that moment to act, having regained his senses from the early blow. He lunged at the young boy, driving his shoulder straight into the teenagers solar plexus and slamming the air out of his lungs as he tackled him to the ground. In the process he knocked over the bandit busy cumming in Anna's mouth, splashing Anna's pretty face with sperm as he went flying.
Anna saw her opportunity, her secret agent training jumping into action as her upper body was freed by Gadget's wild dive. She leaned forward, a movement made quite awkward and painful by the dick in her ass, and smashed the heel of her palm up under the jaw of the leader of the bandits as he lunged forward, fucking her. The bandit leader didn't even see it coming and his head snapped back violently, knocking him instantly unconscious. The leader fell back, his cock slipping out of her, still erect. Beneath her the man fucking her ass immediately realized what was happened and pushed her off him, his erection ripping free as he reached for his sword.
Gadget pressed his advantage over the breathless bandit, leaning back and slamming his elbow into the side of his face, knocking him out as well.
For the second time that day Gadget was knocked out with a sword hilt to the back of his head, this time by the man who had been squirting his load into Anna's mouth when the scientist dived in to save her.
Anna staggered to her feet, a little unsteady after the ordeal of simultaneously servicing four cocks. She now faced two opponents, and although they were both armed with swords it was much better odds than she had faced before Gadget's attack.
The naked secret agent backed away, dodging a couple of wild swings from her two angry attackers. Her eyes darted left and right, trying to spot a weapon discarded by the other bandits which she might use to defend herself. She caught sight of the bandit leaders dagger next to his unconscious body. Unfortunately the two swordsmen were between her and the weapon.
"Surrender witch!" yelled the bandit who had minutes ago been sticking his cock down Anna's throat.
"And let you two pigs have your way with me? No chance!" with that Anna feinted a rush at the two men and they tensed for her attack. Instead she spun and ran backwards into the trees. The two men immediately chased her as Anna led them on a tight circle through the trees and back to the path. As she closed on the leaders body she reached down and scooped up the knife, spinning to face the men. Knife fighting was something Anna had trained in so at last she could put up a decent fight.
The bandit who seemed to like sodomy raced straight at her, thrusting towards her chest with his sword. Anna sucked in her gut and twisted sideways, letting the tip of the sword pass within inches of impaling her. She instantly struck back with her knife, slashing deep into the brigands wrist, severing the artery and sending blood squirting everywhere. The bandit immediately fell back, dropping his hand and clutching his wrist, vainly trying to stop the blood.
"That's for sticking your diseased cock where it doesn't belong!" said Anna. Without giving the final bandit a chance to react she reversed her grip on her knife and hurled it at the man. The knife tumbled through the air and plunged into the man's throat, dropping him gurgling and clutching his throat to the dirt.
Anna acted immediately, grabbing Gadget and slinging him over her shoulder then running through the forest before any of the remaining men could recover or return. She made a line straight back to the time machine, wanting to get back to the future as soon as possible, the middle ages was not a friendly time.
Chapter Two
Anna Nicole Smith sat beside the Time Machine wearing medieval clothing she had stolen off the young bandit that had been so infactuated with her tits. The pants were a little baggy, not to mention dirty, and the rough woolen top was rather tight across her expansive bosom.
"I need new parts!" called out an exasperated Gadget as he tried for the tenth time that hour to get the machine started up to take them home.
"Where in the hell are we going to get parts for your time machine here?" demanded Anna, concerned they would be stuck in the middle ages forever.
"It's not as bad as you think Nicole," said Gadget climbing down from the roof of the time machine where he had been working. "The parts we need are mechanical not electrical so we should be able to get substitute parts locally. It'll be a little dodgy, but if we can find a skilled blacksmith he should be able to make us up something. It won't be easy though."
"Well let's hope the rest of the locals aren't quite as friendly as the first lot we met," muttered Anna, referring to her recent gang rape.
"Let's head the opposite way down the path. It must lead to a town or village of some sort where we can find a blacksmith or at least someone to point us in the right direction."
"Fine," agreed Anna, getting to her feet and brushing off a few twigs and leaves that stuck to the back of her pants.
With that the two time travelers headed off down the path, hoping they would not bump into another gang of bandits with rape and robbery on their minds.
About three hours down the path, just as evening was approaching, they reached the end of the forest. Right up against the tree line was a large medieval farming village.
"This is more like it," said Gadget looking through the twilight to the collection of about thirty buildings that made up the village. There was a few torches lit and light came from a number of the houses, but by far the brightest was what looked like a tavern.
"I don't know about you, but I'm famished!" said Anna, immediately starting in the direction of the tavern.
"I could use a drink as well," agreed Gadget, following the beautiful secret agent. As they got closer they heard the loud sounds of talking and laughing as well as music and shouting.
They entered the bustling tavern which was a hive of activity. There were people dancing, drinking, eating and celebrating. For a moment the two travelers from the future stood in the doorway taking in the sight of the real life medieval tavern. Just in front of them two big burly farmers were arm wrestling while a small crowd stood clustered around their table, cheering and jeering. A buxom, brunette barmaid made her way through the tables hugging a heavy jug of ale to her bosom. As she passed the men at the tables a number of hands shot out to pinch her nicely rounded buttocks. The barmaid skillfully weaved her way through the groping hands to pour more liquor for the thirsty farmers. One of the men was even so bold as to squeeze her plump breast as she leant over him to pour his ale, his hand was absently slapped aside as she turned and moved to the next table.
In a table near the center of the room another two men were engaged in some sort of drinking contest and looked rather worse for wear. About twenty empty or half filled mugs littered there table and there was about half a dozen bottles of strong looking liquor in the middle of the table. Behind their table Gadget caught sight of a woman sitting on a man's lap, kissing at his neck while the man had the front lacings of her dress open and was busy fondling her ample tits and tugging on her nipples. The woman grabbing the back of the man's head and pulled his face down into her bosom. The man lapped hungrily at her breasts while the woman laughed with pleasure.
"Shut the door stranger and keep the night out," said a man sitting at a bar stool not far from where Gadget and Anna stood watching the strange scene before them. The man's voice snapped them out of their daze and they quickly moved inside and closed the tavern door.
"Let's get a table and soak in the surroundings for a bit," whispered Anna, experienced at undercover work and blending in (her huge chest was a little conspicuous so she often had a hard time blending in with anything). "We'll let them get used to our presence before we go asking questions about a blacksmith."
"Maybe we'll get lucky and overhear something," replied Gadget as he followed Anna through the crowds to a clear table on the far side of the common room.
As they moved through the room past the crowd gathered around the arm wrestlers one of the patrons reached out and grabbed a handful of Anna's ass, give it a satisfying squeeze. Anna yelped in surprise and was about to turn around and slap him but then remembered she was supposed to be incognito and carried on across the room.
The two of them finally made their way to the empty table, Anna getting a couple more pinches and slaps on her ass which she ignored.
As soon as they sat down the barmaid arrived that their table and poured a couple of mugs of ale for them without being asked. She gave Gadget a seductive smile and bent low to full his cup, her low cut dress displaying an almost criminal amount of cleavage. Gadget swallowed and licked his lips as his eyes were drawn to her expansive bosom, her tits bulging from the gown and threatening to spill out as she poured his drink.
"Thank you m'lady," said Gadget gallantly, trying to sound as medieval as possible.
"Anytime," she replied with a wink, turning and bending over to full the mug of a patron sitting in the next table. As she bent her lovely ass was pointed straight at Gadget, only about two feet from his face. The material of her dress stretched taut across her fantasic buttocks and she was more than a little surprised when Gadget didn't take the invitation to grope her.
Anna surveyed the room. No-one had paid any particular notice to her and Gadget so she assumed strangers weren't that uncommon in this village. Anna watched as the bare breasted whore that Gadget had seen when they first entered the room still sitting in the lap of the happy looking farmer. The whore was bent over and busy sucking on the cock of the man beside her while the farmer who's lap she was sitting on now had his hand up under her skirt and was busy feeling her up. Anna took a swallow of the bitter tasting ale they had been served and watched wide eyed as the whore openly slid her mouth up and down the man's hard shaft, not worrying who might be watching her.
"That looks like a blacksmith Nicole," said Gadget, tapping Anna on the arm and drawing her attention away from the prostitute. Gadget was pointing out a big burly man wearing a leather apron who was in the process of arm wrestling an even bigger man.
"Okay you stay here," Anna told him, "I'll go talk with this fellow and see if he'll meet with us tomorrow to organize these parts you need."
As soon as Anna stood up and started to move towards the arm wrestlers the barmaid appeared next to Gadget, filling his ale mug even though he had drank no more than a few swallows of the bitter liquid.
"Who's your friend?" asked the pretty waitress, sitting her lovely bottom down on Gadget lap and putting an arm around him, taking him by surprise.
"Ahhh, no one special," said Gadget, putting his arm around her hip to help her balance. From this new perspective he could look straight down her bodice into her deep cleavage and ample breasts. He could see the edge of one of the dark nipples that topped the mountainous orbs and ached to reach up and touch it.
"So where are you from stranger?" the barmaid asked, her voice husky, as she stroked her hand across Gadget's chest.
"Umm," Gadget stammered as the barmaid's soft hand stroked down across his belly and pressed up between his legs, cupping his groin, "I'm a scholar from France."
"Ooo!" she murmured in excitement, Gadget wasn't sure if it was the fact he said he was from France or the stirring of his loins against her hand that excited her.
Across the other side of the bar Anna was having just as much excitement. She had made her way into the small crowd of patrons that were watching the arm wrestling and fought her way near to the front of the crowd. As she watched the man she hoped was a blacksmith wrestle she felt an arm slip around her waist and pull her back.
The man who grabbed her kept his arm tight around her waist, holding her close as his other hand reached around to cup and squeeze one of her large breasts through her shirt.
"How about the two of us move somewhere private and I get to know these two mountains a little better," said the man as he mauled her tit. Anna saw that the blacksmiths had turned his head as he strained to win the contest and was watching the man grope her ample bosom roughly.
Anna reached up and tried to pull off his hand but the man was too strong and fought to keep his hand at her tit. His fingers found her nipple through the coarse wool of her shirt and pinched it roughly.
The blacksmith's opponent noticed his lack of concentration and made his move, using all his strength he suddenly pushed hard, slamming his arm down on the table. The crowd cheered at the victory and the man grabbed up the small purse of coins on the table.
At that moment Anna managed to get a hold on the thumb of her molester and twisted it painfully, forcing him to release his grip. Anna immediately stepped away from the man as he yelped in pain at his near broken finger.
"I need to talk to you," Anna said quickly to the blacksmith before she could be grabbed again.
"It had better be good," said the man, "You just cost me 10 pieces of silver."
Gadget meanwhile had become bolder from the barmaid's eager attentions. As she continued to rub her hand across his now bulging crotch the scientist had his hand inside her half open bodice and was busy squeezing her ample breast.
"I've heard that Frenchmen make good lovers," the barmaid breathed as Gadget pulled on her hard nipple. She leaned in and licked his earlobe, sending shivers of pleasure through the scientist from the future.
"We do indeed," replied Gadget, not wanting to argue as he lifted her right breast out of the top of her gown and leant over to suck hungrily on her nipple. He was not usually this much of an exhibitionist but the presence of this lusty young woman and the fact he would never see anyone here again encouraged him not to waste this opportunity.
"What time do you finish up work?" asked Gadget as he finally lifted his head up from her nipple.
The barmaid's warm hand slipped down inside the top of his pants and grasped his rock hard cock, "A few hours yet unfortunately."
Gadget gasped as she stroked his cock, his hand returned to the ample breast that was now hanging above the top of her gown.
"I need more ale wench!" yelled a man two tables away.
"Damn!" swore the barmaid, withdrawing her hand from inside Gadget's pants and putting her tits back inside the bodice of her dress.
She stood up, "I'll see you in a little while big boy," she said, leaning over and passionately kissing Gadget's mouth, her tongue hungrily seeking his. This time as she turned and darted off towards the other table Gadget reached out and pinched her departing buttocks.
"I don't even think I want to talk with you!" growled the blacksmith as he sat at a spare table with Anna.
As he stood to leave Anna got a little desperate. She remembered what had distracted him during his arm wrestling contest and unbuttoned her shirt, letting it hang open just short of displaying her ample breasts.
"Are you sure I can't convince you to hear me out?" she purred, licking her lips. The blacksmiths eyes were immediately drawn to her deep cleavage and half visible tits. He sat back down.
"What's your name?" Anna asked.
"Dunnick," replied the blacksmith, still staring at Anna's bust.
"Help yourself Dunnick," said Anna seductively, arching her back slightly and jutting her breasts out even more.
Dunnick moaned as he pulled apart the loose hanging sides of her shirt, revealing Anna Nicole Smiths massive tits. He let out another groan as he lifted his hands and cupped the massive melons, feeling their weight and firmness in his palms.
"We need you to build some very specific mechanical parts," began Anna as Dunnick stroked her big breasts then gave them a squeeze as he let out a strange whimper.



"These are the biggest bosom's I've ever seen," breathed the smith, only half listening to what Anna was saying as he fondled the abundant mounds of flesh. He massaged and mauled Anna's large tits, his fingers finding her nipples and pulling roughly on them, lifting her whole breasts by the hardened tips before letting them drop and shake back into place.
"My companion will meet with you tomorrow at your workshop, and go through the specifics of what we require," continued Anna, the smiths hands busy groping her chest.
"Fine," said Dunnick, his stare not leaving the large globes of her bosom.
"Great, see you then," said Anna, prying his groping hands from her chest and then standing and rebuttoning up her shirt. The smith was left with a hardon and a slightly confusion expression as to what had just happened. He rubbed his crotch and looked around for the barmaid.
***
A few hours and a few ales later Gadget and Anna still sat at their table. They were pleased to have set up a meeting with the blacksmith for tomorrow but still weren't sure where they would be spending the night as they didn't have any local money.
As they were discussing this the barmaid suddenly came over, dodging the groping hand of the man in the next table to perch herself on Gadget's lap.
"I'm all yours now lover-boy!" she said to Gadget, grabbing his head and kissing him hungrily.
Anna watched on in surprise, "Well looks like you've got yourself a place to sleep," she said as the barmaid stood up and pulled the scientist after her.
Gadget grinned over his shoulder as the barmaid dragged him across the tavern room to the private rooms upstairs. Anna sighed and took another swallow of her ale. Looks like she might end up sleeping on the streets tonight.
Anna then drank down the rest of both hers and Gadgets ales, then staggered to her feet. At that moment all the alcohol she had drunk kicked in and she felt the world spin beneath her.
Anna held her throbbing skull and staggered across the tavern floor, ignoring a couple of pinches her ass received on the way. She was very drunk and needed to find a place to crash as soon as possible. She glanced towards the stairway and saw Gadget disappearing up them, his hand latched onto the posterior of the buxom barmaid and a silly grin on his face. He would be of no help to her.
She made her way outside and saw a likely looking place – the stables. Anna made her way into the stables and sat herself down on a hay bale near the back of the barn.
"Who are you?" said a voice suddenly.
Anna almost fell of the hay bale as she turned to see a young stable boy standing there staring wide eyed at the voluptuous secret agent.
"My name's Anna Nicole Smith," slurred the drunk secret agent, gesturing for the stable boy to sit down beside her on the hay bale. Anna noticed the boy was carrying an almost full bottle of wine and she eyed up the teenager through blurry eyes, "How old are you kid? And what's your name?"
"I'm eighteen, and my name is Mullen" he said proudly, sitting nervously beside the busty woman.
"Can I have a swig of that stuff Mullen?" Anna asked.
"Sure," said the boy, reaching over and passing the bottle to her, as he drew his hand back he accidentally brushed her tits with that back of his hand, but she didn't say anything or even react to his touch.
"I feel funny," said Anna, drinking from the wine bottle. She then starting laughing, "The whole stable is spinning!" she cried gleefully.
Mullen reached back across to take the wine bottle. As he did so he slid his palm across Anna's chest, rubbing her large breasts. Anna didn't even blink an eye in protest as the stable boy copped a cheap feel. He took the wine, drank some himself then handed it back to her. This time as he drew his hand back he cupped and squeezed one of Anna's big tits. The teenager moaned softly as Anna let him feel her up, squeezing her immense boob eagerly.
As Anna took yet another gulp of wine, Mullen slipped his groping hand inside the top of Anna's shirt and grabbed her other breast. He squeezed the bare mound roughly and pinched her hard nipple. His sudden hard pinch on her nipple startled Anna and the wine bottle slipped from her mouth, spilling wine all over her chest.
"I'm all wet!" complained Anna as Mullen's hand drew back out of her shirt.
"That's okay, I'll fix it!" said Mullen at once. He pulled off the wet shirt she was wearing and pushed her back so that she was lying on the hay bale. He then bent over and licked her right nipple which was wet with wine.
"That feels funny!" giggled Anna as the stable boy sucked her nipple into his mouth. Mullen mumbled a reply as he licked across the deep valley of her tits to her other nipple which he hungrily sucked on as he had with the other. His hands were all over her tits, squeezing and groping as he licked and sucked.
Suddenly he heard Anna coughing and choking. He looked up from her massive tits to see that she had tried to drink more wine while lying down. Mullen quickly pulled her upright, a little disappointed at having to stop suckling at her breasts. Anna coughed and regained her breath.
"Are you okay?" Mullen asked with concern.
"I'm happy!" she said and started giggling again.
Mullen smiled and took her hand in his, pressing it to the hard bulge at his crotch. He moan softly at the feel of her hand and grinded himself against her, his cock hard as a rock.
Then, suddenly, the topless babe keeled over and fell off the hay bale. Mullen frowned in concern and checked she was okay, only to find her sleeping contently, having passed out from all the wine and ale she had consumed.
"Damn!" he swore, he had gotten so close. Mullen eyed the sleeping beauty, her bare bosom rising and falling as she snored.
"I'm not gonna get this chance again," said Mullen suddenly. He yanked off Anna's pants and spread her thighs, fumbling with his own trousers to free his hard cock. Not mucking around the stable boy thrust deep into the sleeping woman's cunt, letting out a low groan of pleasure at finally burying his dick.
Mullen began to hump against her, his rock hard as a rock and he sawed it back and forth in her pussy, both his hands rising to molest her tits as he fucked her. Unexpectedly Anna's eyes suddenly popped open. Mullen froze and went white with shock, he was in real trouble now! But Anna didn't seem to mind awakening with his cock stuck in her. In fact she instinctively wrapped her arms and legs around him, drawing him in deeper and bucking back against his cock. It was all Mullen could stand, he buried his face in her bosom and exploded, his cock pumping cum into Anna's snatch as she hugged him tight.
"Oh that was fantastic!" breathed Mullen when he was finally spent and rolled off the buxom blonde.
The sound of Anna's snoring was the only reply.
To Be Continued...
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this continues from the first Part of the story...
Anna Nicole Smith awoke with a pounding headache to find herself naked with the young stable boy cuddling up behind her, his groin pressed to her posterior and one of his hands absently cupping her right tit. Her gut was queasy and her head killing her, but she carefully slipped out of the teenagers embrace without waking him and got to her feet.
"What in the hell did I do last night?" she muttered quietly as she looked down at the sleeping lad.
Anna gave a sigh, then quickly got dressed and stepped out into the painful sunlight.
"Nicole!" said a familiar voice.
Anna turned to see Gadget walking up to her.
"Hi Gadget," Anna replied quietly, her hangover kicking in even worse.
"So where's this blacksmith?" Gadget asked.
Anna walked over to the horse's water trough and splashed water over her face. It helped but she still felt awful.
"Follow me."
The two travelers from the future made their way through the medieval village to the sounds of a hammer beating against steel. They arrived at the blacksmiths small shop and went straight inside.
"Ahh, it is my large breasted friend from last night," said Dunnick with a big grin as Anna and Gadget entered his shop, "I did not think you were going to show."
"Well we made it," said Anna, "Now I'll leave Gadget here with you to explain what we require."
Anna left the two men to discuss the construction of the many parts they required to get the time machine back up and running. The busty blonde wandered slowly through town, taking in the mid morning sights of people hard at work tending shops and farmlands. It was quite a sight as she was reminded that she was in middle ages, hundreds of years before she was even born.
Suddenly her peaceful sauntering was interrupted as she was almost run down by six armored knights on huge warhorses that thundered into the village.
"You there!" one of the steel covered knights yelled at her as he slowed his horse, "What is your name woman?" he demanded.
"Anna," she stammered in surprise, not expecting to be addressed by the soldiers.
"The Princess Xena has been kidnapped," the warrior told her, "We have tracked her captors to this village, have you seen anything strange?"
"Ahh..no," Anna shook her head.
The knight didn't reply, he immediately spurred his horse back to a gallop and rode after his companions, hot on the trail of the missing Princess.
"It has to be those bandits that attacked me," murmured Anna to herself as she remembered the assault, "We have to save Xena!"
With that Anna spun and ran back towards the smithy, her ample breasts jiggling inside her shirt as she ran, unrestrained by a bra.
Gadget and Dunnick had been at it only about half an hour when Anna returned and they were still deep into their plans as the blonde woman burst into the shop.
"We have to save Xena!" said Anna at once.
"Who?" asked Gadget looking rather confused.
"A princess has been kidnapped and I'm sure it was those bandits that attacked us back in the forest, we have to go and save her."
"Umm," Gadget frowned, "We've got some other rather urgent business here."
"We can leave Dunnick to it while we rescue the princess, do you know what's required?" Anna asked, turning to the smith.
"Aye, I do," confirmed the big man.
"It's settled then, let's get going!" Anna said impatiently.
Gadget shrugged and was about to reply when Dunnick cut him off, "Just hold it right there," said the smith, "Before I get started on this I want payment."
"Can't we pay once it's done?" asked Anna.
"No way this is too big a job," said Dunnick adamantly.
"How much?" asked Gadget.
"Four hundered silver pieces."
"We don't have any silver," said Anna in dismay, "Won't you accept anything else."
The blacksmith hesitated a moment. He remembered the way Anna had let him play with her tits the previous night and his cock stirred slightly. "I'll tell you what. If you let me bugger you I'll make all the stuff you need."
Anna froze as she considered selling her body to get them back to the future. She didn't really have much of a choice, "Okay it's a deal."
Dunnick smiled and rubbed his hands together, "Great, get your clothes off woman!" he said.
"Now?" Anna asked in surprise, she hadn't expected that either.
"Payment up front or no deal," Dunnick said firmly, "This is a big job."
Anna sighed, she didn't really have time for this and in fact she was hoping to avoid it and figure a way out of it without resorting to letting the smith have his way with her.
"How about I suck your penis now as a down payment and then let you fuck me up the rear once the job is complete?" offered Anna, she fully intended on finding another way to pay him off later, but had to do something to get him to start working on the parts.
"Agreed," Dunnick said, opening the front of his trousers and pulling out his hard cock. "Now get over here and make good on that promise."
Anna suppressed a sigh as she resigned herself and walked over to the big smith, dropping to her knees in front of him. As she took hold of his cock in her soft hands and began to stroke it's length she got a whiff of stale urine and sperm, one downside of the middle ages had to be a lack of personal hygiene. But then again Anna had sucked Jimbo Bond's cock a few occasions and he wasn't a lot better.
The buxom secret agent leaned forward and licked the tip of Dunnicks cock, tasting his precum and sending a tremor of pleasure through the blacksmith.
"Suck on it," ordered Dunnick, reaching down and stroking her cheek. Anna immediately complied, leaning in and taking the head of his cock between her lips and into her warm mouth. The big metalworker groaned loudly, a big smile on his face as Anna's cheeks hollowed and she started to suck hard on his dick.
Anna started to bob her head up and down on his hardness and the big man's hips began to thrust back slightly, pushing his cock deeper into her mouth with each movement. Anna moaned encouragingly around his shaft as the smith grabbed her hair and began to fuck her face, thrusting his cock deep into her, his balls banging into her chin with each thrust as he buried himself to the hilt in her mouth.
Gadget, kind of gobsmacked by the whole encounter felt himself harden as he watched the blacksmith fuck Anna's mouth, the secret agent sucking hard on his grubby dick. The scientist couldn't help but rub his hardening cock through his pants, remember the way that barmaids lips had felt wrapped around his penis the night before.
"Oh yes, that's it!" grunted Dunnick, both his hands holding Anna's head and pulling her into his groin as he timed his thrusts against her face, her nose pushing into his belly each time she was pulled down on him. Dunnick felt his cum churning up in his cock and bucked against her face with even more vigor, ruthlessly using her to sate his lusts.
With a wild yell the big smith exploded forcefully down Anna's throat, pumping his cum straight into her as he held her clutched against his loins, his cock buried in her mouth. Gadget watched Anna swallowing fervently to avoid choking on the mass of sperm that spewed from the blacksmith's penis. Dunnicks buttocks clenched as he emptied himself into the beautiful secret agents throat again and again, each time twitching his hips and thrusting slightly into her submissive mouth.
"That's the first payment covered," breathed Dunnick as he finally drew back out of Anna's mouth, his softening cock glistening with saliva and sperm. He wiped the head across Anna's cheek then stuffed it back in his pants. "You two can now go and save that princess."
"Thank you," said Anna, swallowing the remnants of sperm in her mouth as she stood up.
"I look forward to collecting the final payment," Dunnick said, slapping Anna's ass as the two travelers from the future left his shop.
***
Anna and Gadget made their way quickly out of town and headed straight back into the forest, doing their best to remember where it was the bandit's had attacked them.
With the help of Gadgets homing device they made their way back to the time machine and then headed along the path to the scene of their previous assault. Unsurprisingly the bodies of the two men Anna had killed in self defence had been removed.
It had only been a day since their attack so Anna checked the surrounding area for any trails that may lead them to the bandit's hideout where she hoped to find Princess Xena. Anna was by no means an expert tracker but she had no trouble following the crushed foliage and trail of blood that led off through the trees, no doubt caused by the bandits dragging their dead companions corpses away.
It took a few hours and they had to double back on more than one occasion when Anna lost the trail, but before long they found the bandit's hideout.
It was in a clearing deep within the forest, and the hideout was actually a huge wooden cabin, almost like a mansion. It was two stories high, quite big and there was also a smaller building on each side of the main complex. Anna only spotted a handful of actual sentries, but the bandits wandered around quite frequently so it would be tough sneaking in and locating where Xena was being kept.
Anna considered trying to go in undercover, but from what she could see there were no other females. No wonder the bandits were so horny when they attacked her and forced themselves on her.
"What's the plan?" asked Gadget, interrupting Anna's thoughts.
Anna thought for a moment more, "We wait 'till dark, hopefully that will mean less wanderers. Then we go in from the back. I'll distract the sentry there and you take him out from behind while I have his attention. Then we sneak in and head for the top floor, that's the most likely place they'll have the Princess."
Gadget nodded, a big grin of enthusiasm on his face, "This is so exciting Nicole! I can't believe we're in the middle ages and we're about to rescue a real princess!"
"Keep your pants on big boy," replied Anna dryly, "It's not going to be easy."
The two of them sat back and rested, spending the rest of the day watching the house in case any of the bandits wandered their way or if they caught sight of Princess Xena. It was pretty dull actually. One group of bandits went out during the afternoon and came back, but other than that nothing much really happened of note.
"Okay, it's dark enough," said Anna at last, "Let's do this."
Gadget nodded in agreement and the two of them made their way around the back and closer to the house. When they were within about a hundred feet they noticed the guard posted on duty.
"He looks very familiar," murmured Gadget.
"He does indeed," agreed Anna, the guard was in fact the youngest of the bandits that had attacked Anna and Gadget when they first arrived. He was the one that had taken great pleasure in titfucking Anna.
I know just how to get this boy's attention, Anna thought to herself as she and Gadget snuck down through the trees towards the house. Gadget had armed himself with a heavy branch to take out the guard once Anna had distracted him.
The busty secret agent took a deep breath to ready herself and undid the top few buttons of her shirt, pulling the neckline wide to show as much cleavage as possible (which was a considerable amount).
Once she got within 20 feet the young bandit challenged her, "Who goes there?"
"Just me big boy," Anna said, her voice as husky and sexy as she could make it.
The teenager squinted through the dusk as Anna approached. When he got a better look at her and saw she was female, and an attractive one at that his eyes went wide.
"Cold night for guard duty," said Anna once she was right up to him, she reached out and softly stroked his cheek with her hand, "Perhaps I can warm you up a little."
The boy swallowed as Anna pressed her curvaceous body up close to his and dropped a hand to cup and squeeze his crotch. She moaned softly as she felt his cock stir in her hand.
"Wait a minute," breathed the boy, his voice cracking a little as Anna reached up and unfastened another button on her shirt, her ample tits pressing against the open fabric and threatening to pop free at any moment. "Don't I know you?"
"Maybe in your dreams," whispered Anna into his ear, her tongue flicking out and licking the tip of his earlobe. She then leaned back a little and unbuttoned more of her shirt, displaying even more deep cleavage. With the guards eyes locked onto her bosom she glanced around to see if Gadget was closing in, but the damned scientist had not yet moved up.
"Oh mama," gasped the boy, both his hands reaching up and grabbing at Anna's vast tits, squeezing them through the open shirt. He groaned as he gave the massive orbs a second squeeze, then yanked open her shirt, popping off the last few buttons as he unveiled her enormous breasts.
The bandit slid his groping hands all over Anna's wonderful tits. His fingers tightly pinched on Anna's nipples, pulling down on her tits then releasing the hardened nubs and letting her breasts jiggle back into place. Anna looked past him to see Gadget creeping up on the distracted guard at last. She moaned huskily and arched her back, jutting her ample tits out even further into the young bandits hands. The teenager squeezed down hard on the massive melons, enjoying the sight of her tit flesh welling up between his fingers and he pushed the two summary mounds together.
At that moment Gadget struck, swinging the log in a wide arc and cracking it onto the back of the guards head. The boy instantly collapsed to the ground, knocked clean out.
Anna breathed a sigh of relief and closed up the front of her shirt, covering her bosoms. She then stepped past his unconscious body and tried the front door.
"Shit! It's locked!" she swore.
"Allow me," offered Gadget, pulling a brown leather wallet from his pocket. He opened it and selected a thin sliver of metal. Crouching down in front of the door he went to work on the lock, the primitive mechanism proving very easy. While he opened the door Anna dragged the unconscious bandit into the bushes to hide him from any wanderers that might happen by and spot their intrusion.
Gadget was rewarded with a satisfying click.
"Good work," said Anna, pulling open the door. The two time travelers slipped into the bandits base, relieved to find no nasty surprises awaiting them on the other side. They moved quickly down the entry hallway and through the door at the far end.
Inside were two of the bandits sharing a drink at a small table. Gadget froze in surprise, but Agent Hooters acted immediately. The bandit closest to her was leaning back on the two rear legs of his chair with his feet up on the table. Anna kicked out the back of the chair, sending him sprawling over backwards as she quickly covered the ground to the second bandit. He swung a wild punch at her but she was too fast. Anna easily blocked the man's attack and jabbed out with a quick uppercut, snapping his head back and dropping him like a rock. She shuffled a step backwards towards the first bandit who was halfway back to his feet. Spinning on her heel she snapped out her foot and cracked it into his stomach, knocking the wind out of his lungs. A rapid double punch combo knocked him out as well.
"Wow," gasped Gadget as he watched Anna take out the two men with skilled efficiency. They were moving on through the room towards the stairs before he could say anything more.
The stairway walls were covered with various weapons, ornate swords crossed over shield, shining axes and all manner of other display weapons marked their way up. At the very top of the stairs there was even a mounted suit of platemail armour. Gadget almost thought it was another bandit at first, but fortunately the suit was empty.
"So where do you think they're keeping the Princess?" asked Gadget in a low whisper.
Anna shrugged, "Let's start at the end of the hall and try all the doors."
The first room they opened was an empty storage room that appeared to hold the bandits food and drink supplies but was otherwise unoccupied. Then it seemed that luck might be on their side as the next door was barred from the outside.
"This has to be it," said Anna.
"Either that or they're keeping a very nasty surprise in there," suggested Gadget pessimistically.
"Only one way to find out," with that Anna lifted the bar and opened the door. Inside they were delighted a relieved to see a woman chained to the wall.
"Princess Xena?" asked Anna tentatively.
"Who are you?" the princess replied warily. The princess was a gorgeous brunette with sparkling blue eyes, high cheekbones and full lips that seemed to be begging to suck a cock. She was wearing a short leather skirt and halter top that displayed her amply curved body to full effect. Her breasts were much smaller than Anna's although still full and voluptuous, Gadget would estimate about a C cup.
"We're here to save you!" said Gadget dramatically, stepping in front of Anna and rushing forward to free the princess. Anna frowned a little as the scientist hurried ahead to take the glory, she had done all the work after all.
Gadget unlocked Xena's chains with his lockpicks and the grateful Princess threw herself into his arms, her lush curves pressing against his body as she passionately kissed him.
"My hero!" she gushed, kissing him even harder, this time her tongue slipping into his mouth and eagerly seeking his. Gadget boldly dropped a hand to grab her firm asscheek, giving it a squeeze through her leather skirt as they kissed.
"Come on!" said Anna urgently, "We've gotta get out of here before the bandits see us."
Anna led the way as the three of them hurried back towards the staircase, hoping that none of the guards they had taken out had sounded the alarm yet. As they reached the top of the stairs Anna looked down into the face of the leader of the bandits, the one who had initiated the assault on her when they had first arrived and the one who had fucked her cunt in the gangbang.
"Shit!" swore Anna as the bandit drew his sword and advanced up the stairs towards the three of them. Anna instinctively reached out and yanked a display sword from the wall, I hope this thing is sharp, she thought to herself as she descended to face the bandit leader.
As soon as she was within a few meters of the bandit leader he lunged forward, aiming to cut Anna's feet from under her, she jumped backwards in a nick of time, splinters flying as the bandits sword cut deep into the stair just in front of her.
Anna immediately retaliated with an overhead swing aiming to cleave her opponent in half, the bandit easily deflected the blow, putting Anna off balance. He grabbed her wrist and yanked, aiming to pull her off her feet to deliver the killing blow. Unfortunately for him Anna fell forward and slammed into him and both of them tumbled down the stairs in a heap.
Gadget grabbed Xena and pulled her close to protect her from any potential attackers as the battle raged in front of them.
Anna and the bandit leader landed heavily at the bottom of the stairs and rolled apart, each of them recovering their weapons to face off again. Anna was first to her feet and lunged at the bandit with the tip of her sword. He barely turned the thrust aside in time and retreated several paces. Pressing her advantage Anna unleashed a flurry of wild swings and thrusts, pushing her opponent backwards as he struggled to block the onslaught and defend himself.
Anna was distracted from delivering the killing blow as a bandit burst into the room from a door on the left. Anna turned and blocked the man's attack and ran him through before he could swing a second attack. Anna spun back to face the bandit leader who had now regained his wits and pressed the attack back against her. She skillfully turned aside his blow and reposted, slashing the tip of her sword across his collarbone. Not going deep but enough of a blow so that he would feel it.



"Bitch!" spat the bandit, "I'm gonna enjoy raping you again, you've got a tight cunt you whore!"
The man swung his blade at Anna's throat, she dropped to her knee's, easily going under the high swing, "Rape this!" she yelled, slicing her sword up between his legs and ending his days of lechery.
Hurrying back to the staircase she found Gadget and Xena in each others arms, kissing passionately. The scientist had pulled down the leather cup of Xena's bodice and was squeezing her unveiled breast hungrily as the two of them sucked on each others tongues.
Anna cleared her throat noisily and they broke off their embrace. Xena pushed her uncovered tit back into her halter and blushed a little.
"Let's get the fuck outta here," suggested Anna.
Chapter Four
Anna Nicole Smith made her way to the blacksmiths shop back at the village. She and Gadget had returned Princess Xena to the castle and been richly rewarded with an obscene amount of silver coins. Anna now carried a full pouch of coins which she planned to use to pay the blacksmith for the time machine parts they needed. She had left Gadget at the castle while she went to finish up this last piece of business before they left. It seemed that the scientist had got quite attached to the beautiful princess and was saying goodbye to her.
"All finished!" announced Dunnick proudly when he looked up from his work to see Anna entering the smithy. She had used some of the reward money to buy new clothing and was now dressed in a beautiful medieval dress. It was a low cut gown that displayed a bulging mass of cleavage which had drawn numerous stares as she had walked through the village.
"Wonderful," said Anna, looking at the array of odd parts the smith had lain out on his workbench.
"Right lift up your skirts and bent over, let's get on with it," said Dunnick as she began to untie the drawstring on his trousers. He walked towards Anna with a lecherous expression, eagerly licking his lips as he anticipated what was to come.
"Wait!" said Anna, holding up her hand to halt the smith. Dunnick stopped coming forward and his pants fell around his knees, his semi erect cock dangling ready between his legs.
"What's the problem?" he asked.
"You'll be pleased to know I have the four hundred silver you wanted," said Anna, "We don't have to resort to our previous barbaric payment method."
Dunnick frowned, his cock twitching eagerly between his legs as he eyed up the wonderfully curvy body of the beautiful woman, "No."
"What do you mean know?" stammered Anna, she hadn't been prepared for this.
"A deals a deal," said Dunnick firmly, stepped out of his pants and moving forward.
"But I have the money," protested Anna helplessly as Dunnick pulled her to him and began to unlace the front of her bodice.
"If you want the parts you'll have to bend over for me," Dunnick said, yanking open the front of Anna's dress and reaching inside to grab and squeeze her tits.
"Fine," snapped Anna in reply as she relented and allowed Dunnick to feel her up. The burly smith pulled on her nipples then bent to greedily gobble on one of her big breasts.
"Lovely," he murmured, biting gently on a hard nipple.
"Let's get this over with," sighed Anna, untangling herself from Dunnick's grasp and turned to bend herself over the workbench beside her.
Dunnick grunted in agreement and lifted up the back of her dress, unveiling her long legs and the firm globes of her lovely buttocks. The smith squeezed her ass and slipped his hand up between her legs, rubbing her pussy.
"Lovely," he said again. He spat on his hand a few times and lubed up Anna's asshole and then his now fully erect cock, "Are you ready for me?"
"Yes," even as the reply was half way past Anna's lips the big smith rammed his cock into Anna's ass, sliding deep and letting out a rough grunt.
"Oh Lord you're tight," groaned Dunnick as he slowly humped against her, his dick was only half way up her ass as her rectum started to loosen off he thrust deeper with each pump of his hips. Anna moaned at the pain of his entry, but once he got his rhythm she started to push back against him, half because she wanted to get him off quick, but also because the sensations of the strong smith thrusting against her was pleasurable.
"Oh fuck," gasped Anna as his thick cock pushed all the way into her rear, his balls slapping against her pussy. Dunnick grunted and reached around to seize and play with the big tit that swung out the top of Anna's breast. Clamping his hand down on the massive orb he used it as an anchor and started to buck up against her.
"Ahhh," moaned Dunnick, pumping faster against her tight hole, slapping her buttocks with one hand and squeezing her big tits with the other, "I think I'm cumming!"
He pulled out of her asshole and moved quickly around the other side of the bench, holding his trembling erection.
"Open up!" he ordered. As soon as Anna did he thrust his cock into her mouth, ramming it right into the back of her throat, burying himself to the hilt. Anna barely had time to gag at the taste of her own ass on his dick before he started cumming and it was all she could do to swallow his load to avoid choking.
Dunnick groaned and held her head to his groin, his hips twitching as he filled Anna's mouth.
"Yesss!" yelled Dunnick as his climax hit. Anna swallowed desperately till Dunnick spilled his load. The big smith finally stopped cumming and pulled out of the blonde beauty's mouth. He breathed heavily as he rubbed his dick over Anna's face, smearing his excess cum over her cheeks and forehead.
"You've earned those parts," he said at last.
Anna straightened up, her ass still a little tender from the big smiths anal assault.
***
Gadget lay comfortable on the plush bed in Princess Xena's bedroom as the gorgeous royal laid at his feet. She held his hard cock in both her soft hands and was bobbing over the head of it, sucking it like a lollipop. The scientist smiled and put his hands behind his head, this was the closest thing to heaven he could imagine.
"Oh I love sucking your cock my hero," breathed Xena as her tongue lapped at his balls, sucking them one by one into her mouth where she cradled them on her tongue. Xena then slowly licked her tongue along the underside of his shaft, working her lips all the way to the tip where she lapped up the hint of precum that leaked from the end.
"You're very good at it," replied Gadget, smiling down at her. Xena grinned back wickedly then sucked the whole head of his penis into her mouth, sucking heavily. She worked the noose of her lips down his shaft, taking more and more of his cock inside her mouth. Gadget moaned as her hot mount enveloped him and he felt the head of his cock pressing to the back of her mouth. He grunted as she sucked heavily and he pumped his hips up off the bed a little, pushing more of his dick into her.
Just then Anna entered the room.
"We've got to get going Gadget!" said Anna, exasperated to see Xena performing oral sex on the scientist while she had been busy earning the parts for their time machine.
"In a few more minutes Nicole," said Gadget, holding up his hand. Xena didn't look up from his cock, her head bobbing over his lap.
"No, now!" insisted Anna, she wanted to leave this place and time as soon as possible.
"But…" Gadget gestured wordlessly to the gorgeous Princess giving him head.
Anna sighed, "Look I'll finish you off when we get back to the future. Let's just get out of here now!"
"Deal!"
Epilogue
Anna Nicole Smith and Gadget stepped gingerly out of the time machine into what appeared to be Gadgets lab.
"Are we back?" asked Agent Hooters warily.
Gadget hesitated a moment, looking around him, "Yes I do believe we are."
"Thank God," said Anna, relieved, "What an adventure!"
"I can't believe the machine works so well," said Gadget excitedly.
At that moment the Chief entered the lab, "What machine?"
"Oh, just a project I'm working on," said Gadget, "Nothing special."
The Chief nodded sternly, "Agent Hooters I need to see you in my office. A new mission has come up."
"Right away sir," said Anna as the Chief turned and left. Anna went to follow him but Gadget called her back. "What is it Gadget?"
The scientist unzipped his fly, "I believe you owe me a blow job."
Anna sighed and dropped to her knees, taking his cock into her mouth, "I do indeed," she mumbled around his hard shaft.
THE END
* * * * *
Thanks for reading the latest Agent Hooters adventure, I hope you enjoyed it and look forward to hearing what you thought of this one. I've got a few more Agent Hooters projects in the works including the elusive Agent Hooters v Porno Man and another interactive adventure – Fugitive Hooters.
I also want your help on the next story. I want you to email your ideas for scenes in the next one. Have you ever wanted to fuck Agent Hooters? Tit-fuck her? Have her suck you off? Whatever kinky desire you have for Anna Nicole Smith I want you to send it to me. Be sure to send as detailed a description as you want, perhaps even include the location (a hand job in the back seat of your mother's car perhaps?). Whatever it is let me know. Also include your name (or the name of your character) and a description of yourself and I'll put you in the next story! Remember it could be you screwing the busty secret agent in the opening scene of my next adventure!
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Hi, my name is George Tasker and I'm the author of the Agent Hooters adventures you'll find on this site. If you haven't read any of them, they're a kind of parody putting Anna Nicole Smith in the role of a sexy secret agent. What you're about to read is a 100% true recount of an adventure that happened in real life to me less than a week ago.
Well, there I was, sitting at my computer and as usual heading straight to www.literotica.com to check out my email. You see, I'd just submitted 'Back To Secret Agent School' a few days earlier (if you haven't checked it out please do, it's a cool interactive Agent Hooters adventure), and was getting a lot of great feedback from the readers on it.
I happily scanned through the first couple of email, both were very positive, then I came to a rather surprising and unusual message:
This message contains feedback for: GeorgeTasker
About the submission: Back To Secret Agent School
This feedback was sent by: annanicolesmith2001@hotmail.com
Comments:
Hi George..... What an incredibly wonderful way to present a story!! I loved it...Soooo much time invested!
Thankyou!
Anna Nicole Smith
P.S. And yes, I have read and enjoyed your other Agent Hooters stories...Very cute…I'm extremely flattered
*DO NOT hit the REPLY button to respond to this email.*
Hmmm, I frowned at the screen and reread the message.
"Anna Nicole Smith?" I said aloud. Someone was obviously messing with me. I quickly shot back an email:
I know you're not the real Anna Nicole Smith but thanks for the compliments anyway.
To my surprise a reply came back in less than a minute, whoever was at the other end must have been logged in as well.
I AM THE REAL ANNA NICOLE SMITH. And I'm as big a fan of you as you obviously are of me.
Well I had to give it to them that they were persistent.
Prove it.
I replied then waited patiently for the response. This one took longer as the person must have hesitated. I was just about to give up when another mail popped into my inbox.
Okay, I'll meet you. Then you can see for yourself. Where do you live?
"Meet me?" I murmured aloud in surprise. Whoever it was didn't want to back down. Could it really be her? And did she really like my stories?
New Zealand
I sent the email back, this was the clincher, I was on the other side of the world from Anna Nicole Smith. I was very curious to see how the fraudulent Anna would respond to this. Surprisingly the reply came back very quickly.
Okay then George. A plane ticket will be waiting in your name at the Auckland airport to fly you to Texas. My driver will meet you at Houston airport. I'm looking forward to it.
See you there
Anna.
I froze at my keyboard, they were serious. Could it be Anna Nicole Smith? This time it was my turn to hesitate in replying. Perhaps it was a psycho stalker. Perhaps it was a joke, but what would it hurt to go to the airport and check? And if it was really Anna how could I turn down this opportunity to meet her in person? I couldn't.
OK
And then that was it, no more emails. I leaned back in my chair, my thoughts racing, this was incredible. Then I noticed that I had a hardon. And I hadn't even read any of the new Literotica stories yet. The mere thought of meeting Anna Nicole Smith had got me rock hard.
"Holy shit…" I breathed. I logged out and switched off my computer then went into the lounge to my video collection. I pulled out the Skyscraper movie which featured Anna Nicole Smith and had been the inspiration for my Agent Hooters stories. I fast forwarded to the scene where the bad guy bends Anna over a desk and plays with her big tits. As the movie started to play I pulled out my hard cock and stroked it. About ten seconds later I exploded, before the scene had even finished. My cum spurting from the end of my cock and splattering over the television screen.
Damn, the idea of meeting Anna Nicole Smith and seeing her big tits in person had got me horny!
I cleaned off the screen and went to bed. My thoughts were racing as I thought of meeting Anna. I didn't get a lot of sleep that night, but when I was sleeping I had fantastic dreams!
***
The next morning I got up early and phoned the airport.
"Hello, my name is George Tasker and I was just checking if I had a ticket waiting for me to fly to Texas?" I tentatively asked the girl at the other end of the phone line.
She paused a moment and I heard her fingers tapping on a keyboard, "We sure do Mr Tasker, your flight is in 2 hours so we need you to check in within the next 45 minutes."
"Thank you," I said softly, hanging up the phone. I still wasn't sure if I believed it all.
"Holy fuck!" was all I could say.
Despite my trepidation I packed my stuff together quickly and called a cab to the airport. Once I was there I picked up my tickets and the check in booth. The woman who I spoke to on the phone was there and she was quite a looker, with a nice looking rack under her blouse. Normally I would have flirted but I had too much on my mind. I double checked the tickets and they were all correct. It was the real thing!
The flight to Texas was the longest few hours of my life. They ran a connecting flight via Los Angeles and by the time I go there I was exhausted and jet lagged.
I made my way through customs and had to smile when I was asked if my trip was for business or pleasure. I definently said pleasure.
My next surprise was waiting for my at the Houston airport. A tall black man dressed in an expensive looking black suit was holding a sign that read 'Tasker'.
"Hello?" I questioned uncertainly.
"Mr Tasker?" the man queried back.
"Yes I'm George Tasker," I said, reaching out and shaking his hand.
"My name is Miles, I am Miss Smith's driver and I'm here to pick you up," he said.
"Okay, great," I replied as he helped me with my luggage and we made our way to the front of the airport where he loaded my gear up into a stretch limo. Either this guy was a psycho who had put together a very expensive and elaborate trap for me or I was really on my way to meet Anna Nicole Smith. At this stage I was more than willing to take the risk.
I got into the back of the limosine and was driven through Houston. It was a kind of dream-like, surreal journey where my mind was still trying to grasp the concept that I was about to meet the woman who has stalked my fantasies and wet dreams for years.
It took about two hours to get through the busy Texas streets, then out onto the open road for another hour before we finally reached Anna's ranch.
Miles stopped the car and got out with the intention of opening my door for me, but I was already out. He smiled tolerantly and then grabbed my bag from the back of the car.
"This way please Mr Tasker," he said, leading the way up the stairs to the massive oak front doors of the house. Miles pressed a buzzer on the side of the door and within about ten seconds a well dressed butler opened the door.
"Good afternoon Mr Tasker, my name is Geoffrey and I am Miss Smith's butler," he said.
"Pleased to meet you Geoffrey," I said, anxious to meet the lady of the house.
"Miles, would you put Mr Tasker's bags in the guest room please," he said to the chauffeur before turning back to you, "Miss Smith is waiting for you in the den, just through those doors," he said to me, pointing to the doors to the left.
I took a deep breath to prepare myself, the moment had finally arrived. Then with my stomach doing somersaults I walked up to the double doors to the den, pulled them open and entered. I was about to meet Anna Nicole Smith.
She didn't disappoint.
Anna was sitting on a plush couch looking more gorgeous than she had in any of her movies or photographs. Her blonde hair looked silky and luxurious and framed her perfect face that was made up with bright red lipstick, accentuating her full, pouty lips. She wore a casual outfit comprising of a tight pair of jeans and an even tighter t-shirt. The t-shirt was a 'Hooters' one much to my delight and stretched taut across her expansive bosom. In person her breasts looked even bigger than I could possible imagine. They were high placed and well rounded from what I could tell, and my cock stirred at the mere sight of the ample mammeries.
"George?" she questioned, standing up.
"That's me," I said, my voice almost cracking with nerves.
"Wonderful to finally meet you in person," Anna said warmly, coming across the den to greet me with a hug and a kiss on the cheek. I almost let out a moan as I felt her generously curved body press against mine, her big tits crushing against my chest. It was probably my imagination but I was sure that I could feel her nipples discernibly poking into my chest as well.
"I can't believe it's really you," I stammered as Anna took me by the hand and led me over to the couch where we sat side by side. As I mumbled a few more inane things she poured us both glasses of red wine and sat back on the couch.
I paused a moment to once again take in the view of the gorgeous blonde. She was in great shape, looking very trim and toned compared to a few of the more uncomplimentary paparazzi photo's I'd seen in gossip magazines. But unsurprisingly her most striking feature was her ample bust. It stretched against the Hooters t-shirt she wore and I could even make out the texture of her lacy bra she wore beneath.
Anna chuckled, "Well you can be sure it is me," she said with a warm smile, not that I saw the smile of course, I was far to busy staring at the way her ample bust filled her t-shirt so nicely. Her tits were beautifully rounded and looked almost as big as my head. I desperately wanted to bury my face in her bosom.
"I guess you weren't bluffing then," I said, still talking to her enormous chest.
To my surprise Anna suddenly reached out and raised my face with a soft hand under my chin, she pointed to her face with her other hand, "My face is up here you know."
I blushed deeply, tearing my eyes away from her immense knockers to look her in the eye, "Sorry," I said rather sheepishly.
Anna chuckled again, "That's okay, I get that all the time. My boobs are a little bigger than the average pair."
I allowed myself another quick glance down at her chest but was sure to look her in the face again before I spoke, "To say the least."
Anna took a long swallow from her wineglass, "Like I said in my email, I'm a huge fan of the stories you write."
"Really?" I asked, raising an eyebrow, "That surprises me."
"From the way you write you're obviously a huge fan," she said, then her grin seemed to turn a little wicked, "Sure some of the scene's are a little degrading, but they do turn me on."
I'm a big fan of something anyway, I thought to myself, sneaking a quick look at her tits, which swayed slightly under her t-shirt as she spoke and moved on the couch.
"This is so unreal," I said, grinning and shaking my head as if to clear my thoughts.
"What?" she asked, cocking her head slightly.
"All of this…you," I said, "I can't believe I'm sitting with Anna Nicole Smith, the real thing, in the flesh!"
"You're repeating yourself George, I'm real, trust me," she patted my knee reassuringly and shocks of pleasure went through me, I felt my cock stir at her touch.
Well here goes, I thought to myself, "Can I see them?" I asked aloud.
"What?" asked Anna looking a little confused.
"Your breasts," I said.
"What?!" she replied her tone shocked and she almost looked a little angry.
"I'm sorry," I said, blushing and turning my head.
"Don't be," she said, patting my knee again, "You just took me by surprise, is all."
"Sorry," I said, looking down and still not catching her eye, "It's just that I've dreamed about your breasts for so long. Written stories about them, watched you in movies, and now I'm meeting you for real and I thought…" I let the sentence drift off and glanced up at Anna's face. She was still looking kind of shocked, but her initial anger seemed to have softened.
"Thought what?" she asked, sounding genuinely interested.
"I thought I might be able to see them, to make my dreams come true," I replied quietly.
Anna bit her lip and thought for a moment, "Okay," she said at last.
"Really?" I asked, my face lighting up as I looked back up at her, she was grinning.
"Sure, why not?" she said with a shrug. She then untucked her 'Hooters' t-shirt from her jeans and pulled it up and off over her head. My breath caught in my throat as I caught sight of her bountiful jugs, encased in a lacy white bra. Impossibly, they looked even bigger without her t-shirt on, the massive orbs swelling against the white lace of her low cut bra, ample flesh welling up like two giant balloons and threatening to pop free at any moment.
"Oh god," I moaned softly as she arched her back and reached behind to unclasp her bra. The movement thrust her chest out even further, her giant tits swelling forwards towards me, mouthwateringly close.
And then I saw them, the real things.
She unhooked her bra and let it drop forward off her big tits, they spilled out over her chest larger than life. The ample orbs of her breasts looked massive on her slim frame, they thrust out from her chest and were topped by smallish hard nipples and dark areolas.
"Wow," I breathed, and wanting to maintain my momentum I reached up gingerly with both hands and cupped the ample swells. Anna gasped slightly but didn't protest as I stroked her big tits, letting the flesh fill my hands as I cupped the huge orbs.
"Fantastic," I gasped, giving her large boobs an ever so gentle and tender squeeze, not wanting to get too carried away with her yet and ruin my chances of fun. My hands slid over the full expanse of her breast, stroking the vast flesh and letting her nipples scrape across my palms. I gave her tits another squeeze, a little firmer this time, then found her nipples with my fingers and gently pinched them.
"You like?" Anna asked, looking down at my hands as they roamed her chest. I softly began to squeeze and fondle her big tits now, the massive flesh welling up between my fingertips as I applied a little more pressure to my gropes. I looked up to see Anna's lips parted and a frowned expression on her face as if she wasn't sure whether she was enjoying this or wanted me to stop.
Stopping was, of course, the last thing on my mind. "You've got wonderful big tits," I murmured, fondling quite vigorously now, almost mauling her lovely swollen breasts. My fingers again seized her nipples and I pinched on them quite hard and tugged, lifting her big breasts slightly up off her chest. I then shook her nipples and watched with delight as her ample tit-flesh jiggled and shook across her chest, I thought I could almost hear them sloshing the way I was shaking them about.
"Can I taste them?" I asked, looking up at her as I resumed squeezing and massaging her big honkers.
"Ahh.." she paused, gasping slightly as I gave a particularly hard squeeze, "I'm not sure…"
I didn't wait for her to finish and leaned forward, sucking a hardened nipple into my mouth and working it with my tongue and lips. Anna moaned as I held her big tits by the undersides, lifting them for my mouth as I lapped at first one nipple then the other. I was in heaven. I worked across to her other tit and sucked forcefully on the nipple, trying to get as much of her big breast into my mouth as I could. I then buried my face right into her deep cleavage, using my hands to press her tits against the side of my face as I ground my face into her buxom chest.
"Mmmfph!" I moaned around a mouthful of tit, using my tongue to roll Anna's hard nipple. I heard her moaning above me as I swiped my tongue along the underside of one heavy breast then licked my way over to her other nipple. She was obviously getting turned on, time to make my next move.
I stood up from the couch, pausing only momentarily to take in the sight of the topless actress before pushing her down so that she was lying on her back along the couch. Anna then gasped in surprise my still didn't move to stop me as I unbuckled my belt and dropped my trousers and underwear, my thick cock springing free, erect and hard as a pole.
Without waiting for her permission I straddling her on the couch and moved up her body, resting my heavy cock on her chest between her heaving breasts. She groaned in surprise as I slide my hips further forward, wedging my cock in her cleavage.
"I've been wanting to do this since I first laid eyes on you Anna Nicole Smith," I said, getting a thrill from using her full name, as if to remind myself who I was about to titty fuck. She stared wordlessly up at me with wide eyes filled with anticipation as I reached down and took hold of her big boobs, one in each hand. I gave them a brief, lusty squeeze, then pressed them together around my hard dick, forming a deep, pillowed sheath.
"Oh yeah George," breathed Anna as I tightly grasped her big tits and moved them up and down against my shaft, wanking myself with her massive breasts, "Fuck my big titties!" she gasped.
With that I began to move my hips against the tugs I was making on her tits, sliding my cock up and down through her deep cleavage with increasing speed.
"Oh yes!" I gasped, really going to town now, humping her boobs hard and fast, and tightening the grip I had on those lovely big boobs of hers. The flesh of her tits was jiggling and shaking around my hands as I fucked her chest, turning me on even more. The friction against my cock was surprisingly good, despite her chest being slick with sweat and my precum. I knew I would not last much longer.
My hands squeezed tight on her breasts as I tit-fucked her with increasing vigor, the head of my throbbing penis appearing at the top of her cleavage with each thrust then vanishing back into the fleshy pillows of her tits as I drew back.
"Oh god," I murmured, I could not believe it, I'm actually fucking Anna Nicole Smith's magnificent hooters! With each thrust through the slick valley my cock was getting harder and my eruption closer. My fingers dug deep into the firm flesh of her tits as I pumped faster and faster.
Then as the head of my cock drove up to the top of Anna's tits, she actually leaned forward and licked it as it appeared. I moaned and felt a trembling in my balls as I drew back for another thrust.
"Not much longer," I told her in a strangled groan as she licked my cock for a second time.
Then, I could stand it no longer. Releasing her much abused tits I grabbed the top of her head and pulled her up as I thrust my cock lustfully into her mouth. She groaned around the thick shaft as I rammed it into her throat. At the same moment I exploded, pumping my cum straight into her mouth. Anna desperately swallowed as I shot rope after rope of hot sticky sperm directly into her, spending my lust.
I looked down as my orgasms subsided and Anna began to suck on my still twitching cock, cleaning the last of my seed from the sticky pole. Below me the gorgeous blonde actress had my dick in her mouth! It was almost enough to make me cum all over again.
After almost a full minute of her cleaning and sucking my tender dick it became too much for me and I sat back, my cock popping from her mouth with a heavy sucking noise.
"That was incredible!" I gasped, lying back on the couch, "Absolutely incredible!"
I wondering for a moment if, by shoving my cock in her mouth, I had gone too far. Then to my surprise Anna sat up, her breasts slick with sweat and some of my cum.
"Just what do you think you're doing?" she asked me, her voice a husky purr. She then leaned over and sucked my limp, sticky cock back into her mouth. I sat up and groaned in surprise, my dick was super sensitive in it's post-orgasm flaccid state and Anna's wet sucking mouth almost drove me insane.



She sucked and slurped and licked at my member, cleaning it thoroughly. My dick stirred slightly against her tongue, turned on by her submissive act of cleaning my spent cock in her mouth.
"Why, thank you," I murmured, stroking the top of Anna's head as she sucked on my penis. To my surprise my supposedly dormant cock stirred again, stiffening ever so slightly inside her hot mouth.
"Not so fast big boy," said Anna, lifting her head up briefly from my cock to speak, "You've had your fun, now it's my turn."
With that she dropped her head back into my lap and swallowed the entirety of my now slightly hard manhood. As the gorgeous blonde actress hungrily sucked the life back into my dick she reached down and undid her jeans, peeling them off without removing my cock from her mouth. The sight of her beautifully pear-shaped ass in a skimpy, white lace g-string made my penis tremble and grow even harder. I was practically fully erect and humping up towards Anna's sucking mouth as she slipped off the last skimpy piece of clothing she wore.
With me still lying on my back on the couch, Anna turned herself around. Her skillful lips never leaving my penis as she moved to straddle my face in a kinky 69 position. Anna's gorgeous, neaty trimmed pussy was now about a foot away from my face. She was obviously not a real blonde, but the sight of her beautiful cunt meant I didn't really care. I reached around her hips and grabbed handfuls of her tight round ass and pulled her down onto my face, my tongue eagerly plunging towards her core. Anna arched her back and ground her hips down onto my face, my cock popping from her hotly sucking mouth as she leaned back and cried out with pleasure. My hands squeezed at her buttocks and I pulled her harder into my face, grinding my chin against her clit as I probed deeply with my tongue.
After a few minutes of my skillful oral attentions Anna was writhing in pleasure, distracted from her cock sucking by my rapidly flittering tongue.
"Oh God I want you George!" she moaned, climbing off my face and spinning herself around so that she was straddling my waist. She reached down between her thighs and grabbed a hold of my once again rock hard cock, aiming it at her dripping slit. Anna paused a moment, rubbing the head of my cock across her pussy lips and clit, stroking herself.
Grunting with urgency I reached up and seized her hips, pulling her down onto me, even as my hips lurched up off the couch and my cock rammed up into her more than ready pussy, impaling her.
"George!" she gasped aloud at my sudden entry and the way she was suddenly filled with my throbbing manhood.
"Oh Anna!" I moaned in reply, rolling my hips up against her and pushing deep. It would not last long, as turned on as we both were.
"I love the way you move," breathed Anna, leaning back slightly as she rocked against my rolling hips, riding my stiff cock. My hands slid up from her hips to seize the objects of my fantasies, her two large tits. I took them in my hands, all the while my hips fucking up against Anna's, and began to squeeze and knead the heavy orbs once again. Anna was moaning with pleasure, the feel of my hands roughly working her tits and nipples arousing her even further.
"Oh fuck!" she moaned loudly, my hands found her nipples and tugged roughly on them, "Oh George I'm CUMMMING!"
Anna Nicole Smith's whole body was rocked by a sudden massive orgasm as she screamed loudly with pleasure. I released her big tits and grabbed her hips, holding on for the ride as she undulated with pleasure. I felt my own release approached as Anna squealed and moaned, her cunt clutching around my hard cock, the sensations incredible.
"Anna!" I grunted, my hips pistoning up and intensifying her own climax as I exploded deep within her. I clutched onto the flesh of her hips and pushed upwards, endeavoring to sink my cock as deep and high in her as I could.
"Oh fuck yes," breathed Anna, her hips softly rolling as she began to come down from her high. My cock continued to twitch and empty itself as our loins mashed together. Once again I reached up to feel her big breasts, squeezing them and testing the weight in my palms. My hands rolled over the big, meaty orbs, trying to commit every inch of the beauties to memory as I luxuriated in post-orgasm bliss.
"Now THAT was incredible," Anna said softly as she remained straddling me, enjoying the feel of me shrinking inside of her. A few minutes later she finally rose up off me, my cock once again limp as it slipped out from her sticky snatch. She leaned over and planted a soft kiss on my cheek then sat back down on the couch.
Anna smiled over at me, enjoying the sight of my body as she watched me get dressed. Still naked, she stood up and walked over to me and pulled me into a rough, hungry kiss. As her tongue explored my mouth she reached between my legs and squeezed my package through my pants.
"Thanks for making my fantasy come true," Anna Nicole Smith purred before she turned and left the room without another word.
And that was the last I saw of the buxom beauty. About ten minutes later Miles entered the room to take me back to the airport.
THE END
Please note: The characters and situations in the above writing is entirely imaginary and bears no relation to any real person or actual happening. Any resemblance is purely coincidental.
That said, this is a true story of an interesting encounter I thought I should relate to you all.
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Prologue
Anna Nicole Smith, aka Secret Agent Hooters stood nervously on the edge of the large stage at the 'Horny Monkey' bar. Anna was dressed in a plain white t-shirt that looked about three sizes too small for her and a black g-string bikini bottom. The small shirt stretched taut across her ample breasts, leaving little to the imagination, including the hard tips of her nipples which jutted against the cotton, plainly visible. The bottom of the shirt hung down barely below her breasts, leaving her flat midriff bare.
From her excellent vantage point up on the stage, Anna looked down at the target she and another agent had been assigned to protect. Amongst the crowd of young men in the large bar was Ryan Thompson, son of presidential candidate and senator Richard Thompson. The eighteen year old was with a large group of his college mates who were all heavily inebriated and downing more beer as Anna watched on. Ryan was an average, perhaps slightly handsome looking young man, with a strong build and a dark tan. He obviously enjoyed the good times and was happily partying with his mates.
Anna's view was suddenly blocked by a gorgeous brunette with long straight hair walked back across Anna's field of vision from the front of the stage. The brunette was wearing a skimpy g-string and t-shirt combo much like Anna, but her shirt was soaking wet, the white material practically transparent and clinging to her ample tits.
"Give it up for our next contestant, Anna!" said the announcers voice over the loudspeaker. Anna found the spotlight suddenly directed straight onto her as a young man came towards her with two beer pitchers in his hands.
Anna didn't wait for the water however, she immediately ripped off her shirt, her large, gorgeous breasts bouncing free and causing the male crowd to roar their approval. The young man wasn't going to be thwarted in his duties however and as Anna got close he poured the two pitchers of water onto her bare chest.
Anna yelped as the cold water splashed over her torso, the chill immediately causing her nipples to harden. She laughed in surprise, kissed the man and then ran onto the center of the stage, her huge tits bouncing delightfully as she moved. The crowd ate up the appearance of this stunning, topless blonde, cheering ecstatically as she jiggled her way to the center of the stage. Anna, surprising herself with the way she was enjoying all the attention from the crowd of hormone-charged college boys, danced across the front of the stage, shaking her ample tits, rolling her hips and pelvis and really turning on the crowd. Anna slid her hands slowly and seductively up her sides, and up to cup her big tits, squeezing them together and pulling on her nipples. She then turned, her back to the crowd, proudly displaying her tight, round ass in the skimpy black g-string, to the delight of the cheering men. Anna leant forwards, showing off her ass to better effect and looked down and back through her long legs at the crowd.
Keeping them hot Anna then straightened up and arched back towards the crowd, letting the balance tip back as she fell backwards into the rising arms of the front few men in the crowd, stage diving as if she were at a rock concert. The men eagerly caught Anna and held her aloft, a couple of hands grabbing at her practically bare ass, pinching and groping. Anna let out a delighted squeal as a pair of hands reached up and squeezed her big tits, roughly mauling them as the sea of hands floated her body across the crowd. Anna surfed her way in a circuit around the front of the room, at one point even rolling onto her front. Swarms of hands groped at her body, pinching her nipples, rubbing her ass and crotch and mauling her big tits. When she was returned to the stage she was lucky to be still wearing her g-string.
Anna gave a quick glance over her shoulder as she strode off stage to check that Ryan Thompson was still in the crowd and watching the show eagerly. As she returned to her position at the corner of the stage another busty blonde swept past her to have her shirt drenched, she would have to put in a spectacular show to top Anna's performance.
"Now let's hear it for Dixie!" yelled the announcer, introducing the next busty blonde.
The buxom girl following Anna put in a courageous performance, also losing her top as she pranced about and shook her ample assets at the crowd. She even let a couple of guys in the front row have a feel of her big tits but did surf the crowd as Anna had. In the end that was what it came down to and come voting time Anna got the loud approval of the crowd and was announced the winner.
The water-boy from earlier on tucked Anna's prize money into the waistband of her g-string (coping a decent grope of her ass in the process) and she strode the stage in a victory parade, arms above her head and tits wobbling impressively.
As the contest wound up and the girls moved to the backstage area to get dressed Anna looked out into the crowd to see that Ryan and his friends were getting up to leave the bar.
"Don't let him go!" hissed a voice in her ear. Anna was wearing an earpiece that linked her up to her fellow secret agent who was stationed out the front of the bar.
"What?" whispered Anna in reply, one of her earrings was fitted with a microphone to relay her reply to her partner.
"I think the assassin is out here!" her partner told her, "Don't let Thompson leave the bar!"
"Roger that," replied Anna, stepping out into the bar, still topless, wearing only the g-string. As she made her way through the crowds more than a couple of drunk students groped her uncovered ass, and a few even grabbed her bare tits, giving them rough squeezes. Feeling rather manhandled and violated she finally made it to Ryan and his friends who were almost out the door.
"Well hello there beautiful!" said Ryan as Anna walked right up to him. His gaze was directed downwards at her bare tits.
"Hi there handsome," she replied, giving him her most seductive look.
"My name's Ryan," said the senators teenage son.
"Hi Ryan," said Anna, hesitating a moment as she thought of what to do. All the while Ryan's eyes were roaming her body, never actually looking her in the eye.
"We gotta get going Ryan," said one of his friends, "The car's about to go."
Ryan looked as though he was about to leave so Anna spoke up, "I've got something I need to show you backstage Ryan," she said, her voice a husky purr.
Ryan grinned, "Sure thing baby!" he turned to his mates, "I'll catchup with you guys later."
"Go Thompson!" yelled one of the guys as Anna took Ryan by the hand and led him towards the backstage area of the bar.
Once they got there Ryan's eyes almost popped out of his head as Anna led him into the bustle of beautiful women there, all in various states of undress. His gaze left Anna's body for the first time as he stared at the curvaceous brunette that had gone on just before Anna. She was completely naked and bending over sorting through her bag, her naked ass pointed straight at Ryan.
"Keep him inside, it's looking bad out here," said the voice in Anna's earpiece.
"So what did you want to show me?" Ryan asked, distracted as a red head in the corner peeled off her still wet t-shirt revealing a sizeable pair of jugs.
The question caught Anna a little by surprise as she was preoccupied by her partners voice in her earpiece. Doing the first thing she could think of Anna grabbed Ryan's hands and placed them on her massive naked breasts. Ryan froze for a moment in shock, his hands resting on Anna's ample tits. After a moment of shock he moaned softly and began to squeeze the delightfully large orbs of tit-flesh. Anna let the young man squeeze her breasts for a few moments, actually enjoying the sensations and letting out a soft moan herself. Ryan's fingers found her nipples, hard from the cold water poured on them earlier, not to mention Ryan's ministrations of her breasts. He pinched the hard buds between his fingers and tugged on them.
"I think they're getting worried," hissed the voice in her ear as Ryan shook her breasts by holding onto her nipples, causing the ample flesh to quiver and jiggle enticingly, "Whatever you have to do, keep him there!"
"As much as I'm enjoying this," said Ryan, his hands once again palming her big tits and squeezing them, "I think I'm gonna be stuck here if I don't leave soon. I don't suppose you want to come back to my place?"
Anna hesitated, desperately trying to think of a way to keep him. Then, acting before she had fully thought it through Anna dropped to her knees in front of the dazed college student and unbuckled his pants. Ryan swallowed as Anna pulled his boxers down and his thick cock popped free, fully erect and wavering just in front of Anna's face. Although Ryan Thompson was by no means a virgin, he had never come across such a bold female and was rather nervous.
Anna grasped his hard cock and brought it to her lips, kissing the head. She estimated his shaft as quite long, about 8 inches. Well above average, although in her line of work Anna had seen (and tasted) bigger. Ryan let out a low moan at the soft touch of her lips on his throbbing cock head.
"I think we'll just stay here," Anna said in her most sexy voice. She then bent forward and engulfed the top half of his cock in her mouth, immediately sucking heavily. Ryan's knees almost buckled as she swallowed his length in her hot, wet mouth.
"Holy fuck!" he breathed, his eyes rolling back as Anna began to bob her head up and down over his shaft. He looked across the room to see a few of the other girls giving them surprised stares, but given his dick was buried deep in this busty blonde's mouth he didn't really care. Ryan dropped a hand to the top of Anna's head to support himself, her head bobbing rapidly as she sucked in more and more of his length 'till she had almost taking all eight inches. Ryan groaned with pleasure as he felt the tight noose of her lips around the base of his shaft and Anna's nose touching his stomach.
Ryan grunted happily, thrust back a little again Anna's darting mouth. To his surprise the brunette that had gone on stage just before Anna came over to him.
"Hi there," said Ryan to the dark haired beauty, smiling nervously, Anna didn't cease her sucking the entire time.
"Hi big boy, my name's Karla, perhaps I can give you two a hand," said the brunette, Ryan's eye's once again bulged out as Karla tugged her shirt up over her head, revealing a juicy pair of well rounded C-cup tits. Karla's gorgeous face broke into an angelic smile then she too dropped to her knees in front of Ryan. The brunette briefly licked Ryan's testicles beneath Anna's bobbing head, causing the teenager to emit another loud groan, then she licked her way down the length of Anna's body. Karla's tongue made it's way to Anna's crotch where she tugged aside Anna's g-string and began to eat the busty blonde out.
"Hi there," said another voice, it appeared Karla was not the only one to notice Anna and Ryan going at it. Ryan looked up from the sight of Karla's tongue diving into Anna's cunt to see the busty blonde Dixie who had made such a valiant effort to top Anna's performance. Dixie gave Ryan a passionate kiss on the mouth, her tongue seeking his then dropped down to her knees on the other side of Anna and started to help the secret agent work his cock over, sucking one of his throbbing testicles into her mouth.

Her mouth still bobbing over Ryan Thompson's cock, Anna wasn't sure what to make of things. She had impulsively started giving the senators young son a blow job and had now been joined by another two of the wet t-shirt contestants, one of which was doing a fantastic job of eating her out and making her incredibly aroused.
Dixie slid her tongue up from Ryan's balls up along the underside of his shaft, feeling it twitch against her tongue. She gently pushed Anna aside and covered the throbbing cock head with her own mouth, sucking noisily as Anna in turn worked her mouth down to toy with Ryan's testicles, her tongue fluttering rapidly. Anna jerked her head back away from the teenagers loins as beneath her Karla's tongue plunged deep into her hot sex.
"Oh God yes!" moaned Anna, grinding her pussy down into Karla's face with mounting lust. Dixie's head was bobbing rapidly over young Ryan's cock, the teenager's hips pumping as he thrust back against her sucking mouth.
Anna leant in again, stealing the cock from Dixie's mouth and plunging it deep into her own throat. Anna kept swallowing till she was deep throating the young man's twitching cock, her nose pushed against his belly. Dixie rose up and started to passionately kiss Ryan, her tongue diving into his hungry mouth.
"Wow," breathed Ryan as Dixie broke off her kiss. His hands rose up to cup and squeeze the busty blondes ample tits, his thumbs rubbing across her hardened nipples as he kneaded the abundant flesh of the bountiful orbs. With one hand still working over Dixie's big tits he dropped a hand to the back of Anna's head and forced her to move faster and deeper on his thrusting cock, now practically face fucking the beautiful secret agent. Anna wasn't troubled by his roughness, Karla's tongue working her cunt over was too much of a distraction. She merely let the lustful teenager use her wet mouth for his pleasure.
When Ryan's hand left Anna's head to grope Dixie some more Anna pulled her sucking lips from the boys erection. Anna shuffled forwards a little, careful to stay in range of Karla's magical tongue as she wrapped her huge tits around Ryan's cock. Young Thompson moaned from within Dixie's cleavage where he had buried his face. Anna held her big breasts around his cock and jerked them up and down, stroking his hard cock with her cleavage. Ryan's hips started to pump as he fucked her expansive hooters, sliding his slick cock back and forth.
Then it happened, the son of Senator Thompson went suddenly stiff, muffling a loud groan by biting down on Dixie's vast right breast, and shooting his hot load between Anna's big tits. The young college student gasped and groaned, his cock twitching and spurting, cum squirting across Anna's deep cleavage and throat. Ryan lifted his head from Dixie's bosom and moaned loudly, Anna's head darting forward to capture his spurting cock between her lips as she sucked heavily, milking the last of his cum into her mouth.
Ryan moaned softly, his hips stopping pumping as Anna sucked gently on his spent manhood. Dixie pulled his face to hers and began to kiss him passionately, his hands rising to her breasts which he absently fondled while her tongue probed his mouth. As Anna sucked the teenagers softened cock, cleaning the last of his climax from the shaft, Karla moved out from under the busty blonde secret agent. Karla wrapped her arms around Anna and found her big tits, squeezing them gently as she pressed her own naked body against Anna's back.
"It's still not safe," came the voice in Anna's earpiece, taking her slightly by surprise, "They don't seem to be moving, can you keep Thompson in there a while longer."
Anna was startled to feel Ryan's cock twitch in her mouth. She increased the force of her suction and began to slowly bob her head, his penis amazingly starting to stiffen already.
Two minutes later, Ryan was again rock hard, his big cock stuffing Anna's mouth. Anna, horny as hell from Karla's skilled attentions stood up and pushed Dixie aside.
"You're mine big boy," she told him, wrapping a long leg around his waist and pulling him close as she lifted herself up and lowered herself onto his hard cock. Anna moaned as his thickness filled her cunt, she was super-sensitive after Karla's licking and almost came herself. Ryan joined Anna's groan with one of his own at the exquisite feeling of impaling the gorgeous blonde. He reached around and grabbed her by the ass, lifting both her feet off the ground and starting to fuck her standing up. Anna wrapped her other leg around the good looking teenager and bounced on his cock, taking his whole length deep inside her.
Beneath them both Karla and Dixie knelt down, their hot tongues flicking across Ryan's balls. Each time Anna bounced down Karla would give the underside of her pussy a lick, then her tongue would move back to Ryan's testicle. Dixie meanwhile had sucked one of his balls completely into her mouth and gave it her full attention.
"Ahhhh!" squealed Anna, grinding her cunt down onto Ryan's hardness as she came, her luscious body undulating as her climax gripper her body.
The two girls moved from beneath Ryan as Anna dismounted, lifting herself off Ryan's still hard cock.
Karla smiled at Ryan, "My turn again," she told the teenager. Ryan thought for a moment that she was going to mount him as well, but to his surprise she took Anna's hand and pulled the voluptuous blonde to the ground and sat on her face. Anna, still slightly dazed from the huge orgasm she had just experienced, instinctively began to eat out the beautiful brunette while Karla leant over and once again sucked on Anna's clit, driving the blonde wild.
Ryan, his eyes almost popping out of his head at the sight of the two striking women, 69ing right in front of him like some scene out of a porno, stood in a haze watching them.
"You gonna stand their watching or you gonna fuck me?" asked a voice. Ryan blinked in surprise, tearing his gaze from Anna and Karla to see Dixie on her hands and knees facing away from him, her lush pussy displayed between the cheeks of her ass pointed straight at him. The young student gave a moan and immediately dropped to his knees behind Dixie, grabbing hold of her hips and preparing to enter her doggy style. He wasn't sure what good deed he had done to deserve this sudden orgy, but whatever it was he thanked God.
"Ahh!" gasped Dixie as Ryan thrust into her from behind, his hard cock plunging deep. Both Ryan and Dixie had their eyes glued to Anna and Karla as they fucked. Ryan grunted and started slamming into Dixie hard and fast, the amazing sight before him, inciting his lust even further.
"Ok it's safe to come now," said the voice in Anna's earpiece. And cum she did. Anna moaned loudly, her hips bucking up off the ground into Karla's face as her second orgasm shot through her. Karla joined her, set off by the other woman's explosion she screamed with pleasure.
"Here it comes!" groaned Ryan, hammered his cock against Dixie's pussy, warning her of the impending explosion. His spurts deep with Dixie's cunt sent the busty blonde into an explosion of her own as all four members of the orgy were wrapped up into their orgasms.
"Well done Agent Hooters," Anna's partner spoke into her earpiece, "The senator's son is safe!"
Chapter One
Agent Hooters approached the bar where she was about to meet with Gary Baylor, an informant the Chief had sent her to meet. The place looked rather doubtful to say the least. Above the door was a neon sign displaying an amply endowed girl with flashing red lights for nipples.
"Sorry miss you can't come in," said the bouncer on the door as Anna tried to walk in.
"Excuse me?" she asked in surprise, looking up at the well muscled doorman. Anna couldn't remember ever getting denied entry at a club. With tits like hers most places welcomed her inside, well apart from one club where she had to suck the doorman's cock to get in, but that had been a restaurant belonging to a mobster.
"Sorry lady, this is a gentleman's club," the bouncer explained.
Anna raised an eyebrow and puffed out her substantial chest, displaying it to full effect in the tight fitting blouse she was wearing, "I'm sure the gentlemen will love me," she said, putting a sarcastic emphasis on the word gentle.
The man briefly eyed up her big tits and licked his lips, "Sorry you can't go in unless you're a guy or a waitress."



"Okay," Anna said, "I'll dress as a waitress, no one will notice."
"Fine," said the doorman, "Step inside." The inside of the club was dimly lit and a number of girls strolled through the bar serving drinks and talking to the guys, Anna noticed that all the women were topless, in fact they were dressed only in g-string and high heels. The bouncer handed her a waitress uniform consisting of black high heeled shoes and a pink g-string. Anna took the skimpy outfit with a resigned look and stepped into the coat room to get changed. No doubt Baylor had chosen this meeting point for the sole purpose of getting a look at Anna's enormous rack. She had to admit that he wouldn't be the first to want this however.
"Will I pass?" Anna asked the bouncer as she stepped back out, dressed in high heels, a g-string and a smile. Anna posed for the bouncer who eyed her up appreciatively as she raised her hands and arched her back, presenting her assets to him. The man smiled and to Anna's surprise he reached up and gave her big tits a squeeze.
"You'll be perfect," he told her with a smile, releasing her breasts then heading back to watch the door.
Anna sucked in a deep breath for courage as she entered the main room of the topless bar. Well, if this is what it will take to get the information Anna decided she'd just have to put up with it, the Chief had said Baylor's information was vital. Anna had never met Gary Baylor before, and knew nothing more than his name. The Agency had decided to have him identify himself through use of a code phrase. They had decided that to identify himself, he would approach Anna, take a seat in her booth and order two scotches, one for Anna one for himself.
"Here goes nothing," she said to herself and quickly made her way across the bar to an empty booth on the perimeter of the room. Along the way she caught the eye of more than one of the patrons, her massive breasts impressive, even amongst the company of the other busty waitresses working there.
No sooner had she sat down than a middle aged, well dressed businessman type scooted into the seat beside her.
"Hi there beautiful," he said, putting an arm around her and holding her close, "You new here?"
"Ahh, yes," replied Anna, wondering if it was Baylor and if he would give her the code.
"I thought so," he said, "'Cause I would definently remember this big puppies," with that the man reached one hand up to cup and squeeze her closest breast. He gave a gentle moan and ran his palm across to her other boob, lifting it slightly and squeezing it. His hand then went back to feel her other tit, almost as if testing the freshness of some fruits.
Anna could tell he wasn't Baylor, and as his other hand went to her tits she intercepted his wrists and pried them off, "I'm actually waiting on a friend here," said Anna.
The man smiled and released her breasts reluctantly, dropping them to her legs, "Perhaps you and your girlfriend will join me at my hotel room then?" he suggested, sliding his hands up her smooth thighs to her nicely rounded hips.
"Ahh no," replied Anna, pushing away his drifting hands, "It's my husband I'm waiting on."
"Okay beautiful," he said, lifting his hands up in surrender, "I get the message."
After the man left Anna resumed her wait. Several more men had approached her, some going so far as groping her tits while she waited to see if they would order the drinks. None did. She was growing bored and found herself staring at the two women dancing on stage. Both women were large breasted and very attractive, and both were feeling each other up to the whistles and shouts of the sleazy men watching them.
She's awakened from her daze when another man starts mauling her large bosom. Tired of the constant groping, she was about to snap at the man when he had a seat beside her and stopped a passing waitress.
He briefly felt up the waitress, who had grown accustomed to the groping hands of customers long ago, and placed an order. "I'll take a scotch, on the rocks. And, throw in a scotch for the lady." The man mauled and squeezed the waitress's big jugs the whole time he spoke to her and then gave the lovely mounds one final pinch before he slapped her on her ass and sent her off to get their order. Anna sighed with relief, Baylor was finally here.
"I'm so glad you've finally arrived," said Anna as the man turned back to her, "I was starting to think you wouldn't show up at all."
"Well I'm here baby," he said with a smile, his hands returning to her big tits which he casually began to squeeze and massage as Anna spoke to him. His groping distracted her a little but she ignored it for the most part, not wanting to annoy him and lose out on the valuable information.
"Now we need to discuss payment for your information," said Anna, looking around to make sure no-one was close enough to overhear them, she winced briefly as Gary gave her nipples a hard pinch and tugged on the ends of her big tits, Anna continued, "The agency told me you want somewhere in the neighborhood of two thousand…"
Anna let the sentence drift off, waiting for his reply. Baylor, his eyes downcast and staring at her rack as he played with her big titties realized she expected his answer and looked back up at her, "Ahh..that's right," he said, rolling her big hooters around her chest with his palms, enjoying the way she was pretending he was not feeling her up the whole time.
"Good," said Anna, letting out a slight gasp as Baylor lightly slapped the side of her right tit, enjoying the sight of the massive mummeries slapping together and swaying across her chest, "I'm in a position to offer you exactly in that neighborhood."
"This information that I have for you," said Baylor, tearing his eyes up from Anna's lovely big jugs to look her in the eye and gauge her reactions, "It is very valuable to you and your agency correct?"
"Correct," agreed Anna uncertainly, not sure where he was going with this.
"Well then," said Gary with a devious smirk, "I have changed my mind in terms of payment," he told her, again glancing down at the wonderfully large boobs that filled his hands.
"What? What do you mean?" stammered Anna in surprise, worrying he was not going to give her the information, "I was told you made it quite clear you wanted two thousand, I don't think that I can…"
Baylor stopped Anna by raising his hand, "Don't worry my dear, I will give you the information you seem to so desperately require. But I don't want any of your money."
"You don't?" said Anna in surprise, thinking for a moment that he was going to freely tell her what she needed to know, then her eyes narrowed, "What is it you want then?"
"If you want the information you'll have to suck my cock," said Baylor, for the first time since he had ordered the drinks his hands left her tits and he leant back in his seat. Anna was about to reply when the waitress returned and set the two scotches down on their table, Baylor gave her lovely round ass a squeeze before she moved on again.
While Baylor took a sip from his drink Anna immediately objected to his proposal, "But," she stammered, confused by this sudden change of demands, "I'm prepared to give you the cash," she said, trying to avoid giving the man a blowjob.
"Take it or leave it big tits," he said, taking another sip of his drink, "If you want the information you'll have to come over here and give me head."
"Fine," Anna reluctantly said, not wanting to lose this valuable information. She ducked underneath the table and crawled over to where Mr. Baylor was sitting. She reached up and unfastened his belt buckle and yanked his slacks down around his ankles. Gary's cock, already rock hard from the earlier attention he had been giving her tits, sprung out from his boxers as Anna tugged them, slapping her in the cheek and leaving a slimy trail of precum.
Anna took his cock in her soft hand, gently stroking it. His dick isn't huge, but it's definently larger than average, big enough to make sure Anna earned her reward. She took a breath to prepare herself then leant over his lap, her tongue lashing out and licking the head of his cock, tasting his precum.
"Mmm," she moaned, he didn't taste too bad compared to some of the unwashed cocks she'd sucked, this wasn't going to be so bad after all. Anna then immediately plunged the head of his cock into her mouth, sucking heavily with all her skill, trying to please Baylor and get him off as quickly as possible. He groaned and stroked the top of her head as Anna began bobbing her head over his lap and sucking hard on his manhood.
"Oh God you're a good cocksucker," he moaned, looking down at the top of her bouncing head, "That feels so good big tits." Just at that moment a buxom red headed waitress happened to pass by and Baylor caught her attention. She approached the table, glancing down at Anna going to work in Baylor's lap.
"Can I get another couple of scotches please," Baylor asked, one hand encircling the waitress's waist and pulling her in closer as his other hand rose to give her tits some quick, rough squeezes, tugging at her hard nipples. He released her and let out a sudden groan of lust as Anna's head moved down, swallowing his entire shaft and burying her face in his pubic hair.
"Oh God!" gasped Baylor, the feel of being entirely buried in Anna's hot mouth was incredible, practically melting his cock. Aroused beyond belief he reached down and grabbed the back of Anna's head, thrusting upwards with his hips at the same time to force more of his urgently throbbing cock into her mouth. Letting out fast strangled grunts of pleasure he held her face down into his lap, thrusting up hard and fast. And then he yelped loudly, blasting his heavy load straight down Anna's throat, clenching the back of her head and holding her face tight into his groin, his balls resting against her chin.
Anna felt her mouth overflowing with cum and swallowed desperately to avoid choking, after the initial moment of his climax he released her head and Anna took over, her head bobbing once again. She sucked his cum from his cock, one hand grabbing the base of the shaft and milking every drop from him as her lips and tongue worked over the head of his pulsing cock, drinking his seed as if it were the finest champaign.
After a few more minutes once she was sure she had swallowed his entire load, Anna removed her mouth from his rapidly softening dick with a loud smacking sound. She crawled out from under the table and back to her seat beside him. A wide grin on his face, Baylor's hands immediately went back to her much abused tits. He grabbed two large handfuls of her massive breasts, kneading and squeezing eagerly.
Anna relented to his groping and wiped a few trails of missed cum from her chin, "Now Mr Baylor," she said, "About your information…"
"Who the fuck his Mr Baylor?" he said, grabbing he nipples and tugging hard on them.
Anna gasped in pain at his rough handling, her mind spinning as she tried to make sense of what happened, "Wait, you're not, but…" she stammered, her mind running back through the conversation as she realized he had never said his name.
The man released her tits and stood up, "Thanks for the blowjob bitch, I'm outta here."
With that he left the club, leaving Anna sitting there with a confused look on her face. She had just been tricking into giving that guy a blowjob.
***
"Dammit!" swore the Chief, pacing back and forth behind his desk.
"I'm sorry," replied Anna, "Baylor just didn't show up." Anna couldn't be sure if that was the case or if she'd been busy sucking that jerks cock when he came in, but either way she wasn't going to tell the Chief what really happened.
"Shit!" the Chief swore, sitting back down in his chair. He looked across the table at his best secret agent – Agent Hooters. She wore a white cardigan that was stretched taut across her expansive bosom, jutting open at the too small neckline and displaying an ample amount of her deep cleavage. The sight of the tops of her big bouncy breasts cooled his anger a little.
"What now?" asked Anna.
"We've only got one choice left, Agent Hooters," sighed the Chief, "And I didn't really want to get this person involved."
"Who is it?" she asked.
"His son."
"Dr Doom has a son?" Anna replied, startled by the revelation.
"Yes," confirmed the Chief, "The boy's mother has long since split up with Dr Doom and even remarried, but our sources tell us the boy still has contact with his real father."
Anna nodded, "Okay, what's the plan Chief?"
"The boy's name is Kelvin Doom, he's an eighteen year old senior in the local highschool. We've arranged for his science teacher to go on a long holiday in the tropics. You are going to pose as Kelvin's class relief teacher."
***
"Good morning class, my name is Miss Smith and I will be your relief science teacher for the next few weeks until Mr Hanson gets back," Agent Hooters said to the small class of teenagers in front of her. Anna had dressed in her best high school teacher disguise. She had a thin, knee-length woolen skirt that clung to the curves of her thighs and hips, and a tight, white, knitted jersey that buttoned up the front. The cardigan had a deep v-neck that displayed a decent amount of her cleavage and made sure all the boys would pay attention to her as she spoke. Anna completed the outfit with a pair of high heeled shoes that made her calves look great and a pair of fake glasses to give her that intelligent, studious look instead of her usual slutty look she ended up with on most undercover operations.
Anna sat on the front of her desk and crossed her legs, fortunately her skirt was just long enough to be decent and not give the two boys in the front row the show she usually gave when crossing her legs in a skirt, "Now I believe Mr Hanson has already set you some assignments to get on with, so I want you to get stuck into those and I'll come around and meet you all and give you any help you may need." Anna secretly hoped they wouldn't ask too many difficult questions, she had studied up hard last night just in case but she didn't feel too confident. While she was here she also had to find out which one of the boys was Kelvin Doom.
Anna moved to the first desk where a couple of big football player types were sitting, reading through their textbooks, but not really looking as though they were studying too hard. Anna leant over their desk, inadvertently giving them a nice look down the front of her cardigan where her two ample breasts hung lushly.
"Hello boys, what's your names?" Anna asked.
"John," said one of them, unable to tear his eyes up from the magnificent sight in front of him. Her jersey clung quite tight to the curves of her tits so he couldn't see too far down her top unfortunately.
"And I'm Sam," said the other boy, also taking in the wonderful scenery.
"All okay?" Anna asked, smiling warmly.
"Yes, fine miss," said Sam, swallowing rather nervously.
Anna nodded and moved on to the next desk, bending over to talk to the two pretty girls sitting there. As she bent over to talk to them her lovely round ass was beautifully present to the guys further back in the room, her tight skirt clinging and leaving little to the imagination.
"Excuse me miss," called a girl from the back of the class. Anna looked up from where she was and went over to the girl. To talk to her Anna had to lean across in front of another student. As Anna helped the girl with her assignment she unknowingly pressed her ample chest into the boys face. He sat there happily as Anna accidentally pushed her right breast right into his face, rubbing across his nose and eye, giving him a good look down the front of her top, up close and personal like.
Once Anna had shown the girl the relevant part of her textbook she moved on, the young man who's face she had just treated let out a low moan as she left. Anna made her way back to the front of the class, as she passed one desk a pen dropped off in front of her. Anna bent over to pick up the pen and the boy who had knocked it off took a good long look at her ass as she bent over at the waist, her skirt stretching taunt across her nicely shaped buttocks.
The hour long class pretty much continued in this vein with a number of pens dropping on the floor for Anna to bend over and retrieve and the boys of the class asking a surprisingly large number of questions to have Anna bend over their desk and explain. Anna noticed most of the young teenage boys talked to her chest, but that was to be expected, they were horny eighteen year olds after all, and from what she could see most of the girls in their class were rather lacking in the breast department, especially compared to Anna.
As the bell went for the end of the period and the lunch hour the class immediately started to file out. Anna called out for Kelvin Doom to stay behind and the boy who Anna had pressed her tits into his face remained while the others left.
Once the last of his classmates were gone Anna shut the classroom door and turned back to Kelvin. He was standing right behind her and before she could speak he moved forward and grabbed her into his arms, pressing his lips clumsily to hers.
"Wha.." was all Anna could say before he pushed her up against the door and sloppily tried to kiss her and push his tongue into her mouth. Anna, taken by surprise yielded to his advance, his young teenage body pressed against hers as he kissed her and Anna felt with surprise was seemed to be a hard erection pressing into her thigh. Kelvin moaned and kept kissing her roughly, rubbing his crotch into her leg and one of his hands rising up to cup her massive left breast. Kelvin groaned into her mouth as his hand touched the big round melon and he squeezed eagerly. His other hand took hold of Anna's and brought it to his own crotch where he rubbed his rock hard bulge into her palm. Anna moaned at the feel of his hard cock through his pants and cupped his crotch, squeezing back gently, actually getting kind of turned on by the young man's attentions. Kelvin gasped at her touch and kissed her again, this time her tongue responded and sought out his in their joint mouths. Kelvin squeezed harder on her big tit, his fingers finding her nipple and pinching while his rock hard erection throbbed in Anna's hand.
Suddenly Anna seemed to snap out of her daze and realize what was happening. She was supposed to be his teacher, this shouldn't be happening. The secret agent broke off their kiss and pushed Kelvin away from her, prying his groping hand from her breast.
"This is wrong Kelvin," she told him sternly as he began to advance on her again.
Kelvin froze, "But I thought that's why you kept me back. Like in class with your boobs…"
Anna frowned, "No Kelvin, that's not why I kept you."
"Oh," he replied glumly, sitting back on a chair behind him, "I'm so sorry miss. Please don't tell on me and get me in trouble. My father will kill me."
"It's okay," Anna said, pleased the boy had given her an opening to talk about his father, "I won't tell anyone, it was just a misunderstanding."
"Thanks," said Kelvin, "You have very big boobs miss, they felt wonderful."
"Kelvin," scolded Anna, "I don't think that's appropriate."
"Sorry miss," he said, rubbing the swell of his crotch, "You just got me all excited."
"What do you mean your father would kill you?" asked Anna, leading the conversation where she wanted it to head.
"He just doesn't like me getting into trouble," said Kelvin, he seemed almost pained as he rubbed his erection through his pants, "He's very protective." Kelvin stuffed his hand down inside the waistband of his pants and started to rub himself.
"What are you doing?" Anna asked at last, distracted by his masturbating.
Kelvin unzipped his fly and let his hard erection burst free. He let out a groan of relief as the stiff rod was freed, "You got me all excited before."



"Oh my!" gasped Anna, her hand going to her mouth as she stared at his big cock in surprise, the young teenager was well endowed and hard as a rock.
"I'm so hard it hurts," gasped Kelvin, stroking his own cock, "You can't leave my dick like this Miss Smith."
"What do you expect?" said Anna, her eyes still locked on his steel pole.
"Please let me fuck you," moaned Kelvin, he reached out and squeezed her big right breast through her cardigan again.
"No I most certainly will not!" protested Anna, yanking his hand off her boob.
"Please!" groaned Kelvin insistently. Anna noticed the slit of his penis oozing a little precum.
"We can't, I'm your teacher for God's sake!" Anna told him firmly.
"But it hurts so much," Kelvin moaned, "You can't leave me with blue balls like this!"
Anna started a little at Kelvin's mention of blue balls. Back in her high school days she'd gone on a few hot and heavy dates with boys and when they'd tried to get in her panties she never used to let them. Those boys had also tried the blue balls excuse and Anna remembered quite clearly how she'd got them off her case.
"We can't have sex," said Anna, noting the disappointment evident of Kelvin's face as she refused him, "But I'll do something else for you Kelvin." With that Anna knelt in front of Kelvin's chair, sitting back on her heels between his legs. She tentatively reached out with a shaking hand and took hold of the eighteen year olds rigid erection. Kelvin moaned softly as her ever so soft hand enclosed his hard dick. Her pale hand fisted around his cock and she began to stroke him up and down. It felt exquisite, far better than when he played with himself, and he quickly got over his initial disappointment at not getting to fuck the gorgeous relief teacher. Anna's stroking hand increased it's pace, sending shockwaves of pleasure through the young teenager, the sight of his lovely teacher submissively on her knees in front of him, pleasuring his cock almost drove him over the edge, but he wanted more. Kelvin did his best to control himself, thinking about baseball, maths, his ugly uncle, and as many other unerotic images he could conjure.
After about ten minutes he could sense Anna's desperation to get him off and he decided it was time to push things a little further.
"Could you take off your top?" Kelvin asked, "If I could look at your tits it might excite me more."
Anna stopped jerking on his cock and looked up at the teen. "Okay then," she agreed, eager to get this over with quickly in case someone walked in on them. Anna unbuttoned the front of her jersey and shrugged it off her shoulders, beneath she wore a lacy white bra that supported her massive hooters. Anna unfastened her bra without being asked and then her massive tits spill free.
"Oh wow," gasped Kelvin taking in the sight of her naked tits. They were huge, the massive orbs looked even bigger now that they were bare. Kelvin's cock twitched a little as he gazed at the huge melons and the movement prompted Anna to reach back to his cock and resume her stroking. Kelvin moaned as her hand returned to his penis, and he looked down at her, enjoying the way her bare tits jiggled in time with the jerking movements of her hand. He leant forward a bit and reached down to grab her bare tits. Anna started a bit at his touch, but relented to his groping.
"Your hooters feel so big," murmured Kelvin as he squeezed and pinched at the ample expanse of flesh. For almost another five minutes Anna let the teenager play with her big tits while she jerked on his cock as fast as she could manage, by that time her arms was getting quite tired and she wondered if he was going to cum at all. Kelvin, sitting above her was doing his best not to come as he fondled her big jugs, and it wasn't easy, as much as he wanted to prolong this pleasure he knew that very soon he would blow his load.
"Put your mouth over it," Kelvin ordered.
Anna leant closer, her lips merely inches from the jerking tip of his cock, she almost swallowed it on instinct and then remembered what her situation was.
"Suck on my cock miss," urged Kelvin, noticing her hesitation.
"I don't think I should.." mumbled Anna.
"Please!" begged Kelvin, "Just put it in your mouth for a little bit. So I can feel what it's like, I've never done this stuff before."
Anna relented, even though she knew it was a mistake. The buxom secret agent bent over his lap and licked the precum from the tip of his dick. Kelvin's organ twitched at the touch of her tongue and after the initial taste she sucked his whole cock into her mouth.
"Oooooh God!" groaned Kelvin loudly as Anna sucked heavily on his cock, her head bobbing up and down rapidly as her expert cocksucking skills came into play. Kelvin's hands left her tits and he leant back in his chair, grasping the arms for all he was worth. Anna moaned around his shaft and doubled her efforts, the tight noose of her lips feeling incredible around his hard cock. Then Kelvin's whole body jerked in the chair, his dick spasmed as he came in her mouth. Anna sucked eargerly and drank his cum as his hips thrust up against her mouth and he spilled his load into her. The buxom blonde swallowed his seed hungrily, Kelvin in the throes of his climax grasped onto the top of Anna's head and pushed her down into his lap, trying to force as much of his thick cock into her throat as he could. Jet after jet of hot cum burst from his cock and straight into Anna's mouth and she slurped it all down. Anna's hands moved to the shaft of his cock as his hands left her head and she stroked his cock, milking the last of his cum from his dick.
"That was incredible Miss Smith," said Kelvin as Anna lifted her head from his spent manhood.
"This is our secret Kelvin," said Anna, "This can never happen again."
"Okay," nodded Kelvin, at that point he would have agreed to anything.
"I need to speak with your father," said Anna, her thoughts returning to the reason she was there in the first place, "I want to talk to him about this protectiveness you mentioned."
"His driver Dick is supposed to be picking me up afterschool," Kelvin told her, his eyes roaming her body, Anna didn't even notice she was still kneeling topless in front of the boy, "I'm going to visit my friend Webster tonight so you could talk to Dick, I'm sure he'll take you to see my Dad if you want."
"Thank you Kelvin," said Anna. She then leant forward again and sucked his softening cock back into her mouth, cleaning it with her tongue and lips as thanks for his help.
Kelvin reached down and stroked Anna's hair as she worked him over, this was the most incredible day of his life.
to be continued..
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Agent Hooters breathed a sigh of relief when her first day as a teacher was finally over. It had been tough going, but she had made it and got the information she needed. The worst part had been near the end of the day when the old janitor had tried to come on to her. Now as the students left the school and made their way home, Anna stepped outside and headed for the carpark where she hoped to find Kelvin's chauffeur.
Sure enough, parked near the front of the school carpark was a long, black limousine. Anna walked over to it and tapped on the drivers window. A moment later the electric window wound down and Anna looked inside to see the well dressed driver. He looked to be a rather distinguished man in his mid forties with a longish moustache and a rimmed black hat that matched his chauffeurs uniform.
"Can I help you ma'am?" he inquired politely. He couldn't help but notice the lovely view down the front of her cardigan that Anna was giving him.
"Yes," said Anna, leaning further towards the window to flash more cleavage and hopefully make him more co-operative, "Are you Dick Walker, Kelvin Doom's driver?"
"Yes, that's right, can I help you?" he replied. Anna noticed the way his uniform was stretched rather tight over his obviously well built body.
"Yes, I'm Kelvin's teacher, Miss Smith, and I need to talk to his father," said Anna.
"Where's Kelvin?" asked Walker.
"He said to tell you he was going to his friend Webster's place tonight and that you might be able to drive me to see his father," said Anna.
"Oh," said Dick in surprise, "You know I really shouldn't…"
Anna leant right down into the car now, from his view point Dick could look straight down the front of her top and see her big breasts, almost to her nipples. Anna put on her most sexy pout and husky tone of voice, "Please Mr Walker?"
"Okay Miss Smith, but if I get seen with you in the car I could lose my job."
"Shall I ride in the back then?" asked Anna, looking back at the tinted windows.
"Oh no," Walker shook his head, "That's really against company policy, you'll have to ride up front with me."
"That's fine," agreed Anna, straightening up and hurrying around the other side of the car. She hopped inside beside Walker, making sure to let her knee length skirt ride up her thighs a bit to show some leg.
Walker started up the engine and rolled the car out of the parking lot, "You'll have to keep your head down so I don't get caught," he told her. With that he reached over and grabbed the back of her head and pulled her head down into his lap. Anna was taken surprise and found herself face down in the chauffeurs lap, the bulge of his groin pressed against her nose and mouth. Anna gasped in surprise as he pushed down a little harder than needed, grinding her face into his sweaty crotch. After a few moments Walker released the pressure a bit and Anna was able to turn her head sideways so that she could breath. Dick still kept her held down against his crotch and Anna could discernibly feel his hard cock against her soft cheek.
They drove for a few moments in silence, every now and again Anna would feel his dick twitch a little against the side of her face.
"So what did you need to see Kelvin's father about?" asked Walker, one of his hands reached down between Anna's face and his lap to scratch himself.
"Ahh, I just need to talk a little about Kelvin's schoolwork," replied Anna, her voice slightly muffled.
"He's a bright kid," said Walker, glancing down at Anna's legs. Her bent over position had caused her skirt to ride up even further and most of her luscious thighs were visible to Walkers gaze.
"My pants are feeling tight," muttered Walker. Anna wasn't sure if he was talking to her or not, but she wasn't surprised as his cock felt huge against her cheek, "Lift you head a moment." Anna lifted her head up from his lap, pleased for some fresh air. Walker reached down between his legs and to Anna's shock he unzipped his fly and pulled out one of the biggest cock's she'd seen. The monster organ even rivaled the artificially enhanced Professor Nasty's schlong. Unknown to Anna the driver was in fact a retired porn star who's stagename was 'Big' Dick Walker. Anna guessed his thick manhood was close to a foot long.
"Ahhh, that's much better," sighed Big Dick, he reached over and grabbed Anna's head. Anna was staring at his colossal cock and taken by surprise as Walker shoved her face back down into his lap. She found herself face down with her head between his massive cock and his stomach. Her lips were pressed against the top of his hard shaft. Anna struggled a little and tried to turn her head, only to have the top of his shaft rub across her lips and nose. She turned back and his shaft rested against her cheek. She was between a rock and a hard place.
"Your ummm…penis is kind of in the way here," said Anna awkwardly. She was still shuffling her face around on his lap, his cock rubbing all over her face as she tried to find a comfortable position.
"Put it in your mouth and it'll be better," suggested Dick.
"What? No!" snapped Anna, a little angrily, who did he think he was? Mind you that was quite a cock he had, almost unnaturally big. Anna almost did want to taste it.
"Go on!" urged Walker, "You might as well suck me while you're down there, it's been years since I've had good head."
Walker took hold of his cock and rubbed the head against Anna's lips, she kept them clamped shut as he smeared a trail of precum over her lips. After a moments fighting Walker's hand returned to the steering wheel and Anna pushed his dick away. "I won't do anything like that!" she grimaced.
"Please," urged Walker, "After all I'm risking my job here, the least you can do is blow me. You're right down there after all."
Again Walker took hold of his cock and guided it to Anna's full lips. This time she relented and allowed her lips to be parted by the ex-porn star's thick cock. Walker let out a satisfied sigh as the head of his big cock slipped into Anna's mouth.
"Oh, that's it bitch," he moaned as Anna took hold of his cock and started to suck on him. He groaned as her tongue fluttered inside her mouth, stroking the head of his massive penis as she began to move her head up and down on him. Walker placed a strong hand on the back of her head and urged her to take more of his impressive length. Anna relaxed her mouth and sucked him deeper, his forceful hand guiding her bobbing head with increasing speed. "Oh yeah!" grunted Walker, his hips bucking up off the seat slightly as Anna began to deep throat him, taking more and more of his amazing manhood. She was doing a wonderful job, really going to town and attacking his cock.
"You are one hell of a great cocksucker bitch!" moaned Walker, and keep in mind that he used to be a porno actor so he'd had blowjobs from some of the best in the business. Dick pushed harder on the top of Anna's head making her take more and more as his hips jumped up off the seat, doing his best to fuck her face from his awkward positon. Anna was amazed they hadn't driven the car off the road yet. "Oh my God!" yelled Big Dick as Anna sucked more of his big length into her throat, working her lips all the way to the base of his cock so that her nose was nuzzling his balls, she had deep throated his entire length!
Anna retreated her lips a little, moving them over the head of his hard penis as she took hold of his cock in her hands and started stroking him into her mouth. Big Dick moaned as she worked his cock, jacking him off faster and faster into her mouth, all the while her head bobbing over the sensitive head of his monstrous dick.
"Here it comes!" he roared, his hips jumping as his cock spurted. Anna moaned as ropes of his thick cum burst against her tongue and she sucked it down eagerly. 'Big' Dick Walker had been famous in the business for his massive loads and Anna had given him the cocksucking of a lifetime. Bucket loads of hot cum eruption from his cock, fountaining into Anna's mouth and almost overflowing it. She gulped and swallowed, taking his entire load and emptying his heavy testicles.
"Oh fuck that was good," gasped Walker as Anna downed his seed. She continued to suckle the end of his penis and milk out the last of his cum with her skilled hand. "Damn bitch!" he moaned as she sat up, her lips and chin streaked with excess sperm.
It was then that Anna noticed the car had stopped. For a minute she thought they may have crashed the car off the road, but looking around she saw they were parking in front of a huge mansion. "We're here," said Walker.
Anna wiped her mouth and chin with the sleeve of her jersey and got out of the car. She turned back to Walker but he had already started the car moving off again. Oh well, here goes nothing, time to face Dr Doom. Anna knocked on the large double doors and was surprised as they were opened almost immediately. Standing there with a big smile on his face was a middle aged businessman in a grey suit. He opened his mouth as if to speak and then closed it, seemingly surprised to see Anna there.
"Oh I'm sorry," he stammered, "I was expecting my stepson Kelvin."
"Your stepson?" queried Anna in surprise, "You mean Kelvin isn't your son, you're not Dr Doom?"
The man frowned, "No, Dr Doom is my wife's ex-husband..can I help you?" he said, his tone puzzled.
Anna hesitated, she had just sucked off that driver for nothing, this was the wrong dad! "Ahh no, sorry I think I'm at the wrong place."
Kelvin's stepfather eyed up the buxom blonde, probably one of Doom's bimbo's, "Yes I think you do," he told her coldly.
Anna smiled and left, inwardly cursed at her bad luck. This mission just didn't seem to be going her way.
***
The next day Anna went through the science class almost in a daze. She was once again popular with all the male students, a couple of the bolder ones pressing close as she leant over to help them so that the side of her breast touched their arm while she spoke. She just wanted to get through the class as quickly as she could so that she could talk to Kelvin again.
The bell went just as Anna was bending to pick up one of the students fallen pencil's while the happy teenager ogled her pert ass. Anna sat at her desk while the class filed out, but to her surprise Kelvin and his friend Webster remained behind. Webster was the class nerd, big thick rimmed glasses, freckles, bracers and a pocket full of pens. He was a stereotypical geek.
"What can I do for you two boys?" asked Anna after the last of the class had left, Anna didn't want to question Kelvin about Dr Doom in front of his friend Webster. It was then that she noticed both boys were practically leering at her, their eyes full of lust and desire.
"Kelvin told me what the two of you did yesterday," said Webster, shutting the door and pressing the lock on the handle.
"I don't know what you mean," complained Anna, her voice quivering as she saw the yearning in the two eighteen years.
"Come on Miss Smith, get undressed," ordered Kelvin, sounding surprisingly forceful. Perhaps he did have some of his real father in him, after all, Anna decided.
"I don't know what it is you two have in mind, but…" Anna began to voice her protestation.
"You better do what we say Miss Smith," warned Kelvin, "Otherwise I'll report you to the principal."
Anna considered calling the boys bluff for a moment, they had no way of proving what had happened, it would be their word against hers. But then she remembered that she was undercover and could not risk drawing that much attention to herself. Besides, she needed Kelvin's help if she was going to track down Dr Doom, and the memory of Walker's large cock from the night before had lingered on her mind all morning, she was definitely hot for some action.
"Take off your clothes!" Kelvin snapped. This time Anna obeyed. Almost in a daze she unbuttoned the front of her blouse and peeling it off, she barely heard the two teenagers moans of approval as her bra covered breasts came into view. Anna then unzipped the back of her skirt and let it drop around her ankles. Moments later her bra and panties joined the rest of her clothes and she was naked before the two horny young teenagers.
"Oh wow," gasped Webster as he stared at the beautiful naked teacher, his gaze took in her massive tits, long legs and neatly trimmed pussy. Anna took a step backwards as the two horny young men closed in on her at once. Their hands were suddenly all over her, squeezing her big breasts, pinched her ass and rubbing between her legs. Moments later they stepped back, leaving Anna feeling violated, their hands having explored her luscious body.
"Get down on the floor," Kelvin told her. Anna, actually trembling with anticipation got down on her hands and knees, her voluptuous body shaking slightly.
"Now what?" she asked.
Kelvin smiled down at her as he rapidly yanked down his pants, his hard cock springing free. Anna shuddered slightly at the sight, remembering yesterday when she had drunk from the teens hard organ. Webster did the same, he was a skinny little fellow with a much smaller dick, but it was equally hard and ready. Anna remained kneeling submissively as the two teenagers positioned themselves around her, their breathing heavy. Webster kneeling in front of her to fuck her mouth and Kelvin behind to fuck her doggy style.
"Open you mouth," said Webster, his voice little more than a whisper as he placed his hands on either side of Anna's mouth. Ever since yesterday when Kelvin had told him what had happened with Miss Smith he had wanted the same, he had wanted to feel his dick in her mouth. Webster shuffled closer, the swollen head of his cock pressing against Anna's lips. Anna immediately complied, her mouth opening wide and accepting Webster's twitching cock between her lips without protest. Webster groaned loudly as his hard cock was encased in her wet mouth and she immediately began to gently suck.
Anna's body tensed as Kelvin leaned in from behind, thrusting his throbbing penis in between her legs as he finally got his wish to fuck the gorgeous teacher. Miss Smith sucked in a deep breath as the eager eighteen year old thrust his rock hard member into her yielding pussy, sliding deep within her till his hips slapped against her softly rounded buttocks. From the front of her, Webster held her face firmly, letting out a lusty grunt as he pushed his cock up between her ovalled lips along the length of her tongue and into the back of her throat.
Anna groaned around Webster's shaft, her mouth full of cock meat as Kelvin grabbed her hips and began to buck against her. Kneeling meekly between the two hungry boys she moaned at the dual penetration, both boys starting to thrust and pump as they used her squirming body to sate their lusts.
"Oh fuck she feels good," groaned Kelvin from behind her as he rammed into her tight cunt, smacking noises filling the classroom with each thrust. Incredibly her clinging pussy felt even better than her hot, sucking mouth had the day before. He got a rush of power from fucking her in this 'dog' position, his teacher willingly submitting to his desire. He looked forward, the sight of Miss Smith's face buried in Webster's loins, her lips tightly encircling his shaft, was almost enough to set him off, but Kelvin did his best to hold back and make the most of the situation.
Anna was sucking almost ravenously on Webster's cock, her tongue swirling beneath his hard length. He reached down underneath her to seize her wonderfully large tits, which he grabbed and squeezed, mauling them eagerly as she slurped on his dick.
"Oh god yes!" moaned Webster, agreeing with his friend, "I think I'm gonna burst!" Even as the words left his lips his cock exploded in Anna's mouth. He grabbed locks of Anna's blonde hair and pulled her face ruthlessly against his thrusting loins, her nose burying in his pubic hair as his cock was thrust to the hilt into her. Anna gargled around his shooting cock, swallowing as best she could to avoid choking.
"Oh fuck," grunted Kelvin in a quavering voice, "Me too!" With that he thrust harder into her pussy, his sperm shooting deep inside her. As Kelvin's seed burst from his dick Webster was humping Anna's face, pulling hard on her hair as he emptied himself into her acquiescent mouth. Anna sucked hard on Webster's relentlessly thrust cock, drinking all of his cum as Kelvin bucked and spurted into her pussy from the rear.
As their orgasms left, Anna felt their two deflated organs slipping from her ravaged body.
"Damn Kelvin, you weren't kidding," said Webster as his penis popped out of Anna's mouth with a smacking noise. He wiped his cock on her hair and got to his feet.
"I told ya she'd do it," replied Kelvin, standing up himself. The two teenagers talking as if Anna wasn't there at all.
Suddenly the door turned and someone tried to enter. Thankfully Webster had locked the door before the young pair had jumped Anna.
"Shit!" swore Kelvin, "Next period."
The three got dressed as quickly as possible, Anna doing the best she could to clean Webster's cum from her hair before she unlocked the door and let the two boys on their way. Inwardly she cursed not having the chance to speak to Kelvin about Dr Doom.
Outside Kelvin and Webster made their way to a quiet corner to talk.
"Well Kelvin, you've earned this," said Webster, handing his friend a tiny vial of liquid. A handwritten label on the vial read 'Love Potion'.
"You sure this will work?" asked Kelvin, eyeing the bottle doubtfully.
"Slip some of this in Jennifer's drink and she'll be over you like Miss Smith was on my cock," replied Webster.
Kelvin chuckled at the reference, his cock stirring a little at the mention of Jennifer's name. Jennifer Love Hewitt was the hottest girl in the school. She was an absolutely gorgeous brunette with a great figure. Her tits weren't as big as Miss Smiths, but Jennifer had a better ass and a mouth that was crying out to have a dick stuffed in it. Every boy in the school wanted to get into Jennifer's panties, but as far as Kelvin and Webster were aware, no one had gone there yet.
"What is this stuff anyway?" asked Kelvin, worried for a moment that he might end up poisoning her or something.
"My Aunt's into all sorts of herbs and stuff, this is some sort of super powerful aphrodisiac she makes. When Jennifer drinks it she'll jump the first cock she sees. Which, if you play your cards right, will be yours."
"Have you tested it?" asked Kelvin.
"It worked like a charm on Michael Dodson's older sister," replied Webster smugly.
"You have not screwed Julie Dodson!" challenged Kelvin. Julie was the beautiful older sister of their friend Michael. She was about twenty five and was a sophisticated professional lawyer.
"I did so!" asserted Webster, she likes it up the backdoor.
"No way," scoffed Kelvin, slugging his friend in the arm.
"Ow!" whined Webster, rubbing his arm, "You see. After you've fed this to Jennifer Love Hewitt you won't be doubting me."
"We'll see," laughed Kelvin, heading off to their next class before they were too late.
***
That lunchtime Kelvin made his way to the table where Jennifer was eating her lunch alone, waiting for her friends to get out of class. Jennifer wore a short, flared skirt and a tight white t-shirt that seemed to mold to the well rounded orbs of her full breasts.
"Hey what's that!?" exclaimed Kelvin as he got beside her table, pointing behind her.
Jennifer spun around to see what he was pointing to, and while she had her back to her lunch Kelvin tipped the contents of the vial of love potion into her juice.
"What?" she asked in confusion, "I can't see anything."
Kelvin shrugged, "Sorry, I thought I saw Elvis."
"Very funny," she replied sarcastically, picking up her drink and taking a long swallow. Just as she put it back down on the table a hand reached past Kelvin and grabbed the drink. He turned to see Miss Smith of all people.



"What's in here?" she asked, sniffing it suspiciously.
"Nothing Miss Smith, just juice," Jennifer assured her. Jennifer frowned a little, she was suddenly feeling rather flushed and her stomach was doing somersaults.
"Hmmm," murmured Anna doubtfully. She look a sip of the juice and sure enough it tasted fine, "Okay then, you two behave yourselves."
Kelvin breathed a sigh of relief as she moved on her way, Kelvin then turned back to Jennifer who was looking at him with a strange expression. He even noticed her gaze briefly flick down to his crotch. Son of a bitch! It looked as though Webster's magic love potion might be working! Jennifer Love Hewitt was actually checking him out.
"Hey Kelvin," said Jennifer, suddenly overcome by an urge that surprised even her, "Want to come and see my new car?" Jennifer had been given a car by her father last week as an eighteenth birthday present.
"Hell yes!" agreed Kelvin, his dick twitching as he realized Webster's potion had done the trick.
"Let's go then," said Jennifer, standing up and taking him by the hand, leading him off towards the school carpark. During school hours the car's were out of bounds so it was relatively quiet and private. Kelvin, surprised at how well the love herb had actually worked, mutely followed the hottest girl in their school to her car where they both climbed into the back seat.
No sooner had Kelvin closed the door behind him than Jennifer pounced him, her soft body crushing into his and she shoved him back into the seat and started to passionately kiss her. Kelvin's lips locked against hers, his tongue burrowing into her mouth as she kissed him with surprising passion. Kelvin let a hand drop down to squeeze her tight ass through the skirt she wore, then flipping up the back and grabbing her g-string clad ass.
"Oh God!" moaned Jennifer as they broke off their kiss and began to untuck Kelvin's shirt, "I don't know what's come over me, but I want you so much!" Jennifer yanked his shirt up to his neck and bent over him, her tongue flicking across his chest and her whole body undulating with built up lust. Kelvin couldn't believe how well the aphrodisiac worked, it was amazing. Jennifer's wonderful tongue made it's way down Kelvin's flat stomach, briefly dipping into his belly button before she practically ripped open the fly of his pants, sending the button flying across the back seat.
"Oh man," gasped Kelvin as Jennifer frantically scooped his hardened cock out of his underwear and sucked it into her mouth, attacking it with her lips and tongue. Kelvin moaned as Jennifer's head bobbed over his cock, almost taking it as much as Miss Smith had as she all but fucked his cock with her generous mouth. The pleasure was intense, despite the fact he'd fucked Miss Smith less than an hour ago, he found himself close to cumming already. With a grunt he reached down and pulled Jennifer up off his cock, the stiff organ popping free with a smacking noise as Jennifer reluctantly released it from her mouth.
Jennifer breathed deeply, her ample bosom heaving as she sat back on the seat, squirming with lust. She reached up under her skirt and yanked down her panties, staring lustfully at Kelvin the entire time. "I'm gonna ride you like you've never been ridden before," she panted, reaching over to stroke his hard cock.
"Come and get some then," urged Kelvin, enjoying her aggression. Jennifer didn't need to be told twice, she moved forward, straddling the teenager and aiming his erection at her pussy. She let out a scream of pleasure as she lowered herself down onto him, his thick cock filling her clutching womanhood.
"Oh my God!" she gasped, rocking her hips and slowly moving on him. Kelvin immediately reached up and cupped her sizeable tits through her shirt, squeezing them as she ground her hips and rode his cock. Jennifer let out a gasp as Kelvin's hands found her nipples through the clothing and pinched hard on them. She then began to move higher up and down on his cock, bouncing with lust and driving him hard. Kelvin slid his hands up under her shirt and grabbed her bare breasts, kneading them roughly and jerking his own hips upwards to meet her bucking loins.
"Damn!" swore Jennifer, "If I'd known you were suck a good fuck I would have had you months ago!" she gasped, bouncing on his cock. Suddenly she let out a high pitched squeal, her hips bucking wildly as she came. Kelvin's hands dropped from her breasts to her hips as he held her tight while she rode out an amazing orgasm on him.
"Holy shit! That was incredible!" she moaned as she began to come down, her hips slowly their manic pumping, "Did you cum too?" she asked breathlessly.
"Not yet," replied Kelvin, his hands rolling around to grab her ass and squeeze the tight cheeks of her buttocks.
"You like my ass?" she asked, still slowly rocking on him.
Kelvin's hands kneaded her ass, "It's fantastic!"
"You wanna fuck it?" she asked, her voice filled with lust.
"Really?" asked Kelvin in surprise. He'd seen it a couple of times in porno's but didn't think he'd ever get the chance himself. The idea really intrigued him and his cock twitched a little as she mentioned it.
"Yes Kelvin," she breathed, "I want you to fuck me up the ass!" As she spoke Jennifer rose up off him and turned around so that she was on her hands and knees on the car seat, facing away from Kelvin with her ass presented to him.
Kelvin gave a low murmur of lust and got up on his knee's behind the gorgeous teenager. He grabbed hold of her hips, aiming his throbbing shaft at her puckered asshole. His cock was already dripping with precum and pussy juice, so was well lubricated.
"Do it!" urged Jennifer, still overcome with lust from the aphrodisiac she had drunk.
Kelvin let out a gargled grunt of lust as he thrust his cock up into Jennifer's ass, burying the better part of half his shaft up her rear. Jennifer screamed with a mixture of pleasure and pain, burrowing her buttocks backwards to meet his lunge. Kelvin held her hips tightly and rocked against her, pushing his cock deeper and deeper as Jennifer's anal passage relaxed and allowed the deeper penetration of his throbbing penis.
"Oh God!" moaned Kelvin, "You're so tight Jennifer!" he gasped, thrusting against the gorgeous white ass of the pretty student. Jennifer moaned in response and pushed back against him, forcing him further into her, he was now buried to the hilt in the best butt in the school. Kelvin grunted and pumped her hard, bucking wildly as he felt his lust rising and his climax approaching with each lunge. His hips plunged faster as his cock sawed in and out of her, the friction incredible again the steel shaft of his penis. "I'm coming!" moaned the young teenager, slapping his hand across the exposed flank of the pretty woman kneeling in front of him.
"Oh yes!" moaned Jennifer, "Fill me up Kelvin, cum in my ass!" said Jennifer, overwhelmed with raw desire. At that moment, Kelvin twitched, his cock forcing it's way deep inside her and he held it there, this manhood spasming and bursting, cum flooding into Jennifer's bowels. The brunette screamed with her second orgasm, joining Kelvin's moans of climax with her own cries.
Kelvin's mind sped with thoughts as he shot his seed into the incredible ass of Jennifer Love Hewitt. What a day it had been. First Miss Smith's cunt and now Jennifer's ass, his dick had been to heaven twice in one day.
Chapter Three
Anna Nicole Smith strode out of the cafeteria and down one of the hallways of the school. The juice she had drunk was having a funny effect on her, her vision was blurring and her head swimming. Although her reaction from the small sip was nothing like Jennifer's she was still feeling rather horny from the taste of the love potion.
"You okay Miss Smith?" asked a voice suddenly. Anna turned towards the sound and looked through her blurry vision to see Ted, the old black janitor who had tried to ask her out to dinner the day before.
"Oh, it's you Ted," she said, frowning in confusion as her mind did what it could to make sense of her current state.
"Do you need to sit down?" Ted asked her, his voice full of concern.
"Yes," murmured Anna absently, "I think that's a good idea."
"Okay ma'am come with me," said Ted, taking her by the arm and leading her to the large, walk in janitor closet that was Ted's office. He put an arm around the curve of her hip and pulled her close, the side of her breast brushing against his upper arm.
"I don't know what's come over me," mumbled Anna as Ted helped her onto the tatty old couch he kept in his office. As she sat down her skirt rode up her creamy thighs quite a way, but she was too distracted to pull it down.
"Probably the heat Miss Smith," said Ted, eyeing her long legs and the large swell of her full bosom in the blouse she wore.
"Yes," nodded Anna, fanned her hand in front of her face, "You're right again. And please call me Anna," she added. Ted's eyes went wide as Anna unfastened the top two buttons of her blouse to cool off a little. This exposed a little of the upper swells of her generous breasts.
"Would you like a glass of water or something Anna?" asked Ted, noticing her kick off her high heeled shoes. The movement once again attracted his attention to her shapely legs.
"Yes please," nodded Anna, she found herself looking hard at the janitor. He was about a sixty year old black man, yet for some reason she couldn't even begin to explain she felt herself attracted to him. She liked the way he looked at her exposed legs and cleavage, and she noticed the sizeable bulge between his legs. In her experience what they said about black men's packages was 100% true. Anna licked her lips seductively as he got her a glass of water, she then flicked her hair out of her face, both movements were unconsciously aimed to incite the interest of the older black janitor.
As Ted handed the water to the lovely relief teacher her hand slipped and the glass tipped over, spilling it's contents all over Anna's white blouse. She gave a shriek of surprise as the cold water splashed over her chest, instantly soaking the thin cotton and making it almost transparent. Ted's eyes were immediately glued to her chest, where the wet material clung to her ample curves, leaving little to the imagination as his eyes feasted on her large breasts and hard nipples.
"Ahh shit! Sorry," stammered Ted, "Ahh..give me the top and I'll put it over the boiler, should be dry within quarter of an hour."
"Good idea Ted," nodded Anna, sitting forward on the couch and unbuttoning her blouse without a care for modesty. Ted's eyes went wide as saucers as Anna peeled off the blouse, beneath she wore a relatively skimpy bra from which her massive boobs bulged impressively. Anna handed Ted her blouse and then glanced down at her bra which was also soaked. "Oh crap, this is wet as well." Before Ted could say anything further Anna reached behind her and unhooked her bra, peeling the wet lace from her breasts so that she was sitting topless in front of him.
"Oh wow," murmured Ted softly as he took Anna's clothes from her, his eyes never leaving her large naked tits. The janitor licked his lips and moved across the room, hanging her blouse and bra above the water heater.
Anna smiled seductively at the janitor, noticing the swelling between his legs growing even further as he gazed at her topless body. Ted, knowing a great opportunity when he saw one, moved over to the closet door and locked it before heading back over to sit beside the topless teacher on the couch. Anna patted his thigh as he sat down, almost making him jump out of his skin in surprise, Ted's penis was a steel pole.
"Are you still hot?" asked Ted, his eyes dropping to her bare breasts as he spoke.
"Not anymore," said Anna, her hand unconsciously rubbing higher on Ted's leg. Although she didn't realize what she was doing, Ted was painfully aware of the fact her warm hand was only a few inches from his swelling crotch. "In fact I'm feeling much better," said Anna, "Thank you Ted," she continued, her hand edging higher.
"Oh God," groaned the old janitor as Anna's hand slid right up between his legs, cupping the throbbing bulge of his crotch. Anna, overcome by lust at the feel of the sudden trembling package against her palm gave him a squeeze.
"Oh my," breathed Anna, feeling the heat and size of his member. Without another word she reached to his groin with both hands and carefully unzipped the fly of his pants. Ted moaned a little as Anna slipped a soft hand into the front of his pants and reached for his cock. She squeezed the stiffened snake and drew it out of his pants. His huge black cock was fully erect at close to 9 inches. "Oh my," repeated Anna, the aphrodisiac she had accidentally drunk taking over her self control. The topless teacher leaned over Ted's lap and sucked on the large head of his hard cock. "Mmmffth," she mumbled, her mouth full of his cock as her head started to bob over his lap, taking more of his erection into her wet mouth. Ted leaned back on the couch, moaning with pleasure and hardly able to believe what was happening. Here was this sexy, voluptuous young woman sucking his cock, when yesterday she had barely given him the time of day.
Suddenly Anna pulled up from his lap and stood up, "I'm so sorry," she apologized, seeming to realize what she was doing, "I don't know what came over me." Anna started for the door but found it locked.
Ted was immediately on his feet and standing behind her, his cock still poking straight out through his pants, the head smeared with precum and Anna's saliva. "Don't go," he begged, his hands on Anna's waist. Anna leant back against him, her soft ass pressing back against his dick. Ted's hands slid up to grab and squeeze her huge breasts, rolling the massive globes around with his palms. Anna moaned, completely aroused as Ted mauled at her tits.
The janitor gave a groan and then spun her around, pushed her forward towards his desk. Anna's thighs pressed against the edge of the desk and she felt Ted pushing her forward, bending her over the desk.
"I know you want this," he said, tugging her skirt up over her ass, revealing her skimpy bikini panties.
"Yessss!" moaned Anna as Ted ripped down her panties and squeezed the firm cheeks of her ass, "Fuck me with your black cock!"
Ted let out a small whimper of lust and aimed the tip of his cock at her exposed pussy, rubbing the head up and down over her lips and causing Anna's entire body to tremble.
"Shove it in!" gasped Anna, panting with desire.
Ted grunted as he thrust forward with his hips, driving his hard cock deep into Anna's aching cunt. The busty secret agent groaned with satisfaction as his big penis filled her. Ted held her hips and started to pump hard against her, each thrusting motion sending his dick in to the hilt and each withdrawal taking his cock all the way out of her, pleasuring her with the entire 9 inches of his manhood. "Oh fuck yes!" groaned Anna, she wouldn't last long, her curvaceous body was already trembling.
Ted placed one hand on the small of her back to hold her as he aggressively fucked her, bucking hard and deep. His other hand slapped her ass, leaving a pink handprint. "Oh yeah baby," he grunted, driving harder and faster. Anna was gasping, enjoying the animalistic humping the old black janitor was giving her.
"Yes!" screamed Anna loudly, her hips driving back against Ted's pelvic thrusts.
"Yes!" she moaned, the janitors hand slapping down again of her buttocks, his cock surging within her.
"Yes!" she screamed again, her whole body exploding with pleasure as her orgasm hit. Ted continued to thrust back and forth into her as Anna rode her climax, her pussy clutching his erection and her juices flowing. Anna moaned and gasped for air, grinding her nipples into the desk and her hips back against Ted.
Ted, feeling his own orgasm close, pulled out of Anna's pussy. She gasped at the sudden friction and empty feeling. Ted spun her around and pushed her down to her knees. Anna submissively let him lead. The janitor flopped his trembling cock onto her chest, between her mountainous breasts. He reached down and squeezed and seized her massive boobs, pushing them together around his dick, forming a tight sheath. He then began to rock his hips, pumping his penis up and down in the valley of her cleavage, titfucking her. Anna moaned softly with pleasure, enjoying the feeling of his hot, hard cock against her soft tits.
"Here it comes!" warned Ted, squeezing down hard on her tits as his cock slid back and forth between them. He arched his back, shoving his cock hard between her breasts as it trembled and the end spurted his seed. Cum shot up between Anna's ample tits, splashing over her upper chest, neck and chin. The janitor's explosion was huge, extraordinary quantities of hot cum bursting over Anna. Ted released her breasts and leant back, taking his shooting cock in one hand and milking it over her tits. A few more ropes of cum shot directly onto Anna's breasts, leaving her drenched in the stuff. Ted slapped the end of his cock against one breast, then the other, the last few drops of his seed falling on her chest.
"Clean me," ordered Ted, raising the tip of his cum-smeared cock and brushing it across Anna's lips. The secret agent tamely did as she was commanded, parting her lips and letting him push his spent member into her mouth. She sucked softly on the shrinking organ, her tongue fluttering over it's length and lapping up the last traces of sperm. After a few minutes Ted stepped back, his cock popping from Anna's mouth.
"Oh God," murmured Anna, standing up and pulling up her panties from around her ankles where Ted had left them, "I can't believe we just did that."
Ted smiled, watching as Anna pushed her skirt back down over her legs, "You were a good fuck Miss Smith."
"Ahh," stammered Anna, "Thank you Ted." She retrieved her blouse and bra, using a towel to clean the massive amounts of his cum from her breasts and chin before getting dressed.
"Same time tomorrow?" asked Ted as he unlocked the door and let her out.
"We'll see," Anna replied cryptically. With any luck she wouldn't still be at the school tomorrow. What on earth had happened to her, she wondered inwardly. For some reason she had just been overcome with lust. Ted had just been lucky enough to be the owner of the first cock she had encountered.
"Bye Ted," said Anna, heading off to her next class, walking a little funny after the thorough fucking the janitor had given her.
"Bye Miss Smith."
***
Anna finished up her last class a few minutes early and surprised them all by being the first out the door. She quickly made her way to the school carpark, hoping to catch Kelvin Doom before he left, and hopefully without his friend Webster there. She did not want a repeat of their lunchtime activities.
She reached the carpark just in time to see Kelvin climbing into a long white limousine. It was a different vehicle to the one she had seen yesterday and it was not 'Big' Dick Walker behind the wheel. Instead the driver was a stunning blonde in a tight black mini-dress and stiletto heels. The blonde bimbo shut the door behind Kelvin and went into the drivers seat. Could this be the limo of Kelvin's real father Dr Doom?
Anna ran across the school yard, drawing a few stares at her massive, jiggling tits inside her blouse. She jumped in her own car and slammed it into gear, stepping on the accelerator to make sure she didn't lose track of the white limo. Anna smiled with satisfaction as the vehicle went in the opposite direction from where Big Dick had taken her yesterday. (not that she had seen a lot from her point of view in Walker's lap).
The limo drove clear across town to a fair ground of all places. The Ferris Wheel towered above the carpark as Anna pulled her car to a stop about a hundred meters from where the blonde had parked the limousine. Anna's heart sank, Kelvin was obviously just going out for some fun, not to his real father after all.



"It can't be…" whispered Anna in amazement as she saw the person getting out of the car behind Kelvin. He was a distinguished looking man in an expensive suit, his head was shaven and he had a neatly trimmed goatee. "Dr Doom?" said Anna in surprise.
Sure enough, it was Kelvin's real father that got out of the car behind Kelvin, patting the shapely ass of the blonde chauffeur as she shut the door behind them. Anna, watched as Dr Doom linked arms with the bimbo and the three of them headed for the amusement park.
"Dr Doom taking his son to a Funpark?" Anna muttered to herself. Was she dreaming? Well, no matter what their purpose was, Anna had a job to do. The secret agent locked her car and followed the trio into the park, her mind racing as she tried to decide the best way to take the villain into custody.
Anna closed the gap between them and was about to make her move when the three of them suddenly went onto a ride. It was some Ghost-boat ride, where boats floated slowly around through dark tunnels and fake ghosts and the like would jump out at them. The highschool kids nicknamed it as 'Lovers Tunnel' for the ride was slow and long enough to make out on. Anna noticed with a smile to herself that Kelvin stole a grope of the buxom chauffeurs lovely ass while she climbed onto the boat. He certainly was a frisky young fellow, Anna had to give him that.
"Aww man," moaned Kelvin as the blonde bimbo and his father started hugging and kissing on the boat beside him. They had done this a number of times in the past and Kelvin always made a show of hating it, not that it stopped his father of course. In reality Kelvin got a kick out of it. While his father kissed and groped whatever young woman he brought along they were always too sidetracked to notice Kelvin's own busy hands. Dr Doom had his tongue down the blonde's throat and a hand up her skirt and between her legs as they kissed. Kelvin meanwhile reached sideways and grabbed the blonde's lovely looking ass. As he slipped a hand up under her skirt and stroked her g-string clad posterior he couldn't help but be reminded of earlier that day when he'd fucked Jennifer Love Hewitts sexy ass. Kelvin felts his crotch harden for a third time that day. He slipped his hand up the blonde drivers side and around to cup and squeeze her big tits, reminded of Miss Smith's big ones. It's been quite a good few days, he through to himself as he groped the ample melon.
Anna caught off guard by the quick change in direction of Dr Doom hurried to get into the boat that followed Doom's boat. It had already started moving when Anna reached the top of the stairs so she pushed past the ticket collector and made a run for the boat. To her dismay the boat was already occupied.
"Mind if I join you?" she asked whoever was inside, leaning down towards the window of the boat's door.
Inside the second boat a guy and his girlfriend were already in a heated makeout session. As soon as they had got into the boat the gorgeous brunette had stripped off her shirt and she was already on her knees in front of her boyfriend, deep throating his cock while he leaned over and played with her bare tits. At the sound of Anna's voice he turned in surprise at the window, seeing nothing but Anna's enormous breasts, swelling against her tight white blouse. Not having to think twice opened the door and encouraged Anna inside, all the while the brunette diligently continued sucking him off, never once pausing.
As soon as the door opened Anna leapt inside, peering through the window to make sure Dr Doom's boat was still in sight. She then looked to see who she had joined in the boat and almost screamed in surprise as she saw the semi-naked woman giving her boyfriend and mind-blowing blow job. Anna gasped aloud, staring in surprise at the gorgeous, well endowed girl, submissively on her knees in front of the man. He was rather plain looking, nothing spectacular, leaving Anna to briefly wonder why the sensational brunette was so passionately swallowing his cock.
"Get your clothes off if you want to stay," said the man.
"I don't…" Anna began to protest as the guy dropped a hand to the top of the brunette's head, guided her faster and deeper over his penis.
"If you want to stay you have to join us," said the man, somehow sensing Anna's desperation.
Anna nodded, still distracted as she continually glanced to watch Dr Doom's boat, not really caring what was happening in her boat.
"Get them off or get off!" repeated the man. Anna snapped her attention back to the boat and realized she would be best to keep the man happy if she wanted to stay on Dr Doom's tail. Anna quickly obliged and stripped down to her thong.
Keeping his cock deep in the brunette's hot mouth the man shuffled closer to Anna, reaching out to grab her ample tits. As he eagerly mauled them Anna glanced down at the woman between his legs and realized why she was doing what she was doing. The man was hung like a horse. It was a little hard to judge as his dick spent most of it's time in the woman's mouth, but Anna guessed he was at least a foot long if not bigger, and he was thick too. The man had one of the most beautiful cock's Anna had ever seen and she felt herself actually getting turned on as she stared at his giant cock and he played with her tits. Anna watched in awe as his busty brunette girlfriend pulled the cock all the way out of her mouth and then bobbed forward, swallowing the entire stiffened pole in one motion.
As Anna's eyes were glued to the show between his legs, then guy leant forward to suck on one of her nipples, his hands squeezing and pinched at her big breasts the whole time. "You've got a great rack babe," he said, then returned his hungry mouth to her nipple. After a moment more he pulled the brunette up off his cock, "Jenn, why don't you let our new friend here have a turn?"
The brunette looked up at Anna, seeing her for the first time as she had been so caught up in the man's big cock. She gave Anna a look of jealousy as she slid his thick organ from between her lips. While Anna went to her knees beside Jenn, the brunette gave the tip of the massive penis a brief kiss goodbye then dropped down to work on his balls as Anna took hold of the limb-like cock in her soft hand. Anna paused for a moment, holding his big cock and staring at it with hunger. Whether it was a lingering side effect of the aphrodisiac she had drunk earlier, or just the sight of the massive cock, either way Anna was as horny as hell. She leant forward and began licking the bulbous head of his cock in a swirling motion while she jacked his broad shaft with both hands. The man reached down with a grunt of desire and grabbed the back of Anna's head, tugging her forward as his hips surged up off the boat's seat, eager to bury his cock in this gorgeous blondes throat. Anna submitted her mouth to him, letting him slide his huge cock in between her succulent lips, along her tongue and right into the back of her throat.
"Oh fuck yes!" groaned the man, holding her head firmly and pumping it up and down on his shaft a couple of times. After a few moments he pulls her up off his shaft.
"I wanna fuck your tits!" he told the two busty beauties on their knees before him, worshipping his cock. He immediately pulled Anna closer, Jenn retreating from his balls as he stuck his hard cock between Anna's ample tits.
Dr Doom completely forgotten for a moment, Anna squeezed her massive tits together and pumped them rapidly over his cock, doing her best to get him off as she wanked his dick with her pillow-like breasts. She bent over as her large melons worked his cock, licking the throbbing head each time it appeared at the top of her deep cleavage.
After a few moments of using Anna's giant funbags he stopped her and pulled Jenn in between his legs. Anna crawled back as he nestled his cock between the lovely brunette's equally ample boobs. Jenn went wild, mashing her tits onto his shaft as she licked at his cockhead, swirling it in her sucking mouth while her fleshy jugs rubbed his cock. The man, sensing his impending explosion pulled Jenn up onto his lap. Jenn straddled his big dick, facing towards Anna and letting out a low moan as she lowered herself down onto him. Anna immediately darted forward as Jenn began to ride the man's impressive organ, bending between his legs to lap at his bouncing testicles while he thrust up at Jenn's pussy. Anna worked her way upwards over Jenn's sensational body, grabbing her big tits and mauling them as she licked on her hard nipples.
Suddenly the brunette arched her back, grinding her chest into Anna's sucking mouth as she was flooded by an intense orgasm. The guy let her ride it out on his cock for a few moments before her lifted her off him. "You're turn now blondie," he said to Anna as the secret agent helpfully removed her g-string, eager to get what Jenn had just received.
Anna straddled the guy's legs, preparing to mount him just as Jenn had done, but he had other plans entirely. As she lowered herself down towards him he aimed his cock further back, the organ, slick with Jenn's juices plunged into Anna's ass. The blonde agent let out a lust-filled moan as he jammed his penis all the way into her ass. Anna, amazed she had been able to take the big dick in her ass groaned with pleasure. At the same time Jenn quickly found Anna's pussy, her tongue licking hungrily at Anna's cunt. The man took hold of Anna's hips and started thrusting up against Anna's ass, lifting her up and bouncing her on his cock with each lunge.
"Oh my!" gasped Anna, fucking back against him. One of his hands rose up from her hip to squeeze a huge breast. Anna's own hand moved to her other breast, squeezing and massaging as she rode his stiff pole. Anna was on the brink of orgasm as the man started moaning, his cock thrusting harder than ever. He grunted and slammed her all the way down onto his long cock, sending Anna over the edge. His cock tightened and burst, spurting shot after shot of cum into Anna's rectum. As Anna's own orgasm clutched her he seemingly shot a gallon of cum into her ass. Their joint orgasm spent, Anna felt him lean back on the seat, his cock softening slightly.
Anna lay her weight back on the man for a moment, then lifted herself up off him. Anna, suddenly remembering her mission glanced through the front window of the gently rocking boat to check on Dr Doom. To her surprise she saw the three of them clambering out of the boat onto a stone ledge Anna hadn't even spotted.
"Shit! They're on the move!" said Anna as she saw them disappear through a door there.
Anna leant over and passionately kissed Jenn, who was lying exhausted on the floor of the boat. Her tongue darted briefly into Jenn's mouth and Anna gave the brunettes breasts a quick squeeze. Just as their boat was nearing the ledge, Anna gave the big dicked man a hungry kiss goodbye, sucking his soft cock briefly into her mouth before she leapt off onto the ledge, leaving her clothes in the boat. She left the pair in the boat exactly how she had found them, Jenn having taking over from where Anna left, slurping his hardening penis into her warm mouth.
Anna meanwhile crept up to the door, pleased that all the noises from the ghosts and other machinery would mask her approach.
"Well, here goes nothing," she told herself, readying for action. Taking a deep breath Anna yanked the door open and burst into the room on the otherside.
Inside was a small office that Dr Doom obviously used as a secret base of operations. The opposite wall was filled with monitors that were all currently blank, and he had a small desk not far from the entry. Kelvin was sitting on the opposite side of the office, reading a magazine while Dr Doom was talking to someone on the telephone. His blonde assistant was on her knees under Dr Doom's desk, sucking dutifully on his cock. She gave a start as the naked secret agent burst into the room and almost bit his dick off.
"Agent Hooters!" exclaimed Dr Doom in surprise, Anna was herself a little surprised that he recognized her.
"Miss Smith?" said Kelvin, equally surprised. Both him and his father looked at each other in confusion, surprised that they recognized the naked woman.
"Kill her Michelle," Dr Doom said to his assistant as she sat up, wiping the smear of his precum from her lips.
"With pleasure," replied the buxom blonde, standing up and starting towards Anna. Kelvin watched on in stunned surprise as his father's drive moved to attack his science teacher.
"I am going to enjoy watching you die Agent Hooters," said Dr Doom, zipping up his fly and leaning back in his chair to enjoy the show.
"Don't count on it Dr Doom!" retorted Anna, sizing up her opponent. At that moment Michelle lashed out with a kick, her stiletto heeled shoe whipping out in a wide arc towards Anna's face. The secret agent swayed backwards out of range of the vicious kick, then countered with one of her own, her foot jabbing out at Michelle's stomach. The blonde gasped as Anna kicked the air out of her lungs. Agent Hooters then leapt forward, making the most of her advantage, slamming her fist into Michelle's jaw and sending her reeling backwards. A series of quick jabs then dropped Michelle like a rock.
"Bitch!" yelled Dr Doom, his voice filled with rage at the ease in which Anna had dispatched his bodyguard. The villain snatched up a long bladed knife from his top drawer and tackled the naked secret agent. Anna managed to catch his wrist in one hand as the knife swung towards her throat, but she lost her balance in the process, the two of them falling to the floor.
Kelvin watching on, his eyes wide with fear as his father wrestled with his teacher, the woman who he'd fucked only hours earlier. Dr Doom, the stronger of the two managed to get himself on top so that he was straddling Anna's torso, pinning her to the ground. He had the knife pointed down at her throat, only stopped by her hands desperately clinging to his wrists and trying to stop him. Grunting with exertion Dr Doom started to apply all his weight and strength down on the knife, trying to pin Anna to the ground with it. Anna cried out as she felt herself weakening, but she desperately fought back, keeping the knife inches from her soft neck.
"Help me son!" called out Dr Doom to Kelvin who had stood up, trying to see if he could stop them.
"No Kelvin!" cried out Anna frantically, "Do the right thing, you know your father is a villain."
Kelvin snatched up a heavy paper weight from his fathers desk, it was made of solid rock. Kelvin stood over the pair, the rock raised as he hesitated, unsure what to do.
"Kill her!" yelled his father, grunting and pushing down harder on the knife.
Anna, almost overcome could barely speak as she tried to keep the knife away, "No Kelvin, please."
"Do it!" yelled his father angrily.
And then Kelvin acted. He dashed down with the rock with all his strength. The heavy paper weight slammed into the back of his father's skull, immediately knocking him out and sending him sprawling across the room.
Anna closed her eyes and breathed a deep sigh of relief.
"Are you okay Miss Smith?" asked Kelvin, looking down at the naked secret agent with concern.
"Oh yes Kelvin," she said, sitting up, "Yes I am Kelvin." With that she clutched him tight and hugged him into her bosom. Kelvin happily allowed his face to be clutched to Anna's ample tits, who said the bad guys always got the girls?
Epilogue
Anna Nicole Smith walked boldly into the adult shop, ignoring the lustful gazes the handful of men there shot her way. She was dressed in a skimpy black dress that was slit up both sides all the way to her hips, displaying most of her long, sleek legs. The neckline of the gown plunged incredibly low, almost to her belly button. It left her ample boobs mostly bare, coming a few millimeters short of exposing her nipples.
As per her instructions, Anna went straight to the back of the shop where there was a line of viewing booths for adult movies. Anna went to the booth right at the end of the line where the information was supposed to be waiting for her.
She gingerly took a seat in the booth and deposited a few quarters into the coinbox. A movie started up on the screen in front of her that depicted a large breasted blonde on her hands and knees sucking a well endowed black cock. The black man clutched the blondes hair tightly and was fucking her face with some force, causing her big tits to jiggle enticingly. Anna ignored the movie and looked around the booth for a sign of the information.
The booth was empty, the only distinguishing feature was a hole about half way up the wall. Anna peeked through and found herself looking at the lower half of a man. He had his pants down around his ankles and was stroking his erect penis.
"Do you have the information?" Anna whispered through the hole. The man jumped in surprise and looked down at her, peering through the hole. Anna frowned, this was all rather strange, but she had been told the information would be waiting in this booth.
The man grunted something that Anna didn't quite catch and then pushed his erect penis straight at the whole. Anna jerked her head back in surprise as he jabbed it through the hole, almost poking her in the eye.
He remained like that for a moment, his hard cock jutting through the hole and Anna just staring at it in surprise, not sure what to do.
Anna then heard another insistent grunt from the man and knew what he wanted. The buxom secret agent gingerly reached up and took hold of the man's cock, gently stroking it a few times and causing him to emit a satisfied groan.
"This had better be good information," Anna sighed, leaning forward and sucking on the end of his hard cock. It was a strange sensation, eagerly sucking on this disembodied cock that jutted through the wall, her mouth bobbing over the organ, thrusting it deeper and deeper between her wet lips. Anna pulled off and licked her tongue all over the head, lapping up the first drops of precum and then swirling her tongue along the underside of the shaft.
The man gave another grunt of pleasure as Anna took hold of the shaft and sucked throbbing head deep between her lips. The man bucked a little against the wall, his cock plunging deeper into her throat, but the wall stopped him from really fucking her mouth. Anna made up for this however, attacking his cock with her velvety mouth, sucking furiously and sliding her lips rapidly up and down the hard shaft. The man moaned loudly from the other side of the wall and Anna could tell he was close. Her lips retreated to the end of his cock and she sucked heavily as her hand rapidly stroked the shaft, jerking him off into her mouth.
There was a sudden strangled yelp as the man's cock spurted, his hot cum shooting straight into Anna's throat as she swallowed rapidly. The man groan and his cock jerking, rope after rope of his seed bursting over Anna's tongue.
"Hmmm," moaned Anna as she drank the last few spurts down, her tongue them lapping over his cock and cleaning him.
"Oh God that was good," groaned the man as she released his spent cock from her mouth.
"Okay, now the information," said Anna.
"What?" replied the man, zipping up.
"The information!" insisted Anna, a little angrily. She had just sucked his cock, the least he could do was tell her where the information was.
"Don't know what you mean," shrugged the man, he then turned and left the booth.
Anna swore and stepped out of her own booth, grabbing the man and demanded he tell her the information.
"What are you talking about lady?" he asked her innocently.
Then Anna's face went pale, she suddenly recognized the man in front of her. It was the same fellow who had posed as Gary Baylor in the Topless Bar a few days earlier. And once again he had gotten a free blowjob out of her.



"You son of a…" began Anna, but then he was off again. Oh well, at least she had caught Dr Doom…
THE END
Note from the author: I hope you enjoyed the latest Agent Hooters adventure. I'd just like to give thanks to all the readers who contributed their wonderful ideas after reading the Back In Time story. Whether or not your idea's were used here I really enjoyed what you all wrote. And if I did use your idea I hope I did it justice.
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It was Billy Johnson's eighteenth birthday and his parents, Mr and Mrs Johnson were sitting in the lounge of their home discussing how to celebrate their son finally becoming a man.
"William's finally a man Howard," said Sharon to her husband, she always called him by his full name William, even though he preferred Billy and that's what everyone called him. Sharon Johnson was in fact Billy's stepmother. The beautiful blonde thirty one year old had married her older, fifty two year old husband after his first wife, Billy's real mother had died. Sharon was a natural, busty beauty. She was a real Californian beach babe. Sun bleached blonde hair, ample breasts, a great ass and long, long legs. For the four years she had been married to Howard their sex life had been incredible, although she always felt a little uncomfortable showing affection around Billy, the poor teenager always looked at her with lustful eyes. The skimpy outfits Howard always bought for her to wear probably didn't help.
"Not a man yet," replied Howard, strumming his fingers on his chin as if deep in reflection. He looked thoughtfully at his gorgeous wife. He and Sharon had just returned from a Sunday lunch with some of Howard's work colleagues and Sharon was dressed in a pair of skintight pink trousers and a white low cut halter top that displayed her ample double D breasts. Howard loved the way all his colleagues stared at his wife and lusted after her. It was actually a secret fantasy of his to see his beautiful wife with another man.
"He's eighteen," replied Sharon, "That makes him a man in my books."
"Not until he's been with a woman."
Sharon smiled, thinking for a moment that her husband was kidding, but he looked back at her with a serious expression, "Come on Howard, give him a break." Howard often hassled his son about getting a girlfriend, but Billy had either never really shown much interest, or wasn't good with the ladies. Sharon suspected the later as she'd found a small pile of pornographic magazines under his bed one day while cleaning his room.
"I'm serious!" said Howard, "I don't even think he's kissed a girl, let alone fucked one."
"Howard!" scolded Sharon, she didn't like him using foul language. Despite her good looks and sexual appetite Sharon was a bit of a prude at heart.
"I've decided to get him laid for his birthday," said Howard, "Make sure he's taught how to be with a woman."
"What?" replied Sharon, taken by surprise, "You're gonna get him a hooker or something?"
"No," said Howard matter of factly, "You're going to show him."
Sharon froze with shock and went pale, "No...what are you saying?" She had never refused her older husband anything.
"I want you to teach Billy about sex." The way Howard spoke made it very clear to Sharon that her husband had already made up his mind.
"I...I can't"
"You can and you will," Howard said firmly, "This will be perfect. I will tell my son how to be with a woman and you will help us. It's perfect!"
Sharon wasn't so sure, but she did not want to refuse her husband. The blonde woman swallowed rather nervously and remained silent.
"Perfect," repeated Howard Johnson rubbing his hands together.
***
That evening Billy was sulking in the corner of the lounge watching TV. He had asked permission to go around to a friend's place to play on his Playstation but had been refused.
"It's your birthday and we're going to spend some quality time together as a family!" his father had insisted. The only upside as far as Billy was concerned was that his stepmother was wearing a particularly tight t-shirt that displayed her large breasts to perfection. Time to time through the evening Billy stole glances in her direction.
So Billy watched TV all night in an angry silence, until finally around 10 o'clock his father switched it off.
"We need to talk son," he said.
Billy groaned inwardly and reluctantly swiveled his chair around to face his father, "What?"
"Do you have a girlfriend Billy?" his father asked him.
"Dad!" groaned Billy, blushing a little. Talking about his sex life in front of his father and his sexy stepmother was the last thing he wanted to do on his birthday.
"Answer the question!" snapped his father.
"No I don't."
"That's okay son," replied his father, his tone surprisingly soft, "Are you still a virgin?"
Billy sensed what was coming, "Dad, we get taught about the birds and the bees in school, you don't need to give me that talk now that I'm eighteen."
"I'm not going to give you a talk," explained Howard Johnson, "Just answer my question, have you fucked a girl yet?"
Billy's blush deepened and he stole a quick glance over at his stepmom. Sharon seemed to be looking on with a somewhat resigned expression and listening intently. Billy sighed, "Yes I'm still a virgin."
"Okay son," his father nodded, appearing to have come to some decision, "You would have noticed that me and Sharon haven't given you your birthday present yet?"
Billy nodded, curious to find out what his father was getting to.
"I have decided that I'm going to teach you about being with a woman," his father announced in a matter of fact tone.
"Wh...what do you mean?" Billy asked uncertainly, he glanced at his stepmom who had a look just as nervous as his own.
"Sharon and me are going to show you about making love. I'm going to let you fuck Sharon and she's going to make you a man."
"Oh wow!" breathed Billy, shocked at what his father had planned. Billy looked over at his gorgeous stepmother and she nodded at him a little uncertainly.
"Okay Sharon," said Howard, turning to his wife, "Stand up please."
Sharon submissively did as instructed while Howard turned back to his son, "Your stepmother is a very beautiful woman Billy, you are lucky to have this opportunity."
"Yes sir," nodded Billy, visibly shaking with anticipation and nervousness.
"Okay darling, take off your shirt," Howard said to his wife. Sharon, her eyes submissively downcast untucked her t-shirt and yanked it up over her head. Billy's eyes went wide at the sight of her lovely big tits encased in a skimpy white bra. The ample mounds welled up above her seemingly too-tight bra and it looked as though they were about to burst free. "Now your pants," Howard instructed her as Billy watched on in amazement. Sharon, actually getting a little turned on by the act of stripped for her young stepson, unzipped her pants and peeled them off her toned thighs, turning as she bent to display the full and firm cheeks of her ass in a skimpy g-string.
"Wow," murmured Billy at the sight of his stepmother's fantastic pear shaped ass, it was all he could do not to reach out and slap it. Then Sharon turned back towards them, dressed only in her underwear.
"Your mother is a very beautiful woman Billy," Howard told him, "Make sure that you always treat her with respect, despite whatever happens tonight."
"Yes sir," nodded Billy, unable to take his eyes of the near naked Sharon.
"Right," said his father, "Sharon go and sit on the arm of Billy's chair, and Billy I want you to take off her brassier, you'll need to know how to work the catches on them, there's a bit of a knack to it."
Sharon walked over to Billy's chair and perched her delectable ass on the arm of the chair. She smiled encouragingly at Billy and then turned her back to him, presenting the hooks of her bra for him to undo.
"Go ahead Billy," his father commanded.
Billy swallowed and licked his dry lips, then reached up with shaking hands to touch his stepmother's smooth back. His eyes briefly flicked down to her g-string clad ass resting on the arm of his chair, then slid his hand up to the coarser material of her bra. He fumbled for a little while with the catches and managed to get one of the three little hooks unfastened.
"Squeeze it together and then unfasten them," said his father, looking on. Howard was getting rather turned on himself at the thought of seeing his wife and son together.
"That's it!" said his father in an approving tone as Billy finally parted the strap of Sharon's bra. Sharon stood up and turned towards Billy, still holding her bra over her big tits.
"Do you want to see your stepmom's breasts?" Sharon asked, teasing him a little as one of the straps slipped off her shoulder and more of the milky white flesh of her ample breasts appeared.
"Yes please," murmured Billy, his voice little more than a whisper.
"Here they are then honey," cooed Sharon, letting the bra drop to the floor. She was pleased with the young eighteen years old's reaction. Billy gasped aloud at the magnificent sight of Sharon's large tits. They were a 44DD (E cup on a good day) and the part of her body Sharon was most proud of. They had almost no sag and were outthrust with dark hard nipples. They were so pert and high placed for their size that Sharon had been accused of getting them done on a couple of occasions, but they were 100% natural.
"Holy shit!" gasped Billy at the sight of his stepmother's boobs. They were huge! And looked fantastic, better than anything he'd seen in the porno mags he read. There in front of his was his gorgeous stepmother dressed only in a g-string, like some goddess out of Playboy. Billy's crotch was bulging uncomfortably and he rubbed it as Sharon slid her hands up her sides and cupped and lifted her own big tits, displaying them for him.
"Like them?" asked Sharon, squeezing them and pinching on her nipples.
"They're incredible," breathed Billy in reply.
"Come here Sharon," cut in Howard, once again taking control of the situation. His topless wife walked over to him as Howard's hands reached up to her hips. With Sharon's back to him, Billy watched as his father reached up and pulled down the g-string Sharon wore. He sucked in a deep breath at the wonderful sight of her bare ass. "Your mother has a great ass," Howard told his son, stroking his hand across the smooth right cheek. He then turned her again and Billy let out a low moan. Sharon's pussy was bared to him, the pubic hair neatly trimmed and a hint of her pussy lips visible between her closed thighs.
"Oh my God," murmured Billy as he took in the entire sight of his naked stepmother. She was a goddess. Billy's crotch was throbbing almost painfully, he was harder than he'd ever been in his life.
"This is what a naked woman looks like," his father said. "Would you like to touch her? Would you like to feel what a naked woman is like?"
"Hell yes," nodded Billy enthusiastically. He rubbed his crotch as Sharon smiled at his eagerness, she was very turned on by the act of being paraded around and displayed for Billy's education. Sharon, still rather nervous herself walked over so that she was standing directly in front of Billy's chair, her crotch at his eye level.
"Bend over and let him play with your tits a bit," ordered Howard, enjoyed the sight of outright lust on his sons face. Sharon hesitated for a moment, glancing back at her husband and then down at their horny son. She then leant forward, putting her hands on the arms of the chair and dangling her big boobs in Billy's face. Billy let out a strangled grunt of lust and reached up, grabbing his stepmother's ample tits and squeezing on them. They felt exquisite, so full and large and firm, yet at the same time soft and pliable. He moaned as he mauled the large balloons, squeezing and groping to his hearts content. He'd dreamt of these tits, ever since his father had first brought Sharon home, not long after Billy's mother's death, and now, here he was touching them. Billy's hands roughly fisted over her massive boobs, squeezing and pinching roughly.
Sharon gasped a little at his eagerness as he roughly groped her big breasts, "Take it slow," she told him, "Be gentle for now, they're a little sensitive." Billy eased off a little, but not as much as Sharon would have liked, but she didn't want to growl him and ruin his confidence, the boy was obviously very much enjoying her tits, and the sensation was rather pleasant she had to admit.
"That's it," encouraged Howard as Billy pinched Sharon's nipples and tugged on the tips of her big tits, he then palmed the ample mounds and rolled them around her chest with his hands. "Suck on them," his father said after a moment longer. Billy let out a moan at his father's suggestion and shuffled forward on the chair, pressing his face into his stepmother's bosom. He lifted a big melon to his mouth and sucked her hard nipple into his mouth. Billy really went to town now, sucking and slurping, his tongue sliding across the ample flesh as his hands continued to knead the warm mounds. While he drank eagerly at her nipple one of his hands slid down to cup and squeeze a deliciously round buttock before sliding back up to capture her swinging tit. Sharon moaned softly, enjoying his eagerness and actually arching her back so her tits jutted out further towards him.
After almost a full ten minutes Howard called a stop, "Okay, that's enough." Billy reluctantly sat back in his chair and Sharon straightened, waiting for her husband's next instruction.
"Okay Billy," said his father, "Take out your penis now please."
"What?" stammered Billy. Even though he had just been sucking on his step mother's tits it seemed strange to unveil his dick to his parents, especially in it's current engorged state.
Howard sighed at his sons hesitation, "Do it for him please Sharon."
Now it was Sharon's turn to be surprised. She didn't hesitate much though, and got on her knees in front of Billy. Her hands were shaking a little as she reached out and unbuttoned the top of his pants and then unzipped his fly with her well manicured fingers. Billy's hips twitched up off the seat a little as the gorgeous woman reached into his underpants and drew out his rock hard cock. Sharon's hand felt wonderfully soft and cool against his hot manhood, it was the most incredible sensation he'd ever felt. Billy let out a soft moan as Sharon gave his cock a brief stroke, she was impressed by it's size, it had to be close to 8 inches long, whereas her husband was only around 5 or 6. Billy's marvelous cock was also thicker and felt much harder than Howard had ever been.
Sharon sat back on her heels, her eye's glued to Billy's hard cock, just as Billy's eyes were glued to his naked stepmom.
"I presume you masturbate?" his father asked.
"Yes," blushed Billy, his voice barely a whisper.
"That's okay son, it's perfectly normal. I want you to show me what you do."
"Excuse me?"
"Masturbate."
Billy's blush deepened, but he reached down and took hold of his hard cock and began to stroke it. As he played with himself and felt the familiar sensations of pleasure he stared at Sharon's glorious naked body. Her knees were closed so he couldn't see her pussy, but he had a good view of her long legs and ample tits, certainly enough to inflame his lust. His gaze stole up to Sharon's face and he was surprised to see her staring at his cock and his hand flying up and down the hard shaft. When Sharon licked her lips at the sight, Billy almost came right then and there, but was able to keep it in check. Sharon suddenly looked up at his face and their eyes locked. Billy stared straight into his stepmother's eyes as he jerked off.
"Stop there," his father ordered and Billy immediately halted, tearing his gaze away from the kneeling form of his beautiful stepmother. "Would you like your stepmother to do that for you?"
"Yes," nodded Billy, his cock hardened even more at the thought, his balls aching for release. He remembered how fantastic her hand had felt on his penis when she had pulled him out and he desperately wanted to feel that again.
Sharon had already started when her husband's voice snapped out, "Your manners Billy!" Sharon sat back, biting her lip and resisting the urge to grab Billy's big cock.
"Huh?" asked Billy, his cock lurching, she had almost touched him again.
"Ask nicely and say please," warned his father.
"Can you please play with my penis Mom?" asked Billy. Even though Sharon wasn't his real mother, his father had insisted he called her Mom instead of Sharon, right from the day she married his father. Billy had found it hard at first to think of the young beauty that way, but now it was second nature to him, even in the unusual situation unfolding now.
"Certainly William," replied Sharon, shuffling a little closer so that she was kneeling between his legs submissively. She reached up and once again took his steel shaft in her soft hand. Billy moaned loudly at the touch of her gentle hand. Sharon suppressed a moan of her own, his cock felt wonderful. The kneeling blonde then began to dutifully stroke her stepson's cock. Her practiced hand sliding first slowly, then faster up and down his hard penis.
"Does this feel good?" asked Sharon, eager to please young Billy.
"Oh God yes!" groaned Billy, his hips lurching a little as he thrust up at Sharon's pumping hand. Sharon's other hand reached up and gently toyed with his balls while she stroked his hardness faster and faster. Billy's eyes were locked onto Sharon's big DD breasts, hypnotized by the way they swayed in time with the movements of her arm. Billy leant forward and reached out, grabbing a large breast in each hand and squeezing as she jerked on his cock. He moaned a little as he fondled his stepmother's huge tits, they felt so soft and tender.
"Sit back Billy!" ordered his father suddenly. Billy's hands jerked back suddenly from Sharon's breasts and he sat back in the chair. Sharon, also surprised by her husband's tone, stopped for a moment and glanced at Howard.
"Okay, we're going to try something else now," Howard decided after a moment.
Sharon sat back on her heels again, as she let go of Billy's penis it lurched at the absence of her warm palm. Sharon swallowed nervously and licked her dry lips, she had a feeling she knew what her husband was going to ask her to do to Billy next and she wasn't completely happy about it.
Howard seemed to be hesitating. "What now Dad?" asked Billy, his cock was eager for more action, perhaps he was now going to get to fuck Sharon?
"Do you know what a blowjob is Billy?" his father asked.
Billy's eye's widened and he immediately turned to look at his stepmother. The beautiful, voluptuous blonde knelt submissively at his feet. Was she really going to suck his cock? Billy stared at her generous, full lips and imagined them wrapped around his cock, her blonde head buried in his lap. His cock lurched and he almost came then and there. He briefly locked eyes with Sharon before turning back to his father.
"No," replied Billy slyly, "But I want to learn."
"Show him honey," ordered Howard, "Suck Billy's cock for him."
"But.." Sharon began to protest.
"Do it!" insisted Howard sternly.
"Okay," replied Sharon nervously, her voice cracking. Howard knew very well that she hated sucking cock. Howard's had been the only penis she'd ever allowed into her mouth and she hated the taste of him. She only did it occasionally for him when she really wanted to get her way. But now she was obliged to suck off her stepson. She'd seen the way Billy had looked at her with such lust when Howard had mentioned the word blowjob, he knew exactly what it was.
"Okay," Sharon repeated to herself, sitting forward again and taking Billy's big cock in her hands, it was such a beautiful penis and if she was true to herself she'd have to admit that she did want to taste his manhood. She did want to make love to her stepson's lovely big cock. Sharon stroked his young cock for a moment, not that she needed to, it was already rock hard, she just wanted to give herself a further moment to prepare for what was to come. It would do the teenager no good if she gagged on the taste of him.
"Please suck me Mom," Billy said, practically begging with desire.



"Certainly William," replied Sharon, just like before. She then leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to lap up the drops of precum formed on the head of his cock. Billy moaned at the sight and sensation. Sharon, encouraged by his moan, swirled her tongue all over the tip of his hard penis, tasting him. She had to admit he didn't taste as bad as she had expected, far less offensive than her husband. Billy clutched the arms of his chair and groaned as Sharon's tongue licked down the underside of his long shaft all the way to his testicles, which she lapped at and briefly sucked into her mouth.
"Oh wow!" moaned Billy as Sharon moved back to the top of his big cock and sucked the head into her mouth. Billy practically convulsed against the chair as Sharon sucked heavily on the tip of his cock. Sharon began to bob her head, moving her lips back and forth over the head of his cock as she continued to slurp at the hard organ. Billy stroked the top of her head, running his fingers through her long blonde hair as Sharon worked more of his cock into her mouth. Sharon was overcome with her own lust, she couldn't believe it she was actually enjoying sucking on Billy's cock!
"Mmmpfh!" moaned Sharon around her mouthful of cock. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked hard and took more of him into her mouth. She worked her lips about three quarters of the way down his long shaft and then retreated back to take just the head in her mouth. Billy was in heaven. His hands were on the top of her head, gently pushed her down further with each bob of her head, and at the same time his hips were thrusting up off the seat, feeding her more and more of his hard cock.
"Oh man this is incredible!" grunted Billy, just the mere sight of his lovely stepmother on her knees with his cock in her sweet mouth almost set him off.
Howard could tell that Billy was close to cumming and decided to put a stop to things. He knew very well that Sharon hated the taste of cum. The first time he'd cum in her mouth she gagged and choked, almost vomited on the taste. Since then, blowjobs had been few and far between and she always made him pull out and cum on her tits, never in her mouth or on her face. "Okay that's enough!" he said loudly.
Sharon dropped down on Billy's cock one last time, sucking his whole length and pressing her nose into his pubic hair. The feeling of being engulfed in her hot mouth was incredible and Billy groaned loudly.
"Stop!" repeated Howard, louder this time as Sharon held Billy's cock in her throat. This time she seemed to hear him and straightened up, Billy's cock popping out of her mouth.
"Please don't stop Mom!" begged Billy as his cock left her mouth, he took both Howard and Sharon by surprise at the pleading tone in his voice, "Just a little bit longer please! It makes me feel so good! Please!"
"Okay, but just a little bit more," agreed Sharon, leaning back over Billy's cock and sucking it straight back into her throat, almost to the hilt. Billy groaned with pleasure, his hands going back to her head and his hips rolling as he thrust up into her mouth, almost fucking her face with short stabbing lunges of his cock. Sharon moaned softly around his cock, letting him use her mouth to sate his lust, enjoying the subservient role and also the salty taste of his cock that was so unlike his fathers.
Howard frowned in surprise and remained silent, Sharon willingly returning to suck more on Billy's cock had shocked him immensely. It had been the last thing he expected, knowing the way she hated giving blowjobs. Yet she was doing a great job of pretending she was enjoying Billy's cock in her mouth, the teenager was practically humping her face.
And then it happened so fast that it took everyone by surprise. Billy pushed Sharon's head hard down into his lap as his cock burst. The head of his cock jerked in Sharon's throat, taking her off guard as she found her mouth suddenly filled with Billy's semen. On instinct, Sharon tried to spit it out but Billy was buried too far down her throat and he held her there tight. Sharon swallowed desperately as a second burst roped from Billy's cock, he actually didn't taste too bad Sharon was forced to admit to herself. In fact he tasted delicious! As his third spurt burst from his cock Billy released her head. However, instead of pulling away from him, Sharon sucked harder, trying to drink more of his cum. She backed off a little so that just the head was in her mouth and her hand took hold of the base of his cock, squeezing hard as she milked the last of his tasty sperm onto her tongue.
"No!" roared his father angrily, standing up suddenly from his seat. Billy jerked back into his chair, his cock popping from Sharon's mouth with a loud smacking sound. Sharon was actually disappointed at its departure.
"You shouldn't have done that Billy!" growled his father angrily, knowing how Sharon hated him cumming in her mouth, "That shouldn't have happened!"
Billy's eyes were fearful as he saw his father's rage, "Please, don't be angry, it happened so fast, I didn't mean it. I'm sorry Dad."
"Don't say sorry to me," snapped back his father, "It was my mouth you defiled without permission."
"Sorry Mom," said Billy, turning to his stepmother. He didn't look her in the eye however, he was truly ashamed at what he had done.
"It's okay," replied Sharon, washing the remnants of his cum around in her mouth, she just couldn't get enough of the taste, "I'm not angry honey, it's just that some girls don't like it when you cum in their mouth. The polite thing to do is warn them first and let the girl decide if she wants it or not."
"Sorry," repeated Billy, glumly staring at the floor.
"I do believe we're done here for now," said his father, still rather sullen and angry at his son's actions. Truth be known he was actually jealous, Sharon never let him shoot in her mouth like that.
"But you said I'd get to fuck Mom!" protested Billy. His withered cock actually twitched slightly at the thought, some of the life returning to it.
"Well you've blown your chance at that!" snapped Howard. Sharon remained silent, keeping her knees together to hide that fact her pussy was dripping wet. She'd give anything to have Billy fuck her right now.
"But..."
"No argument! Go to your room right now son!"
to be continued...
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It was two days since that strange night. Two days since Billy's parents had sat him down for sex education lessons. Billy's stepmother had stripped off and let Billy play with her large breasts, she had stroked his cock for him and she had sucked his dick. It was two days since Billy had shot his load in her mouth without warning and his father had got angry with him. Billy had been so close to losing his virginity by fucking his gorgeous stepmother Sharon, a woman he had fantasized about since he had first met her. With her long blonde hair, long sexy legs and ample tits she would have been any teenager's wet dream. As it turned out she was his father's new bride. And last night Billy had been so close to getting to fuck her, but he had literally blown it, shooting his load and ruining the whole thing.
Since that uncomfortable night Billy had done his best to avoid his parents, he couldn't even look Sharon in the eye after what he had done, despite the fact she had assured him it didn't upset her. Billy had made sure that he spent both evenings locked up in his bedroom and tried to avoid any conversation with his parents beyond a simple grunt or monosyllabic response.
Today however it was raining. Whenever it rained his stepmother always picked him up after school without fail. Today was no exception. Sure enough, when Billy stepped out of the front doors of the school his heart sank as he saw Sharon's car parked out front. Normally he looked forward to days like this, where he could be so close to the blonde beauty. Today however it was the last thing he wanted. He would have to spend the fifteen minute drive home confined in the car with her where he couldn't run away or avoid conversation. His stomach lurched nervously as he slowly walked down the front stairs towards her car. Oh well, it was better talking to Sharon than enduring an angry lecture from his father.
"Hi William," said Sharon as he climbed into the car. She was trying to act as casual as normal, but Billy detected a certain degree of awkwardness to her voice.
"Hi Mom," Billy replied sullenly, not meeting her gaze.
Sharon started up the car's engine and pulled out onto the road. She looked as beautiful and sexy as ever, not making Billy feel any more at ease. She wore a tight fitting pale blue sweater that clung to her pendulous 40DD breasts and dipped well into her expansive cleavage. The outfit was completed with a pair of tight white jeans, so at least her gorgeous tanned legs were not in Billy's view.
"Good day at school?" she asked him, knowing how uncomfortable Billy was and endeavoring to pick a relatively safe topic of conversation.
"Yeah," replied Billy, not wanting to encourage her in the least. The fact he couldn't help but continually steal peeks at her chest wasn't making it any easier. They looked so big and inviting and his thoughts unintentionally went to last night when he had held those massive mammeries in his hands.
For the next few minutes they drove in silence, neither speaking. All of a sudden Sharon swerved abruptly off the road and skidded the car to a halt on the roadside.
"This is ridiculous!" she said, turning in her seat to face Billy.
"Wh..whaddya mean?" asked Billy, startled by her sudden action and dreading the conversation he knew was about to come.
"Dammit William!" swore Sharon, "You've been sulking for the past two days. Howard and me were just trying to help you, we didn't want to hurt you. I'm sorry if what I did was…" now it was Sharon's turn to struggle for words. "I'm sorry if I hurt you or disgust you," she said quietly, her eyes downcast.
"No," Billy replied, shaking his head, he couldn't believe she would think such a thing. Sharon was the most beautiful woman he had ever laid eyes on, "It's not that at all," he told her.
"What then?" pleaded Sharon, determined to settle things between them, "You've hardly said two words to me since the other night." Sharon felt a tiny shudder of lust go through her own body as she remembered the activities of that night.
"I..I'm embarrassed, that's all," said Billy, blushing a little as he remembered that night himself. His cock actually tingled a little at the memory. The tension between them was almost visible.
"Oh William," said Sharon softly, she reached over and hugged him tightly, "Perhaps what Howard and I did was a mistake. You can't be expected to be sexual with your stepmother."
"No, no it's not that either," said Billy, painfully aware of her big soft breasts pressing against his chest as she held him, "It's me. It's what I did."
Sharon released him from her embrace. "You mean cumming in my mouth?" she repressed the feelings of arousal that filled her as she recalled his taste.
Billy swallowed nervously, his dick twitched again as his beautiful stepmother used such language "Yes," he nodded glumly.
"I thought I told you that was okay, I didn't mind," Sharon said softly, reaching out and putting her hand reassuringly on his knee and giving it a gentle squeeze.
"Are you still mad at me?" asked Billy guardedly, he almost jumped out of his skin as she touched his knee.
"Mad?" she repeated incredulously, "I was never mad William. I didn't mind at all." Sharon then hesitated, biting her bottom lip as she paused, considering her next statement. "In fact I kind of liked the taste of you," she said, regretting the statement as soon as it left her lovely lips. She knew how inappropriate the whole night had been, and the fact she had got turned on from suckling on her stepson's cock made the whole incident even worse.
Billy refused to believe her, "You're just saying that," he replied accusingly.
"No I'm not!" insisted Sharon, speaking honestly.
"Yes you are," Billy replied sullenly.
"It's true!" maintained Sharon, "How can I make you believe me?"
Billy didn't replied, his eyes were downcast and he was very aware of her warm hand on his leg.
"If you don't believe me I'll do it again," said Sharon after a moments deliberation, on the inside however she was very conscious of how crazy she was talking. This shouldn't be happening!
"What?" asked Billy, looking up in surprise and meeting her gaze for the first time. He saw no mirth in her eyes, she was not joking or teasing.
"I'll do it again," confirmed Sharon, as much to herself as to Billy. It was too late to back out now.
Billy licked his lips nervously, too surprised and excited to speak. Was she really going to put his cock in her lovely mouth again?
"I'll even let you cum in my mouth," said Sharon, sliding her hand up from his knee to stroke the inside of his upper thigh. Billy's cock immediately hardened.
"Really?" asked Billy, his voice cracking slightly.
"Really," nodded Sharon, smiling warmly as she slid her hand even higher, pressing her palm into the insistent bulge of his groin. Billy moaned slightly as she rubbed his growing cock through his jeans. She then reached over with both hands and carefully unzipped his fly. She smiled up at Billy, enjoying the look of nervous anticipation on his face. The idea of driving a young teenager wild with lust excited her incredibly.
"Now you mustn't tell your father about this William," she told him sternly, at the same time pulling the front of his underwear down, his erect cock popping out in front of her face. Sharon licked her lips at the sight, she could hardly wait to taste him again.
"I won't," agreed Billy, gasping as Sharon wrapped her soft hard around his trembling shaft. He groaned as she stroked his cock to full hardness, at that moment he would have agreed to anything she asked of him.
Sharon let out a small whimper of lust as she leaned over and licked the tip of his cock, swirling her tongue around and tasting his precum, which was already forming on the slit on the head of his hard dick. Sharon then slowly licked her way down and up the long shaft of his cock. She then immediately sucked the large head of his cock into her hot mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she hungrily feasted on his manhood, slurping noisily. Billy moaned happily as his stepmother's head bobbed in his lap, getting a blowjob from a hot blonde in a car was like something out of a movie.
"Oh God that feels so good," he gasped. The noose of Sharon's lips slid up and down his penis, taking more and more of him into her mouth. Pretty soon she was deep throating him, taking his whole length into her throat and Billy was in heaven. He reached down underneath her, eager to once again touch those massive knockers she had inside her tight fitting jersey. Sharon moaned around Billy's thick cock as he cupped her large left breast, giving it a squeeze through her knitted top. The ample orb felt so warm and soft, and he could distinctly feel her hardened nipple against his palm. She was not wearing a bra beneath her top!
Sharon raised her face up from his lap, "Do you want me to take my top off?" she asked, smiling wickedly up at the teenager.
"Oh fuck yes!" groaned Billy fervently, his cock pusled in her soft hand. Sharon smiled at his eagerness and then yanked her top off over her head. Billy's fondling hand had indeed felt correctly, she wore no bra beneath it. Her huge breasts tumbled free, jiggling as they lifted up with her top and then fell free, settling on her chest.
"Like them?" Sharon asked cheekily with an impish grin on her face. Billy licked his dry lips at the breathtaking sight, they were huge, bigger and rounder than he remembered, even though it had only been a couple of days since he had touched them last.
"Oh wow," moaned Billy, he reached out with both hands and squeezed her bare tits, his hands groping and mauling lustfully at the luscious melons. Sharon gasped as Billy roughly played with her immense jugs, squeezing, pinching and fondling to his hearts content.
She let him explore her big boobs for a moment more then pried off his hands, "I do believe I've got something to prove to you." With that she leant back over his lap and impaled his cock into her mouth once again, sucking him forcefully from the base of his cock. Billy gasped and let out a loud groan as he was once again enveloped. His hand dropped to the top of her head, stroking her silky hair as he guided her rapid movements over his dick. It felt incredible!
"Stay down!" hissed Billy suddenly, taking Sharon by surprise. She tried to sit up to see what was going on, but Billy held her head firmly down into his lap, muffling her protests with the thick cock in her mouth.
"Hi Billy!" said a voice from outside the car as Billy wound down the window a little. Sharon recognized the voice as belonging to their next-door neighbour Mrs Cook.
"Hi Mrs Cook," Billy greeted in reply. Sharon could hear the nervousness in his voice. He kept one hand on Sharon's head and pushed her down harder on his cock, urging her to continue her suction. Sharon smiled wickedly and complied, trying to keep the slurping noises of her hungry mouth to a minimum as Billy and Mrs Cook discussed the bad weather they were having. Sharon had to admit that Billy was doing a good job of keeping a straight face, so she sucked even harder, taking him right into her throat, swallowing his whole cock.
"So why are you parked out here at the side of the road?" asked Mrs Cook.
"Ahh," Billy hesitated a moment, half thinking of something to say, and half out of lust as Sharon slipped his cock out of her mouth and rubbing it around over her nose and cheeks, her face felt so soft against his cock. "The car broke down, Mom's gone for help," he explained.
"You need a ride home?" asked Mrs Cook.
Billy gasped as Sharon plunged his cock back into her mouth, trying her hardest to make him moan in front of Mrs Cook. Sharon had to admit it was quite a thrill to be sucking her stepson's cock and being so close to discovery. It had been a fantasy of hers to suck off Howard under his desk while he was having a meeting at his job. If he hadn't had such a bad tasting cock she might have actually done it too. This however, was even better.
"Ahhh…" stammered Billy as Sharon's hand slipped into his underwear and began to toy with his testicles while she sucked him, "No thanks Mrs Cook. Mom got a ride back to the gas station and should be back with help any minute now."
"Okay Billy, I have to get going now, say hi to Sharon for me."
"Will do Mrs Cook, thanks for stopping," replied Billy, winding up the window as Mrs Cook drove onwards. He breathed a sigh of relief as she finally left.
Sharon lifted her head up cautiously as she felt the pressure of Billy's hand ease off the top of her head.
"That was close," said Billy.
"Quick thinking, well done William."
Billy reached out and gave one of her big breasts a brief squeeze, "I believe you were proving something to me?" he said with a smirk.
Sharon smiled back and once again took his hard cock into her mouth. Billy leant back in his seat, smiling broadly as his stepmother sucked hungrily on his penis. Her head bobbed up and down, practically jerking him off with her mouth.
For the next five minutes Sharon worked his cock over, alternating between heavy sucking, deep throating and licking his cock top to bottom. Billy soon felt the cum churning in his balls and new it wouldn't be long before he shot his load. "Uh oh," moaned Billy, his buttocks sinking back into the car seat as he tried to keep his cool.
"I'm gonna cum soon," gasped Billy, remembering what his father had told him about warning the girl before shooting. At the same time his hips retreated downwards, his cock partially slipping from Sharon's mouth. Sharon continued sucking hungrily, eager to once again taste his sweet cum. She felt him recoiling back into the seat and realized at once what he was trying to do. She tried to follow his retreating cock, sucking it back hungrily into her mouth, aching to feel his cum splashing across her tongue once again.
As Billy continued to squirm in his seat Sharon lifted herself up from his lap, "I want you to cum in my mouth William," she told him, "I want to taste you again."
With a loud gasp Billy thrust the throbbing head of his cock back up between his stepmother's full red lips, grunting in abandon as he released his control and let the damn in his testicles burst. Sharon moaned lustfully around his cock as she felt his cum spew into her mouth, his hard cock twitching violently as it lunged desperately into her throat. Sharon swallowed rapidly as rope after rope of thick cum splashed straight down her throat, her lips locked around his shaft and milking every drop from him. His hands were on the back of her head, pushing her down hard into his lap as he tried to get his cock as deep between her lips as he could.
"Oh fuck!" shouted Billy as he deposited his load into Sharon's willing mouth, all his inhibitions gone at last. As the final spurts of his seed flowed into Sharon's mouth and she sucked the last of his cum hungrily, Billy sank back into his seat, breathing heavily.
"Do you believe me now?" asked Sharon after she had finished cleaning his cock. She rose up from her stepson's lap and wiped her mouth.
"I believe you," he said with a satisfied sigh, "I really believe you."
***
Later that evening Sharon sat alone with her husband Howard at their dining room table, their voices in hushed conversation as Billy sat watching television in the next room.
"I'm not so sure about this Sharon," said Howard cautiously, "When we gave Billy the opportunity the other day he abused that privilege." Truth be known, Howard was actually jealous that Sharon had let Billy cum in her mouth and didn't seem to mind it. He was beginning to wonder if this whole thing was a big mistake. It almost seemed as though Sharon wanted to fuck Billy, despite her initial hesitation and he wasn't sure he liked that.
"Come on Howard, he's only eighteen," said Sharon, she'd been debating this with Howard for almost half an hour now and his resolve was weakening, "You can't expect him to have that much self control, it was his first time remember?"
Howard sighed, his wife was right, "Yes I think I shot a little quickly my first time as well," he said with a little chuckle, "And you are a very sexy woman. I suppose I can't blame him from getting over excited."
"So we'll continue the lesson?" asked Sharon, trying her hardest to hide her enthusiasm.
"Yes," nodded Howard, "You're going to fuck Billy tonight. He's going to become a man at last."
...to be continued.
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Billy looked up from the Television as his parents walked into the room. His father, Howard had his expression set in a stern gaze directed at his son. Beside Howard, Billy's stepmother Sharon stood looking a little nervous, her long legs crossed over each other as she waited for Howard to speak.
"Would you like to continue your lessons tonight?" asked Howard after a moment's pause as he briefly considered changing his mind again.
Billy swallowed, his throat dry. Two nights earlier his father had decided to teach Billy about sex and he had used his beautiful wife, Billy's stepmother as a model. Sharon had stripped off and let Billy touch her lovely 40DD's and then she had stroked his cock and then given him his first ever blowjob. When Billy had accidentally cum in her mouth his father had been furious and called the whole thing off. Now it appeared as though Billy might get a second chance.
"Yes, I'd like that," replied Billy, a little tentative, it seemed too good to be true. He glanced over at his stepmom. She looked as beautiful as ever, dressed in a royal blue dress that was reasonable short, displaying her long, tanned legs. The neckline of her dress dipped into her deep cleavage, all in all she looked as sexy as any supermodel or porn star. Billy felt the familiar tingle in his loins as he gazed at her, his mind briefly drifting to the blowjob she had given him earlier that day in the family car. His father didn't know about that and Billy decided it was probably best to keep it that way.
"Good," said Howard with a nod, "But if we do this you have to promise to behave yourself."
"Yes father," said Billy, his mind racing, was he really going to get to fuck his stepmother?
"And that penis of yours isn't going anywhere near Sharon's mouth," his father told him, "You abused that privilege the other night and you won't get another chance."
"Yes sir," nodded Billy immediately. After today's encounter with Sharon, Billy had a feeling that he hadn't seen the last of his blowjobs from Sharon, but right now he had his mind on something much better.
To Howard's surprise Sharon then took the initiative. Sharon was incredibly turned on by the way her husband was talking about her. The thought of being used by her stepson was driving her crazy with desire. Before he could say anything further she walked up to Billy and stroked his cheek. She then turned her back to him, "Can you please unzip me William?" she asked, indicating the zipper on the back of her dress.
Billy immediately reached up, eager to see Sharon's curvaceous body once again. He tugged down the zipper and the back of the dress parted, revealing the flawless skin of her back and no bra strap. As he pulled the zip all way down to just past her posterior he saw she also had no panties on, the upper swells of her buttocks and the crack of her ass visible.
"Beautiful," murmured Billy, still not ceasing to be astounded by his stepmother's fantastic body. He slipped his hands inside the back of her dress and briefly cupped her warm buttocks, giving them a firm squeeze before sliding his hands up her smooth back and pushing the straps of her dress of her shoulders.
Howard let out a short gasp as his wife's dress dropped in a pool around her ankles. She wore no underwear of any kind beneath the dress and the sudden sight of her full nakedness both surprised and aroused him. He was very tempted to cancel the lesson and take Sharon himself instead, but he knew that Sharon would be mad if he once again ruined it for Billy. After all Howard could have the gorgeous blonde whenever he wanted, this was Billy's only chance and Howard wanted his son to enjoy it. He would have to suppress his jealousy.
Still standing behind his stepmother, Billy reached around and pulled Sharon back against him, his hands reaching up and closing over the ample twin mounds of her generous tits. Sharon sighed softly as she let her lush curves press back against the young teenager, his hands eagerly squeezing at her tits while he pressed the urgent swell of his crotch into the bare globes of her ass. Sharon's hands rose and covered Billy's, encouraging him as he roughly squeezed and mauled at her big tits. Her nipples were as hard as bullets against his palms and her breasts felt huge, overflowing his relentlessly groping hands.
Sharon felt as though she'd never been so horny in her whole life. She leant her head back onto Billy's shoulder and slipped a hand behind her, going between their bodies to squeeze the lusty eighteen year olds bulging crotch. Billy pinched tightly on her nipples, tugging at her breasts and lifting them slightly up off her chest before releasing them and letting them jiggle free. Sharon rubbed her soft palm up and down between Billy's legs, distinctly feeling his hard cock. She so clearly remembered the addictive taste of his cum and the wondrous feel of his hard shaft sliding back and forth between her lips.
"Okay, come and sit down on the couch here please Sharon," said Howard, rubbing at his own throbbing manhood though his pants.
Sharon pried Billy's insistent hands from her tits and moved over to sit on the couch next to Howard. Her husband knelt on the floor at her feet and gestured for Billy to come and crouch beside him. Howard then took hold of Sharon's knees and parted her legs, leaving her pussy gaping like the centerfold from a Penthouse magazine. He saw the juices glistening on her pubic hair and knew immediately that she was turned on by the whole situation.
"This is your stepmother's vagina or pussy," said Howard, sliding one hand up along Sharon's smooth thigh and briefly brushing his fingertips across her pubic mound, eliciting a small gasp from his wife.
Billy reached up and stroked her with the tips of his fingers as well.
"Have a good look," encouraged Howard. Billy's fingers stroked the lips of Sharon's pussy, parting them slightly as he swiped a finger up the length of her slit. Sharon moaned softly as Billy rubbed the moist bud of her clit with his thumb and then he stuck his index finger up into her pussy. Sharon moaned as his intrusion.
"That's it!" said Howard, "Stick two fingers inside her."
Billy immediately obliged, his second finger probing within her.
"Oh that's nice William," breathed Sharon as Billy moved his fingers in and out, gently fucking her with them. "Would you like you put your penis in there?" she asked him. Billy looked up at Sharon with wide, lustful eyes.
"First things first," interrupted Howard before Billy could reply, "Taste her."
"What?" asked Billy in surprise.
"Lick her pussy," said Howard. Sharon twitched slightly in anticipation.
"Oh..okay," nodded Billy. He then put one hand on each thigh and leant in towards Sharon's cunt. His tongue darted out and he briefly lapped at her cunt. It tasted better than he had expected, kind of musty but not at all unpleasant or fishy as he had expected. Billy used the tip of his tongue to toy with Sharon's clitoris and she gasped in pleasure.
"Oh William!" murmured Sharon as he swiped his tongue up the full length of her cunt, tasting her.
"Okay, that's enough," said Howard, grabbing Billy by the shoulder and pulling him back away from her pussy. "I wouldn't normally bother much with eating a woman, they seem to like it but it tastes pretty bad," Howard told his son. Billy thought he actually liked the taste, but he didn't dare argue and ruin his chances of getting further with Sharon.
"Okay stand up Billy, and get undressed," said Howard as he moved back to his seat.
Billy did as he was told, standing right in front of his nude stepmother as he stripped off all his clothes very quickly. As soon as his large erection popped free Sharon reached out and took it in her soft hand. Billy gave a moan as Sharon's delicate hand stroked his hard cock.
"He's so hard," Sharon said to her husband, licking her lips at the thought of once again tasting Billy's wonderful cock. Or better yet, feeling it inside her. Billy's brief attentions on her pussy had her incredibly turned on and she had to do her best not to jump Billy right away.
Billy moaned, standing in front of his seated stepmother as she jacked him off, her hand moving rapidly over his cock.
"Please suck on my cock Mom."
"Certainly William," at his request, Sharon leant forward, licking the tip of his cock, Billy's penis lurched at the touch of her tongue and her own loins tingled as she tasted him.
"Stop!" snapped Howard angrily, the last thing he wanted was to watch his wife suck off his son all over again.
"Sorry Dad," said Billy, stumbling back a little as he remembered his father's previous instructions about his penis and Sharon's mouth.
"I said no more of that!" warned Howard grimly. Billy nodded obediently and Sharon scowled a little, first Howard had stopped Billy from licking her and now he had stopped her from sucking Billy.
"I'm sorry," repeated Billy.
"Well then," said Howard at last, "Let's get on with this, it's time you became a man. What position would you like to fuck her in?"
Sharon felt her heat rising in her loins, it must be something to do with her submissive nature but the way Howard and Billy were discussing her like a piece of meat was turning her on something fierce.
"Umm, I'm not sure," replied Billy nervously, "I don't really know what one's there are."
"Well there's probably three good choices for a beginner," began Howard. "There's the missionary position where you will lie on top of Sharon, or she could go on top, straddling you, or maybe you could fuck her doggy style where she gets on her hands and knees and you take her from the rear."
"Okay," nodded Billy, considering his decision, all this talk was making his cock even harder. As he thought about it, Sharon reached out and resumed playing with his hard cock, not making it any easier for him to make up his mind.
"Missionary is good if you want to control the speed and force on the thrusts," said Howard, trying to help his son decide. "If Sharon goes on top she's more in charge but you'll have your hands free to play with her breasts, which you seem to like doing so much. On the other hand dog style is a bit of both, the view from there is great too," Howard said this last bit with a grin at his son.
Billy's mind briefly played out all three positions 'till he finally made his choice, "Doggy style," he said. He liked the idea of her being on her knees in front of him, the feeling of power he'd get from fucking her like an animal.
Sharon smiled at his choice, like father like son, it was Howard's favorite way to fuck as well. She'd been hoping that Billy would want her on top as that was her favorite, but she'd have him anyway he'd take her at the moment. Sharon obediently climbed onto the floor and got on her hands and knees, facing away from Billy so that the wonderfully tight cheeks of her ass were pointed his way.
"Come and take me then William," said begged, wiggling her lovely ass at him.
Billy let out a strangled moan of lust and fell to his knees behind Sharon. He certainly didn't need his father's instructions now. Billy seized Sharon's hips and lined his cock up with the dripping entrance to her cunt.
"Oh God!" groaned Billy as he lunged forward, shoving his hard cock into Sharon's waiting pussy. The feeling was exquisite, like nothing he'd ever experienced before. His cock buried in her mouth had felt incredible, but this was an entirely new experience. Her hot pussy felt like it was tightly clutching at his cock, almost sucking him as her mouth had done. His big cock felt like a perfect fit in her tight passageway, and as he slowly began to move her cunt clutched him tightly forming an incredible friction.
"You like that?" asked Sharon, looking back over her shoulder at Billy. He grunted in agreement, holding tightly to her hips and rocking gently back and forwards, enjoying the sensations of being inside his stepmother. He slide one hand across the silky expanse of her back, he had to admit that the view from here was great. Each time he drew back he glanced down, watching with fascination as he saw his cock thrust back past her rounded ass into the moist lips of her cunt.
"This feel's so good!" gasped Billy, sliding a hand up Sharon's side and reaching under to cup and squeeze one of her big tits.
"A little harder and faster now Billy," instructed his father. Howard's cock was as hard as a steel pole, aching at the sight of seeing his beautiful wife fucked like this.
"Oh yes," moaned Sharon as Billy following his father's command, taking deeper strokes and using the whole length of his hard cock. Billy bucked hard and fast against her, causing her big tits to swing and jiggle beneath her. The sensations were incredible, better than Sharon had ever felt and for the first time ever she had to control herself and try not to orgasm. This was supposed to be for Billy's education, not her own pleasure. That was how Sharon was justifying the whole event and if she came that would ruin everything.
Howard then got up from his seat and knelt down beside Billy. Sharon saw the large bulge of her husband's crotch and thought for a moment he was going to have her suck him while Billy fucked her from behind. The idea of being used in such a way by the two men excited her even more, but that was not Howard's intention at all.
He put a hand on the small of Sharon's back, "Pull out a moment Billy."
Billy reluctantly withdrew, his cock coming out hard as a rock and dripping wet from his and Sharon's combined juices. As his cock left Sharon's pussy Howard reached down and rubbed his hand over Sharon's soaking twat. He then slid his fingers up into her asshole, using the juice to moisten her ass and he slid two of his fingers up inside her. Sharon gasped as Howard lubed up her ass, she knew exactly what he had in mind and was about to protest, then reconsidered and bit her lip. Sharon didn't really like anal sex, but from time to time she indulged Howard and let him take her back passage, usually to get out of sucking his cock.
"Okay Billy, I want you to try a few strokes up your mother's ass," said Howard, "Not full anal sex or anything, just for a minute or two to get an idea of what it's like then you can go back to her pussy."
Sharon remained in her submissive pose as Billy moved forward again, this time lining his cock up slightly higher at her puckered anus. He gave a small snort of pleasure as he pushed his cock slowly into Sharon's asshole.
"Oh fuck that's tight!" groaned Billy. To the young teenager it was incredible, here he was fucking this gorgeous grown woman's ass while she was on her hands and knees in front of him. Her whole body devoted for his pleasure, Billy felt invincible. He thrust back and forth a few times, each time pushing a little deeper, and each time causing Sharon to groan. After about a minute of this his father told him to switch back.
Without missing a beat Billy slipped his cock out of Sharon's ass and then immediately rammed it back up into her cunt, driving deep and hard.
"Ahh!" groaned Sharon at his re-entry. Billy then grabbed on tightly to Sharon's hips and really went to town on her, bucking and thrusting to his hearts content.
"Oh yes!" panted Billy, humping faster as he felt his orgasm quickly approaching.
"Fuck me Billy!" cried Sharon loudly, startling Howard a bit.
"Stop!" shouted Howard suddenly, taking the fucking pair by surprise.
They both froze, "What Dad?" asked Billy, halting his thrusts with his cock buried to the hilt in Sharon's cunt. Billy was so close to cumming and stopping was the last thing he wanted to do.
"Pull out Billy."
He obeyed his father, "What is it sir?"
"You can't cum in your stepmother Billy," his father explained. Sharon was a little surprised at this comment, she was on the pill after all so there was no real reason why he couldn't cum in her. But then again Billy was her stepson and this was pretty much incest so perhaps Howard had a point. Sharon was also glad for the break, if things had gone on much longer she would have came herself.
"We're not stopping are we?" asked Billy in dismay, thinking of the incredibly painful blue balls he'd have if he didn't do something soon.
"Ahh.." that had been Howard's intention, but he realized Billy's problem as he saw his son rubbing his swollen testicles. "Perhaps you should jack off on her ass, that'd be good right?"
Billy's face dropped a little at the thought, "I don't want my first time to end like that. What about if Mom sucks me off then?"
"No! I've told you already about that!" replied his father sternly, but Howard knew that Billy was right and that his first time shouldn't end like that. There was no way he'd let his son cum in his wife's pussy or in her mouth again though. Perhaps her ass? Considered Howard, but he didn't really want that either.
Then Sharon spoke up, both men had almost forgotten she was there, they had been thinking of her almost as a piece of furniture or something, "Why doesn't William fuck my titties?" suggested Sharon. "I know he likes them."
Billy's eyes brightened and he looked at his father hopefully, "Can I do that Dad?"
"Okay," nodded Howard, it was a good suggestion, "Yes that'll be perfect."
Sharon rolled over onto her back. "Come over here and fuck my titties William," urged Sharon, she was still horny as hell.
"This is great," breathed Billy as he straddled Sharon's waist, his hard cock resting on her belly as he reached down to fondle her big tits. Sharon moaned slightly as Billy began to squeeze and caress her ample breasts, she loved the way he paid so much attention to them as she always prided herself on her boobs. Billy pushed her huge tits together and rolled them around on her chest, before squeezing down hard with both hands, watching the flesh well up between his fingers. He then took her nipples between his thumb and forefingers and pinched and twisted them, causing Sharon to moan aloud. "Oh I love your big tits Mom," Billy moaned, still holding her by the nipples, which he now shook about, causing her tits to jiggle and shake over her chest.
Sharon was eager for Billy's cum, she wanted to feel it splash over her tits, and hopefully taste it again. She reached down and hooked her palms behind Billy's hard butt and urged him to move up her torso to her breasts. Billy responded to her urging, shuffling up to her chest and laying his hard cock in her deep cleavage. His cock was still slick with their joint juices so he would be well lubricated. Billy pushed Sharon's big tits together, wrapping them around the hard shaft of his cock and forming a tight sheath to fuck.
"Oh God," breathed Billy, looking down in amazement at the sight of his cock between Sharon's lovely big boobs. He stayed there for a moment, releasing the pressure on her tits so they dropped back from his cock a little, then he would push them together again. He repeated this a few times, massaging his penis with the massive pillows of his stepmother's breasts.
"Fuck my big jugs!" said Sharon, her voice sounding urgent, neither him nor Howard noticed that her hand was at work between her legs, rubbing her clit rapidly. They were both too enthralled by Billy's cock in her tits. Billy didn't need to be told twice however, he pushed her tits tightly together around his cock and began to hump with his hips, moaning loudly as his shaft stroked back and forwards along her deep cleavage.
From his vantagepoint on the couch, Howard watched on in awe, the sight of Billy's cock thrusting between his lovely wife's big tits was incredibly erotic. Howard searched his memory and was surprised to find he'd never titfucked his wife himself. He'd never been much of a tit-man, despite his wife's impressive funbags, but he thought he'd tried most things with her. Oh well, he thought to himself, rubbing his own hard crotch as Billy squeezed on Sharon's tits and bucked rapidly up between them, he'd have to remedy that and give Sharon a sound titfucking in the near future.



"Oh man," groaned Billy, his eyes rolling back as he clutching tightly at Sharon's tits and rapidly thrust his cock between them. He was in heaven. Sharon slipped her hands beneath his, pushing his away as she took hold of her tits herself and pushed them harder together. Billy gasped, letting her take over as he put his hands on the edge of the couch in front of them to steady himself and really went to down, his hips bucking wildly and his dick pummeling rapidly in her cleavage.
Sharon craned her neck forward a little to watch as he titfucked her. With each thrust the head of Billy's hot cock would poke up from between her tits, tantalizingly close to her face, then it would retract back and disappear between the ample pillows of her big breasts. Sharon couldn't help herself, as he thrust forward she leant her head in and parted her lips, letting the head of his cock push inside her waiting mouth. Billy moaned as he suddenly felt the end of his cock in his stepmother's mouth and with his next thrust he pushed harder, shoving more of his length between her ovalled lips. This was incredible, he was fucking her tits and mouth at the same time.
As he drew his cock back Sharon sucked heavily and it escaped her lips with a loud slurping noise. She barely had time to lick the small taste of precum from her lips before Billy was ramming his cock into her mouth again.
"Oh shit!" groaned Billy. This time as he backtracked he froze up, spasms of pleasure shooting their way up from his balls, up the length of his cock. Cum burst from the tip, shooting up between Sharon's breasts and splashing over her neck and chin. Billy's whole body tensed as the waves of his orgasm flooding his loins, rope after rope of hot cum spurting over his stepmother's chest, neck and face, his climax even more intense than the first time she had sucked him off. "Oh shit," repeated Billy, softer this time as his cum was almost spent. His hips started moving again a little, sliding his cock slowly along the now cum-filled trail of Sharon's cleavage, as he milked the last of his cum from his cock. He continued pushing with his hips 'till he pushed the head of his cock into Sharon's mouth. Her tongue swirled over the dripping stick, lapping the tasty fluid she had come to love so much.
"Ok stop there," said Howard softly from his seat as he realized that Billy once again had his cock in Sharon's mouth. Unbeknownst to his son and wife he had cum himself, the crotch of his pants soaked through with his sperm.
Billy sat back a little, brushing the sensitive tip of his shrinking cock against Sharon's nipple before climbing up off her and sitting back on the couch. Billy had a big grin on his face, he was finally no longer a virgin, and boy what a way to do it.
Howard noted with some alarm that Sharon was licking the excess cum from her chin and seeming to relish it, "Go get yourself cleaned up Sharon," he told her before turning to Billy. "Well done son, you're now a man, did you enjoy your first fuck?"
"Oh yes Dad, very much," said Billy enthusiastically as Sharon got up and went to the bathroom for a shower. Billy watched her naked ass sway as she left the room, "Can we do this again soon?" he asked his father hopefully.
"Absolutely not!" snapped Howard, shocked at the mere suggestion, "This was a one off lesson. An introduction to manhood. Sharon is my wife not yours, if you want to have more sex you'll have to find yourself a girl willing to do it with you."
"Okay father," mumbled Billy, extremely disappointed. His first fuck had been wonderful, but he felt as though he was only getting started. There were so many more things he wanted to do to his gorgeous stepmother. He felt his cock tingle as various thoughts entered his horny young brain…
…to be continued…
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The small assemblage of nobles gasped in shock as Prince Thomas opened up the front of his trousers, baring a semi hard cock. The young prince had been meeting with some of the highest ranked nobles in the realm, discussing the current war that his father the king was waging on the nearby Amazon tribes. Thomas reached over to the noblewoman beside him, the highly ranked Lady Valeria. He grabbed a handful of her perfectly platted and tied up blonde hair and dragged her face down into his lap. Thomas's other hand grabbed his cock and guided it up between Lady Valeria's lips. A slight upward thrust of his hips and he shoved his cock into her mouth.
"Suck!" he ordered sternly as he pushed down on the back of her head, forcing more of his rapidly hardening cock into her hot mouth. Valeria gagged a little at the sudden invasion of the Prince's royal manhood as it jabbed towards the back of her throat. It was definitely not unknown in the realm for royals and nobles to use women to satisfy their sexual urges, but it was always peasants and servant girls. For the Prince to use a noblewoman of such elevation as Lady Valeria was an insult to her rank and status. Valeria didn't really have much time to be offended however as Thomas held two handfuls of her hair in his fists and pushed her up and down over his hard cock.
Of course if Prince Thomas had quietly asked Lady Valeria to become his concubine or mistress she would have accepted, that was a respected position that would increase her power and standing. But to be used like this in front of her equals, like a piece of meat, a receptacle for the Prince's lust was unheard of.
"Suck!" repeated the Prince and Lady Valeria immediately obeyed, he was after all her Prince, son of her King and to disobey him would be far, far worse than the insult he gave her by using her thusly.
"Good," murmured Thomas as Valeria's head began to bob of her own accord. Her cheeks hollowed as she began sucking in earnest, her tongue fluttering magically along the underside of his hard shaft. Valeria was very skilled at cocksucking, the King himself had indulged in her talents on a number of occasions, as had prince a couple of times in the past. But the lovely noblewoman had never allowed herself to be used like this before.
"Please continue with the briefing Sir Conrad," said Thomas, slowly stroking the top of Valeria's head as she serviced his cock, her carefully arranged hair now in disarray. Beneath his hand Valeria was fuming, the fact that the Prince was continuing the briefing as though she was not there offended her even further. It showed he did not value her opinion in the discussion (she could hardly offer her opinion with her mouth full of his cock) and it showed that he considered sex the only thing she was useful for.
Sir Conrad regained his composure somewhat, the eighteen year old prince's behavior, although extraordinary, was not unjust. The royal family had rights over every one of their subjects, including the noble families of the realm. Lady Valeria had every right to feel wronged, but she could not object to the Prince's wishes. The aged knight was the retired General of the realm's armies and military advisor to the King.
"The war progresses excellently your highness," said Sir Conrad after a moments more hesitation, "I would imagine our armies are sacking the Amazon Queen's fortress as we speak. The last communication we had from General Bairacali stated they had located the Queen's fortress and were attacking it today."
"Very good," nodded the Prince. Valeria was sucking hard on the head of his cock and jerking the lower half of the shaft with her hand. He pushed down on the top of her head as he spoke, forcing her to take his cock deeper, "How do you expect the battle to go?"
Conrad licked his lips, feeling a small stirring in his own loins as he watched Valeria take the horny young Prince's entire length, deep throating him with her lips wrapped around the base of his shaft and her nose pressed into his pubic hair. "It may take several days and it will be a difficult siege, but the result is inevitable. We outnumber them almost twenty to one, they will surrender."
"Good," said the Prince, he kept Valeria's head pressed down so he remained fully inserted in her throat, causing her to struggle to breathe. "Baron Pehlam I want you to begin making arrangements for the victory celebrations of my father's return."
"Yes your highness," said the portly noble. Thomas released Valeria's head and let her come up for air, after a moment he pushed her back down onto his cock, holding her head in both hands and moving her up and down rapidly over his shaft, practically fucking his cock with her mouth. "It will be a grand affair indeed," added Baron Pehlam.
Prince Thomas gave a sudden grunt of lust and his hips bucked up off his chair, slamming his cock hard into Valeria's submissive mouth as he exploded. Cum shot from his cock straight into Valeria's mouth and the noblewoman obediently swallowed rapidly. Thomas sighed with pleasure as he spilled his milky cum across Valeria's tongue and into her throat. She pulled back slightly from his cock, keeping the head trapped within her skillful lips, and started to stroke his shaft, milking more of his hot seed into her mouth as her tongue attacked the sensitive head.
Suddenly there was a knock at the door.
"Enter!" ordered the Prince as Valeria sat up from his lap, his cock still hanging from his trousers, sticky with cum. Lady Valeria wiped her smeared lips, doing her best to look normal, despite her disheveled hair and the angry grimace on her comely face.
A page boy, probably no older than the Prince entered the meeting chamber, glancing down in surprise at the Prince's unveiled cock, "Ahhh.." he stammered, taken aback, "I bring news your highness."
Thomas nodded and turned to Valeria, "Clean me," he ordered her, gesturing to his cock which was still sticky with his sperm. Valeria paled, glancing from the Prince's face, to his slimy cock, to the page boy standing nervously at the door. The beautiful noblewoman could not believe that the Prince wanted her to do such a humiliating and demeaning act in front of a low classed servant boy. Valeria nodded and swallowed, tasting the remnants of his cum already on her tongue. She then dutifully took hold of the Prince's shrinking cock and bent over, lifting it to her lips. The smacking sound of her sucking filled the otherwise silent room as she obediently cleaned the sticky cum from her ruler's penis. She licked and sucked at his dick, letting her mouth full with saliva to wash away the remaining sperm. Valeria wanted to get this over with as soon as possible, no doubt the page boy already had enough lewd stories to tell the other servants of her dishonor.
"Your news?" demanded the Prince, looking up from Valeria's bobbing head to the page boy.
The boy gulped audibly, tearing his gaze from the Lady Valeria, "Yes your highness. The first day of fighting at the Amazon fortress is over, we hold the fortress in our grasp. General Bairacali promises the Amazon's will surrender within the week." The boy then paused, obviously not finished, but seemingly unwilling to continue.
Valeria straightened, her demeaning task complete. She glared at the page as if daring him to glance in her direction.
"Speak boy!" growled Sir Conrad impatiently.
The boy shook visibly, "The General also brings bad news your highness," he told them, his voice cracking under the stress, "The King has been killed in the fighting."
All three nobles and the Prince were all shocked. Valeria gasped, her hand covering her mouth.
"The King is dead?" whispered Valeria, dumfounded, more to herself than to anyone in particular.
After a moments silence Baron Pehlam turned to Thomas, "You are the new King," he said as realization sunk in.
"Long live the King!" announced Sir Conrad loudly, falling to his knee's in front of Thomas, as he did so the other nobles and the pageboy all followed suite.
"I am the King," Thomas repeated to himself, a smile playing across his face as understanding dawned on him.
"God save the King!" hailed the three nobles and the page.
Thomas looked quite a sight, sitting there in bewilderment with the front of his pants hanging open, his shrunken and spent cock glistening with Lady Valeria's saliva. It was an auspicious crowning indeed.
Thomas's smile turned into a wide grin, "I am the King."
To be continued...



        Family Lessons Ch. 4

        He gives stepmother a good morning screw & facial.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/family-lessons-ch-4

Title: Family Lessons Ch. 4

Author: GeorgeTasker

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: He gives stepmother a good morning screw & facial.

Tags: sharon billy, father billy, billy reached, sharon immediately, room sharon, mom begged, wet sharon, billy sharon, moaned billy, billy continued

Series: Family Lessons


Billy Johnson woke up with what was commonly known as morning wood. He was forming a rather large tent under his blankets. His dreams the previously night had been filled with visions of his beautiful stepmother.
"Did it really happen?" he said aloud to himself. Billy was referring to yesterday evening when his father had let him fuck his gorgeous stepmother under the guise of a sex education lesson of some sort. His father had even let Billy fuck her ass a little before he finished by fucking her tits and cumming all over her big 40DD boobs.
Billy lay in bed, his thoughts drifting through last nights activities when he heard the sound of the shower being turned on. His parents had obviously woken up. Billy drifted off a little, dozing on and off as he waited for his alarm clock to go off. He must off gone back to sleep as he was suddenly awakened by the sound of the front door slamming closed as his father departed for work.
As Billy reached down to scratch himself, still finding his dick hard, he heard the shower being turned on again, his stepmother was obviously getting up now too. The sudden mental imagine of his beautiful blonde stepmother stepping naked into the shower caused his hard cock to twitch. Billy smiled to himself and let his imagination run with it, enjoying the picture of Sharon's wonderful curves getting splashed with water as she stroked her whole body with a washcloth.
"What am I waiting for?" Billy said to himself. After last night he had nothing to lose!
Billy practically leapt out of bed and walked hurriedly down the hallway towards his parents room, where Sharon was showering in the ensuite bathroom. As he slipped into their room he heard the shower being turned off, he was a little too late, but Billy was not about to let that stop him. He tip toed across his parents room, Sharon had left the bathroom door open to let the steam from her shower escape so he crept right in there just as she was wrapping a towel around the lush curves of her body.
Sharon was facing away from him as he moved up behind her. The fluffy white towel she wore was knotted between her ample breasts and was a little short, barely falling past the lovely curves of her buttocks and displaying her wonderfully long legs to Billy's hungry gaze.
"Ahh!" screamed Sharon as Billy suddenly pounced, grabbing her from behind and pulling her against him, his rock hard erection pressing into her ass through the towel.
"Morning Mom," cooed Billy as he kept her held close, gently grinding himself against her posterior.
"Holy shit Billy! You scared the crap out of me!" complained Sharon, her heart beating rapidly.
"Mmm," Billy moaned into her ear as he kissed the side of her neck, one of the hands he had wrapped around her slipped up to cup and squeeze her right breast through the towel she had around her. Sharon moaned at his touch and melted back against him.
"What are you doing William?" she asked him, but did nothing to stop him as he kneaded her full breast and continued to rub himself against her ass.
"I just came in to say good morning," said Billy, releasing her breasts as both his hands moved to the knot in the middle and began to untie her towel.
"I'm not sure we should be doing this William," said Sharon, but her protest was only half hearted, she did nothing as Billy let her towel drop to the bathroom floor, unveiling her breathtaking naked body.
Billy slid both hands up to her big tits and squeezed hard, at the same time he pressed his hard cock against her bare buttocks, "I've got a big surprise I want you to take care of for me Mom." Sharon immediately felt a sense of guilt filling her, Billy's touch on her breasts and the feel of his hardness against her ass was already making her wet. Sharon moaned a little, leaning back against him, she was a married woman and if things went any further she would be cheating on her husband. Last night she had fucked Billy with her husbands permission and encouragement, but this was different, her husband was not here. Sharon didn't care, Billy felt so good against her. She wanted him more than anything.
"Ooo," whispered Sharon as Billy kneaded her heaving tits. She reached around behind her and grabbed hold of his erect cock in her soft hand. "Did you wake up with this swollen thing?" she asked, stroking his hard cock and no longer making any attempt to stop his advances. She wanted this just as much as he did, if not more. Sharon no longer cared that Billy was her stepson, for now he was just a man, a man with an incredible cock who made her feel wonderfully aroused at the slightest touch.
"I did," said Billy, thrusting slightly against her hand and at the same time groping more insistently at her large tits, "and I was hoping you'd be able to make the swelling go down."
Sharon moaned as he pulled on her nipples. She then turned around to face him, stroking his cock with both hands, "I'm sure I can take a look at this thing and see what I can do," she said, enjoying the game they were playing. She stood in front of him now, his big cock between them and her hands running over the whole long, hard length.
"It's feeling a little funny," said Billy, his smirk growing as he realized that his stepmother was playing back a little. "Perhaps you should kiss it better," he suggested cheekily.
Sharon smiled at him seductively and then dropped to her knees, her hands never stopping there skillful stroking. She leant forward, opening her mouth 'till her tongue was less than an inch from the throbbing head of his cock, then she stopped. "Are you sure I should?" she asked Billy, fluttering her eyelashes innocently, "I mean I'm not sure if you father would want me to."
Billy moaned in frustration, "Suck my cock Mom!" he begged, thrusting forward impatiently with his hips, his cock bumping against her lips and smearing them with his already flowing precum.
"If you say so honey," with that she leant over his cock and took him in to the hilt. Billy's eyes went wide, he had expected her to play with him and lick and tease him for a bit, but to his amazement she was immediately deep-throating him. Billy stumbled a little as Sharon swallowed his whole length, bathing him in the warmth of her mouth, her head bobbing rapidly.
"Oh God!" he groaned, putting one hand against the wall to steady him, the other going to the back of Sharon's head to guide her movements.
Sharon drew his cock out of his mouth and looked up at him. "Does that feel like it's doing any good?" she asked him, but didn't wait for his reply, she once again shoved his hard cock into her mouth, working her lips down to the base of the shaft and brushing his pubic hair with her nose.
Billy reached down and grabbed handfuls of her long blonde hair. It gave him a great feeling of power, standing in front of his voluptuous stepmother as she knelt submissively at his feet, sucking his cock. Billy bucked forward with his hips and began to fuck her willing face. He clutched tightly onto her hair and slammed his cock again and again into her mouth. Sharon took it expertly, relaxing her throat and letting him use her mouth as roughly as he wanted.
"Oh fuck that's good!" he groaned, stopping his thrusts. Billy paused for a moment, looking down at Sharon as she sucked on the head of his cock. He then pulled out and rubbed his cock all over her face, loving the way the smooth skin of her cheeks felt against his hardness. Billy then moved over to the toilet, dropping the seat closed and sitting on it. Sharon seemed to sense what he wanted, she stood up and moved closer, turning away from him so that her lovely ass was facing his way. Billy smiled and reached up with both hands to knead and squeeze the firm and rounded globes of Sharon's ass. He groped and pinched for a few minutes then gave her a sharp slap across one buttock.
"Are you ready for me?" he asked.
"Why don't you feel for yourself?" purred Sharon in reply, looking back over her shoulder at Billy.
Billy grinned widely. He then reached up between her legs and rubbed his hand across her snatch. She was dripping wet. Sharon moaned as Billy's hands moved to her hips. He urged her downwards and Sharon went willingly, spreading her legs over his and lowering herself down towards his upthrust cock. When she was inches above him Sharon reached down between her parted thighs and grabbed hold of Billy's hard cock, lining him up with the moist lips of her pussy and grazing the tip of his cock across her.
"You want this?" she asked him huskily. Sharon decided Billy was being a little dominating and she needed to regain some control.
"God yes," moaned Billy, thrusting upwards with his hips, trying to push up inside her. Sharon merely re-angled his cock and he grazed across the front of her pussy, rubbing her clit and sending shivers through her.
"Ask nicely then William," she breathed, she wanted him so much herself it was hard to make him wait.
"Please let me fuck you Mom," begged Billy.
"Certainly William," Sharon said, sinking down on his cock. Both Billy and Sharon let out satisfied groans as Billy's hard cock slid up inside Sharon's cunt.
"Damn that feels good!" moaned Billy. Sharon had to agree, her stepson's big cock filled her perfectly, like they were made to be together. Sharon rocked back and forth gently on him, getting a feel for him. Billy reached around and pulling her backwards so that she was leaning against him, her head dropping backwards onto his shoulder. Billy rocked his hips upwards against her as they continued their leisurely fuck, his hands sliding between her thighs to stroke her clit as his cock moved within her.
"Oh William!" moaned Sharon as Billy continued to stroke her clit with one hand. Sharon took hold of his other hand and guided it up to her right breast which he immediately started squeezing and massaging. Billy continued the slow rotations of his hips, keeping his cock deep within her. His other hand slid up to grab onto Sharon's other breast and he vigorously kneaded the two massive melons.
"God you've got great hooters," he whispered into her ear, squeezing and mauling at the large orbs. Sharon merely groaned in reply, almost overcome at how great it felt as she ground her buttocks back into his lap. Billy seized her nipples and pinched them tightly, tugging on the ends of her breasts. "I think I'm gonna cum soon," Billy moaned softly into her ear.
"Hmmm," murmured Sharon, not properly hearing him. Billy's hands released her big tits and dropped back to her hips, pulling her downward as he began to shove harder up into her.
"I'm gonna fill you up," Billy groaned, thrusting faster and deeper.
"No!" gasped Sharon as his words finally sunk in. She rose up off Billy and as his cock popped free he groaned in annoyance. "You can't…" stammered Sharon as guilt once again set in. Sharon couldn't let her stepson cum in her. After Howard's insistence the night before she couldn't betray him in that respect. "You can fuck my tits again?" suggested Sharon, at the same time as she wanted to stay true to her husband she also wanted to please Billy. "Or I can suck you off."
Billy stood up, a look of displeasure and lust on his face. Billy pushed Sharon to her knees and she immediately reached for his cock, her mouth opening compliantly.
"No!" snapped Billy, pulling back and placing a hand on the top of her head to keep her lips from reaching him.
"What?" Sharon questioned as Billy's hand went to his cock and he began to rapidly tug on it, only inches in front of her face. Sharon immediately realized Billy wanted to cum on her face, it was the ultimate in submissiveness and for some reason Sharon couldn't work out it turned her on even more.
"Open your mouth Mom," ordered Billy, his hand a rapid blur on his cock. Sharon did as instructed and knelt, eagerly awaiting his orgasm with her mouth wide open. Billy's hand twitched faster and faster as he felt the cum welling up in his testicles. He looked down at the glorious sight of his naked stepmother on her knee's before him, her mouth open and ready for his deposit.
"Oh Fuck!" grunted Billy as his knees buckled a little and cum burst from his cock. Sharon gasped as the sticky white goo shot from her stepson's cock and splashed over her face. The initial spurt splattered over her right cheek and eye, a little going in her mouth and some even splashing into her hair. As Sharon closed her eyes the second gob roped directly into her mouth. "Oh yes!" gasped Billy, milking his cock into Sharon's mouth, his load even bigger than the one she had swallowed in the car.
Sharon gulped down the cum as it filled her mouth, the taste as delicious as she remembered. Billy, his cock spent rubbed the oozing head of his penis over her lips, smearing them with his seed. Her tongue flicked out to taste him and lap up more of his cum, but Billy pulled his cock out of reach. Without a word he grabbed a handful of her long blonde hair and used it to wipe clean his cock, wrapping it around the shaft and rubbing off his cum.
"Now that's what I call a great way to get rid of morning wood," said Billy as he cleaned his sticky shaft.
Sharon smiled and licked her lips, "Anytime honey."
"Tomorrow I want to wake up to you sucking my cock," said Billy immediately.
"What?" stammered Sharon in surprise, she had not really expected him to take her up on the offer.
"You heard me bitch!" snapped back Billy. Without another word he turned and left the bathroom, leaving Sharon sitting on the floor in bewilderment, her face and hair streaked with semen.
...to be continued...
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The evening was a rather quiet one in the Johnson household. Billy wasn't home, he was at a friend's place. Howard appeared to have something on his mind and spent the whole evening watching television. Sharon was left pretty much to alone and didn't quite know what to do with herself. She still felt a little guilty for her tryst with Billy, but at the same time she still wanted him. Sharon was sure that if Billy were to ask she would willing bend over the kitchen table for him. A shiver of lust went through her 31 year old body as she remembered his big cock jerking in front of her face, his cum shooting all over her face. She had to deliberately control herself to stop her hand from creeping between her thighs at the memory of the way her stepson had slowly fucked her in the bathroom that morning, and the way he had taken her doggy style the previous night at Howard's instruction.
"What's happening to you Sharon?" she asked herself aloud as she sat alone in the kitchen trying to gather her thoughts. She even briefly considered speaking with Howard again and suggesting giving Billy another sex education lesson. But what could she suggest, they'd done just about all there was to do. There was always anal sex which they'd only touched on, but she could hardly go and tell Howard she wanted their son to fuck her up the ass could she? Oral sex was out of the question as Howard didn't like the taste of her so he seemed to assume Billy wouldn't like it either.
"You doing alright in here darling?"
Sharon looked up in surprise to see her husband Howard enter the kitchen. "Oh yes, I'm fine," she replied, rather unconvincingly but Howard didn't seem to notice. He moved up behind her and began to rub her shoulders. "Oh, that's nice," breathed Sharon as Howard massaged the stress from her.
"Why don't we have an early night tonight," suggested Howard, he looked down at her from above, his eyes taking in the sight of her ample breasts swelling out from her chest, the plain white t-shirt she wore was quite tight and left very little of her generous curves to the imagination.
"Okay Howard," nodded Sharon, sleepily. She'd had a few rather sleepless nights recently so a good nights sleep would do her the world of good. Sharon gasped suddenly as she felt Howard's hands reach down from her shoulders to cup and squeeze her large breasts through her t-shirt. Perhaps sleep wasn't the reason Howard wanted an early night after all.
"Mmm," murmured Howard as his hands kneaded her big tits, "Let's go to bed." Sharon didn't protest and let her husband lead her to their bedroom. She'd spent most of the evening thinking about sex, so was quite surprised to find that she didn't really want to fuck Howard, despite her horniness. For some reason, ever since that first time when Billy had squirted his delicious cum into her mouth she'd lost all interest in sex with her husband, but at the same time she wanted to fuck Billy every minute of the day.
Howard yanked Sharon's t-shirt up over her head, he was pleasantly surprised to see that she was braless beneath. He leant forward and sucked on one of Sharon's huge boobs, licking hungrily at the hardening nipple. As much as Sharon didn't want to make love to Howard, she wasn't about to tell him she'd rather his son than him, her husband.
With his lips still glued to Sharon's nipple, Howard's hands fumbled between them, unbuttoning the front of her jeans and peeling them down off her hips. Beneath she had on a pair of lacy white bikini style panties which quickly followed her jeans to the ground. Howard gave a little moan of lust as he slid his lips over to her other nipple which he immediately sucked into his mouth. At the same time his hands reached around and grabbed her soft buttocks, squeezing the firm globes and pulling her now naked body in against him.
Howard then pushed Sharon back onto the bed and gazed down at her nakedness for a moment, "God you're sexy!" he breathed. Howard then stripped off his clothes, revealing a fully erect cock. It was not as big as his son's, but it was hard as a rock, harder than Sharon had ever seen it. They had not had sex since her first night with Billy and Howard was obviously more than ready.
"Please suck my cock Mom," said Howard with a smirk, imitating his son's request.
"Howard!" snapped Sharon.
"Suck me!" urged Howard again, this time more insistently.
"Howard, you know I don't like that," protested Sharon as her husband climbed onto the bed, kneeling by her head and moving his cock towards her face.
"You didn't seem to mind Billy sticking his cock down your throat," retorted Howard, a little angry now, he rubbed the head of his cock across her closed lips.
Sharon paled a little, realizing what he said was true. She would have protested more, but the guilt she felt over her additional trysts with Billy made her relent. Sharon conceded and parted her lips allowing her husbands foul tasting cock into her mouth. Sharon almost gagged at the first taste. While she loved Billy's sweet tasting cock and his salty cum, Howard's penis always tasted of stale urine and dried cum. The one time she had let him shoot in her mouth it had tasted horrible, unlike Billy's sperm which was like the most delicious wine Sharon had ever drunk.
"Oh yeah!" groaned Howard as he pushed his fat cock deep between Sharon's red lips, "That's it, suck my cock baby." Howard took hold of her head with one hand, guiding her up and down on his shaft as he pumped slowly with his hips, fucking her face lustily. He reached down and roughly squeezed and mauled at her big tits while he drove his cock relentlessly deeper into her throat. Sharon submissively allowed him to use her mouth, her tongue swirling and her cheeks sucking as she did her best to make the blowjob as quick and painless as possible.
As Sharon's head bobbed rapidly over his lap, Howard pinched on her nipples and squeezed her massive tits. He lifted one breast up off her chest by her nipple and shook it, enjoying the way the ample flesh jiggled and shook. The sight of her big wobbling tits gave him an idea, he pulled out of Sharon's mouth, much to her relief.
"I want to try what Billy did yesterday," said Howard, maneuvering himself around on the bed so that he was straddling her torso. Sharon didn't complain, at least she didn't have to suck his cock anymore. Howard reached down and gave both her upthrust breasts a rough squeeze. He rolled them around across her chest, mauling and massaging with his coarse hands.
Howard leant forward, letting his hard cock fall between Sharon's enormous boobs. He squeezed the substantial orbs together around his cock, rubbing them back and forth along his cock. "This feels great," he breathed, "I can't believe I haven't tried this before."
Sharon let out a quiet gasp as Howard began to hump with his cock, vigorously titfucking her. His fingers roughly pinched on her nipples as he kept her tits tight together, forming a tight sheath which he pumped rapidly.
"Shit!" groaned Howard, "This is even better than I expected," he said, his cock pumping between her huge balloon-like tits. Howard felt the sperm rising in his balls and knew he was close to cumming. He immediately halted his thrusts, clenching and unclenching his fists on Sharon's big breasts as he attempted to regain his control.
After a moment Howard climbed off Sharon's chest and flipped her onto her front. He pulled her up to her knees with her face pressed down into the bed and prepared to enter her from behind. Whenever they made love they almost always did it like this, doggy style, and it looked as though tonight was going to be no exception. Howard's hand stroked up across Sharon's sex and found it dripping wet. Her thoughts had been on the slow deep fuck she had experienced with Howard's son earlier in the day and she was wet with excitement.
"Fuck me Howard!" she gasped, her statement slightly muffled by the pillow she was biting on.
Howard smiled, pleased to see his wife finally appearing to want him, showing some of the passion she had shown with Billy. He seized her hips and lined his hard cock up with her dripping pussy. With a lustful grunt he plunged forward with his hips, driving his cock hard and deep into her waiting twat. They both moaned loudly at the entrance, Sharon slipping a hand between her legs to rub her clit as Howard thrust against her buttocks.
"Oh yessss!" groaned Howard as he rammed hard against his wife's rear, his cock drilling deep into her. Without slowing his thrusts he slid one hand long her side to catch a swinging breast which he seized and squeezed roughly. Howard's hands moved to the small of Sharon's back as his hips bucked against her, he leant backwards slightly, letting his driving cock plunge deeper, and closed his eyes, letting the wonderful sensations of fucking her fill him.
Sharon moaned and pushed back with her ass, pushing hard to meet her husbands vigorous thrusts. Sharon rose up slightly to her hands, letting her cunt screw back against Howard's cock. "Oh Howard!" she moaned, genuinely enjoying their fuck.
Suddenly she looked up in shock to see Billy standing at the open doorway to the bedroom, looking straight at them. Sharon froze at the sight of their son, but Howard didn't seem to notice, he continued to pound her from behind, his eyes closed as he let the lust take over his movements. Billy was completely naked and was busy stroking his big cock as he watched his parents fucking. His eye's locked with Sharon's as Howard's hard thrusts jostled her around and she almost came then and there.
Without a word Billy walked quietly across the room towards them, still not alerting his father to his presence. To Sharon it was surreal, almost like she was in a dream as her stepson moved right up to the edge of the bed so he was directly in front of her. He was still stroking his hard cock and it was now only inches from her face, Sharon licked her lips, she could smell his scent and knew immediately what he wanted.
Billy let out a barely audible sigh as his stepmother's delicious mouth enveloped his hard cock. Sharon slid her lips right down the length of his shaft, 'till her nose was pressed into his belly. Sharon's tongue fluttered across the underside of Billy's throbbing shaft as she drew back up his length, and then she was shoved forward by Howard bucking into her pussy from the rear. As she was thrust forward Billy's cock drove into the back of her throat.
"Oh yes!" groaned Billy loudly, his hands clutching the hair on top of Sharon's head as he fed his cock to her. At the sound of his voice Howard's eye's snapped open in shock and he stopped thrusting against Sharon.
"Billy!" exclaimed Howard in surprise, the sight of his son taking Sharon's other end was the last thing he had expected to see.
"Hello Dad," said Billy in reply as he moved Sharon's mouth over his cock, causing her to bob rapidly up and down his hard length, her full lips rubbing him delightfully.
"What the hell..." began his father, his expression of confusion turning to one of anger.
"Just shut up and fuck your wife Dad," said Billy, never stopping from pushing Sharon's head down on his cock, "There's enough of her to share."
Sharon, completely turned on by the combination of Billy's words and the taste of his cock in her mouth, ground herself back against her husband, feeling his hard cock full her. Howard grunted slightly as she fucked back against him. Just before he had heard Billy's moan he had been close to cumming, and Sharon's movements felt incredible.
"Just because I let you fuck Sharon the once doesn't mean you can help yourself whenever you want," said Howard, the fight gone out of him. He tightened his grip on Sharon's hips and began to fuck her again, his hips thrusting slower than before though.
"Sorry Dad," said Billy apologetically, he kept one hand on Sharon's head and with the other reached beneath her to squeeze and fondle her heavy tits. "I just saw the two of you going at it and I couldn't help myself."
"That's okay son," said Howard, carrying on a casual conversation across Sharon's back while he fucked her actually turned him on even more, "I can understand that, when you were fucking her the other day I almost joined in myself."
Between them Sharon was going crazy, Billy's long hard cock in her mouth made her wetter than she'd ever been, and her husband's cock was drilling deep as he got more and more turned on.
"It won't happen again Dad I promise," said Billy, now putting a hand on either side of Sharon's face and fucking her mouth in earnest.
The conversation between the two Johnson men was suddenly interrupted as Sharon screamed out in pleasure, her orgasm shooting through her lithe body. Sharon moaned around Billy's relentlessly plunging cock and she thrashed back against Howard's pumping manhood.
"Ahhh!" grunted Howard, Sharon's sudden explosion triggering his own. He bucked forward and thrust himself to the hilt in her tightening pussy, his cock spurting wildly as he forced it as deep within her as he could.
Billy continued to thrust himself back and forth into Sharon's ever willing mouth as he watched his parents cumming. The young teenager, keen to join their climaxes drew back out of Sharon's mouth and grabbed hold of his own cock, rapidly stroking it in front of his stepmother's face.
"Get ready for it Mom!" he grunted and second's later exploded all over her face. Sharon opened her mouth as Billy's hot cum splashed over her face, the taste of his seed almost setting her off into a second orgasm. Sharon felt her husband pulling out of her as Billy milked the last of his cum into her wide open mouth.
"Oh God that was good!" groaned Howard.
Billy stumbled back, still holding his cock, "That's for sure!" he agreed.
"Never again!" his father said warily to Billy as he started to cum down from his climax.
"I think Mom should lick us clean," said Billy, taking his parents by surprise.
"Ahhh," stammered Howard, not sure what to say. His cock twitched a little at the thought even though it didn't have much life left in it. Howard had to admit the idea appealed to him, even though he knew how much Sharon hated the taste of sperm, she would never go for it, "Your stepmother doesn't like doing that," he said.
"She'll do it," disagreed Billy. He moved around to sit next to his father on his parent's bed, offering up his sticky cock to Sharon, "Won't you Mom?"
Sharon hesitated, staring at Billy's cock, her mouth watering at the thought. She then glanced at her husband's cock and a small shudder went through her.
"Clean us off please Mom," ordered Billy.
Sharon swallowed uncertainly, then she moved forward and leant over her husband's lap, taking his foul cock into her mouth and sucking on it. She decided that she wanted the lovely taste of Billy's cum to be left lingering on her taste buds so she had to get Howard's over and done with. Sharon's mouth filled with saliva as she slurped at Howard's cock, making sure to clean all his cum from the softening shaft. Once she was sure it was clean she moved over to Billy and sucked his delicious penis between her red lips. She moved her mouth up and down over his shaft, her tongue smacking over the length and savoring the taste she had come to love so much.
"I told you she would," said Billy, shooting his father a smug grin.
Sharon finally rose up off Billy's lap.
"I think you should go to bed now Billy," his father told him. "And you are to never again do something like this. Okay son?"
"Yes Dad," Billy said with a nod as he stood and left the room. He walked down the hallway with a big smile on his face. He now knew that his stepmother was his, she would do whatever he said.
...to be continued...
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King Thomas sat back in his chair, bored of reading the numerous reports from the war that were scattered all over his desk. He'd been at it for hours and it was pretty clear that his armies had the war sewn up as it was, he didn't really need to pore of these documents and come up with any brilliant strategies or the like.
A sudden knock at the door disturbed his weary thoughts, he looked up to see his herald enter the small office.
"What is it?" he demanded impatiently when the herald did not speak immediately.
"A negotiator from the Amazon's has arrived your majesty," said the herald.
Thomas smiled, your majesty, he liked the way that sounded. "A negotiator!?" snorted Thomas in contempt, "We've practically already defeated them, it's a little late to start negotiating."
"Nevertheless your majesty, the Amazon is here to meet with you."
"Very well," sighed Thomas, "Send her in." No doubt the negotiator would be desperate, Thomas thought to himself, perhaps he could use that to his advantage and this wouldn't be the complete waste of time he was expecting after all.
Moments later the Amazonian negotiator entered the room, flanked by two of Thomas's guards. The King sucked in a deep breath at the sight of her. The Amazon was a towering brunette, just over six feet tall so she practically dwarfed Thomas's five and a half feet of height. She wore the traditional leathers of her tribes, a short skirt that displayed her long, well muscled and tones legs, and a small studded leather halter that pushed up her two ample breasts. Although the Amazon negotiator was tall and physically dominating, she was also very beautiful.
"King Darion," said the Amazon, bowing low and giving Thomas a good look down the front of her deep cleavage. The fact she called him by his father's name made it clear the Amazon's did not know they had killed the king in the conflict, and Thomas had no intention of letting on.
Thomas moved directly in front of the Amazon and stoked a finger along the line of her cheekbone as if assessing her, "Your Queen has sent you to me to negotiate surrender?"
"Negotiate peace," corrected the Amazon, they were too proud a race to admit defeat.
"I see," replied Thomas, his hand dropped from her face to trace the line of her deep cleavage. The Amazon froze at his intimate touch. Normally no male would have dared touch her, but here in the heart of the enemy stronghold she would not live long if she struck their king. Thomas cupped the woman's full breast through the leather halter she wore, giving it a firm squeeze. He then moved his hand over to squeeze her other breast as if testing the freshness of the two lush mounds. The Amazon seethed with anger, unable to stop him as she didn't dare risk ruining the sensitive peace talks her Queen had instructed her to arrange.
Biting down her anger the Amazon began talking, doing her best to ignore the King as he lifted both hands to her large breasts and began to maul and squeeze them.
"The Queen is willing to call an end to this bloody and senseless war on the following terms," began the Amazon, her voice quavering slightly as Thomas yanked down the cups of her halter, her ample tits bouncing free. "The Queen will give you all our lands to the South of the Ramyl River. She will give you 100 of our male slaves and ten chests of gold." Thomas ignored what the Amazon was saying, too busy enjoying the huge bare breasts offered up before him. He squeezed and groped the large orbs, pulling on the Amazon's nipples and mashing her big tits in his eager hands. The Amazon continued speaking but was getting more and more angry at the King's actions. In her society no male would have dared such a thing. Thomas licked his lips as he rolled the large globes of her breasts around over her chest, his hands squeezing and fondling to his hearts content. "In return for these concessions you will leave our lands in peace and spare the lives of our warriors. Our two nations will be allies from this day forth," said the Amazon through gritted teeth.
Thomas released her big tits and threw his head back, laughing loudly at the Amazon. She dared to make demands of him? Her army had already lost. There was no need for him to give up anything. The mere fact that the Amazon had endured his assault on her tits without attacking him, or at the very least walking out, told Thomas how desperate the Queen obviously was. Before he responded Thomas made a mental note to reward General Bairacali for his excellent work.
Thomas stopped laughing and scowled at the Amazon. He reached out and grabbed a handful of her long brown hair and yanked her across the room. The Amazon yelped in pain but did not fight back as she was dragged over to Thomas's desk. He bent her over the table, pushing her face down into a pile of papers. He flipped up the back of her skirt, beneath she was naked, her lush buttocks perfectly presented to him along with the lips of her cunt. Thomas unlaced his pants and dropped them to his ankles, letting his hard cock pop out and slap across the Amazon's firm buttocks.
"Are you ready for my counter offer?" demanded Thomas as he pushed apart her thighs a little and aiming the dripping head of his erection at her cuntal entry.
"I come under a flag of peace you can't do this.." protested the Amazon. She tried to straighten up, but Thomas shoved her back down, her bare breasts smearing the ink on a report he was in the middle of writing.
"I asked you if you were ready for my counter offer," repeated Thomas calmly, "I didn't ask for permission to take you as I don't need it. So are you ready my lovely Amazon negotiator? I'm sure your Queen gave you instructions to do whatever it takes to stop this war. You don't want to go back to her with news of your failure now do you?"
The Amazon hesitated a moment as Thomas rubbed the head of his cock up and down across her vagina, his precum juices beginning to lubricate her.
"I am ready for your counter offer," the Amazon said softly after a moment longer.
Thomas gave a grunt and rammed his cock up inside her, driving deep with a long, fast thrust. The Amazon gave a short cry as she was jolted forwards into the desk, Thomas's cock slipping all the way to the hilt into her. Thomas slapped his hand down hard onto her right buttock, spanking her a couple of times before he grabbed her by the hips and started fucking her in earnest.
"If your Queen wants me to call off my forces and spare her life and the miserable lives of what's left of her army she will completely surrender to me," Thomas told the indignant negotiator as he sawed his hard cock in and out of her cunt, each thrust ramming home hard. "All Amazon lands apart from the Queens fortress itself will be turned over to my rulership." Thomas's head was spinning, the feeling of power from what he was doing was incredible. The newly crowned king continued to relentlessly pound at the Amazon's pussy without letting up. Her cunt felt incredibly tight and wonderful and he could already feel his balls churning, he wouldn't last long.
"I don't know if the Queen will accept such an offer," stammered the Amazon, gasping as Thomas fucked her even harder as his lust built.
"I haven't finished!" yelled Thomas, slapping her ass again without slowing his thrusts. "The Queen will also give me half of her treasury of gold and valuables. And she will give me 100 female slaves, not males." Thomas was over the top. He briefly considered pulling out and cumming over the Amazon's face, but decided it would be more degrading to cum inside his enemy's womb. "Oh fuck!" cried out Thomas as the dam burst and his cock spurted inside the busty Amazon. Thomas reached out and grabbed a handful of the Amazon's long brown hair, tugging on it none too gently, and pulled her back against him as he blew his load. "Yesss!" he groaned as rope after rope of gooey cum splashed inside the Amazon, he kept his cock deep inside her and thrust only slightly as his orgasm overtook his him. Thomas's body shook and tremored his cock pulsing inside her as he spent the last of his seed.
King Thomas pulled out of the Amazon and moved around to the other side of the desk, a hand on the negotiator's shoulder stopping her from standing up. Thomas stood directly in front of her head, his drooping cock sticky with cum and mere inches from her face.
"Clean me!" ordered Thomas, pushing his cock at her face. The negotiator submissively obeyed the order, opening her lips and allowing Thomas to shove his cock into the warmth of her mouth.
"That's good," nodded Thomas, stroking the top of Amazon's head as she suckled at his cock, licking up the remaining cum. The sight of her meekly servicing him gave him one final idea to add to the peace treaty.
"If your Queen accepts my deal to make it valid she will have to come and visit me at my court," said Thomas. The Amazon tried to pull up from his penis and say something but Thomas merely pushed her back down onto his cock. "If your Queen wants her people to be spared she will walk right up to the foot of my throne, get down on her knees…" Thomas paused briefly for effect, "And then she will suck my cock right there in front of my court to prove she is my servant."
..to be continued...
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Lady Valeria decided that she much preferred today's position to what the new King had put her through yesterday. King Thomas was lying on his bed reading reports some diplomatic papers from a neighboring kingdom whilst Valeria knelt between his legs at the base of the bed. While he read through the letters she suckled at his penis. Every so often he would reward her with a small moan or he would reach down and stroke the top of her bobbing head. The day before the King had forced Lady Valeria, an esteemed noble of the realm to suck his cock in front of no only some of the other nobles, but also an untitled page boy. It had been the most humiliating and degrading experience the noble lady had ever been through.
Right now however they were together in the privacy of the King's bedchamber were Valeria had no qualms about sexually serving her king. After all if she pleased the young monarch she would no doubt be bestowed many riches and honors that would more than make up for any undesirable or unpleasant activities they may engage in.
The King had just finished a meeting with a negotiator from the amazon tribes they were at war with. He had come out looking very pleased with himself and he had immediately grabbed Lady Valeria by the wrist and dragged her to his bedchamber. He had lain on the bed and ordered her to strip off her clothes. Instead of watching however he had picked up the reports from the table beside the bed and started reading, almost completely ignoring the beautiful woman taking off her clothes in front of him. Once she was naked King Thomas had told her to suck on his cock. Valeria had immediately complied, unbuttoning his pants and pulling out his flaccid penis. It had been so small in her soft hands compared to the day before when he had forced it into her mouth, and she thought briefly that he had lost interest in her. When she had bent over his lap and taken his withered manhood into her mouth she had immediately tasted sperm and pussy juices. Lady Valeria had sat up in surprised, shocked with the realization that the King had just fucked the amazon negotiator. Before the puzzled noblewoman had been able to say anything however, the King ordered her back to her cocksucking and resumed his report reading.
"Mmm," murmured Lady Valeria as she suckled harder at the King's soft dick. She was determined to please the King, despite his current 'spent' state. Valeria reached up with a soft hand to toy with his balls as she slide her mouth back on his cock, pulling him with her lips before plunging the rubbery shaft back into her mouth, engulfing his whole cock. Her large, bare breasts pressed against his thighs as she worked him over, quickly becoming encouraged as she felt his cock thicken a little and harden slightly. Valeria doubled her efforts, noisily slurping at his cock, her blonde head bobbing faster over his lap.
Still not putting down the paper he was reading, Thomas reached down with one hand and placed it on the top of Valeria's head, encouraging her as she sucked him off. Valeria moaned happily as she felt him hardening further, she'd been at it almost fifteen minutes and she was finally starting to get results. Thomas's hips began to buck up off the bed slightly and the hand on her head grabbed a handful of her hair and pushed her down hard on his cock. The King's mind was obviously straying from his reports and he finally put them down.
"That's good," breathed Thomas as both his hands now went to the back of Valeria's head. He pushed her face down hard into his lap and began to thrust up with his hips, fucking her mouth roughly. After a few minutes of this he yanked on her hair, pulling her up off his cock.
"Get on your hands and knees," commanded the King. The beautiful naked noblewoman immediately obeyed, turning around so that her nice round ass was pointed at her liege. Thomas moved up behind her, seizing her hips and pushing the tip of his cock into her waiting pussy. The King gave a lustful grunt and then shoved his whole cock into her, causing her to cry and out. "Ahh, that's it!" groaned Thomas, keeping a tight grip on her hips as he began to fuck her doggy style. Valeria was a little shocked to be taken in such a way. Whenever she had made love before it had always been in the missionary position, she always thought this dog style fucking was for whores and peasants only.
"Oh your highness!" gasped Valeria as Thomas reached under her and pinched roughly on one swinging breast, twisting the nipple. He then placed both hands on her hips and really went to town, fucking her as hard and fast as he could. This continued for a good ten minutes when there was a knock at the door.
King Thomas stopped his thrusting, but remained with his cock buried to the hilt in Lady Valeria's cunt, "Come in!" he called out, much to the lady's displeasure.
A young page boy entered the bedchamber, it was the same one who had witnessed the previous days events when Valeria had been forced to suck the King's cock. She glowered at the page from her degrading kneeling position in front of the king. The page swallowed nervously at the sight, his gaze inadvertently straying to the naked noblewoman, he could even see her big breasts swinging bare beneath her.
"What is it?" demanded the king as he resumed fucking Valeria. His thrusts were much slower however as he listened to the page speak.
"Ahh.." stammered the boy, "The ah.. General Bairacali has returned from the front lines. He is waiting outside." The page boy hesitated a moment, watching wide eyed as Lady Valeria's breasts jiggled and swayed with each hard thrust from the king. "I shall have him ahh..come back."
"No!" snapped the king, "Send him in now, I'm almost done with this wench," said the king, slapping the side of Valeria's ass. Lady Valeria went red with anger at being referred to in such a manner. But she held her tongue. To her distaste General Bairacali entered the room. He was a big brawny man of about fifty years of age with gray hair and one of the ugliest faces in the realm. His face was criss-crossed with numerous battle scars and it hadn't been all that pretty in the first instance. Valeria in particular had no liking for the General. It was no secret in the kingdom that the General lusted after the beautiful Lady Valeria, he had on a number of occasions asked for her hand in marriage but she always refused. Not only was his appearance enough to make her stomach turn, he was also of too low nobility for her to even consider such a proposal.
"Congratulations on the war!" said the king proudly as the grizzled old veteran entered. Once again Thomas remained inside of Valeria although he stopped his thrusts.
"Thank you, your highness," said Bairacali with a low bow, "Condolences over your fathers death. He died bravely." The general's eyes now strayed over to the beautiful and very naked Valeria impaled on the end of the king's cock.
Thomas saw the lust in the Generals' eyes and remembered his meeting with the amazon the day before. "I am immensely pleased with your results in this war General Bairacali," said Thomas as he once more resumed his slow thrusts against Valeria. "I will be sure to arrange some public ceremony to thank and reward you, but for now, why don't you join me here?"
"Excuse me your highness?" replied the General, confused at the intentions of his king.
"She's got another hole!" said Thomas, shoving hard with his hips into Valeria, "You're a war hero and deserve a warm welcome home."
"No!" whispered Valeria softly, more to herself than anyone else but they both heard her. The king wanted her to suck off Bairacali, something she had been trying to avoid for years.
"Silence Lady Valeria. He is a hero and is entitled to a hero's welcome," snapped the king. "And I know for a fact that your lovely mouth is worthy of a hero."
"Yes your highness," whispered Valeria acquiescently.
General Bairacali smiled at this acceptance and moved up to the end of the bed, unbuckling his sword belt and dropping it onto the floor. He then unfastened his breeches and let them fall around his ankles, a thick and hard cock popping into view. He then moved closer to the end of the bed so that his cock hung inches from Lady Valeria's face.
"Well m'Lady? What are you waiting for?" asked the General, his cock twitching in anticipation, his smile wide. To have the lovely Valeria service him like this was a dream.
Valeria suppressed and angry scowl and leant forward, compliantly parting her lips and letting the Generals penis slip into her mouth.
"Oh yeah, that's good!" groaned Bairacali, reaching down to grab her head. He'd wanted her to make the first move, to initiate things, but now he took control eagerly. Valeria gave a little yelp of surprise as the old soldier rammed his cock down her throat, burying himself to the hilt. He grinned across her back at the King as he began to fuck her face, using her mouth as if it was a whore's cunt he was pounding. Valeria's mouth felt so warm and wet around his thrusting shaft.
"So when do you expect the Amazon's surrender?" asked the King. Thomas now resumed his fucking, each shove against her lovely butt thrust her further forward onto the General's cock.
Bairacali gave a little moan, turned on by the feeling of dominance he was getting by carrying on his conversation with the King while the beautiful noblewoman sucked his cock. "It wouldn't surprise me if the Amazon Queen didn't arrive here with a white flag within the week."
Thomas smiled, fucking harder at Valeria's cunt. Rumors of the Queen's beauty were rife through the realms, and although Thomas had never actually laid eyes on her he could not wait for her surrender. Screwing a influential noble such as Valeria was a definently turn on, but the thought of forcing a powerful warrior queen to his will was too much. The King suddenly exploded inside Valeria's warm cunt. He clutched tightly at her hips, pulling her in against him and pushing his cock right in to the base as he spurted.
"Ahh!" cried out Thomas as he filled Valeria with his seed, imagining it was the mouth of the amazon queen he was shooting in.
Once his load was spent he pulled out of Valeria and lay back on his bed.
"Leave me!" he commanded.
General Bairacali still had his hard cock in Lady Valeria's mouth and was no where near finished using her. He looked up at the king in surprise, "Ahh yes your highness," he said, not disguising the disappointment and frustration in his voice.
Valeria thankfully pushing the General out of her mouth and began gathering her clothes.
"Wait!" said Thomas as he looked up and saw the General's painfully hard cock. Both Bairacali and Valeria stopped and turned back towards their king. "Sorry General for the abrupt ending to our meeting."
"No problem your highness," said Bairacali, bowing low, his erection still twitching.
"Lady Valeria," said the king, turning to the beautiful noble.
"Yes your highness?"
"Go to the General's room with him and spend the day pleasuring him and serving him. He is to be greatly rewarded for his efforts in the war."
Valeria went pale, she had hoped it was over, "Yes your highness."
"You will enjoy her attentions General," Thomas said to Bairacali with a grin, "If you thought her mouth was good you should try her ass."
"I will be sure to do that," replied Bairacali with a smile of his own.
"Good," said the King. "Now leave me!"
...to be continued...
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King Thomas leant back in his throne, yawning loudly as one of his nobles spoke about something or other that just bored him stupid. Probably moaning about taxes or something, the King thought to himself as he stared out the window beside his throne, completely ignoring the speaker. For once the king didn't have his dick in the lovely mouth of Lady Valeria and he briefly considered calling her over to service him. Valeria had been walking kinda funny since yesterday when she had spent the evening in General Bairacali's bedchamber so Thomas decided to give the beautiful noble a rest.
The King was busy scanning the court for a suitable replacement for Valeria when his loyal young page entered the throne room, interrupting the lecturing nobleman.
"The Queen of the Amazon's has arrived!" the page announced loudly, practically shouting down the nobleman in his excitement.
The interrupted noble glared angrily at the page, but was forced to bite his tongue as the King ordered him to return to his seat and for the Queen to be shown in. Thomas's stomach was fluttering, he knew what he had asked of the amazon, but was not sure if he had pushed his luck too far. He gave a short nod to General Bairacali who was seated across the room from him, just warning the brave soldier to be ready for any danger. And then the amazon Queen entered the room. The assembled nobles and courtiers gasped at her arrival.
The Amazon Queen was tall, even taller than the negotiator had been. She had to be close to six and a half feet tall and would have dwarfed almost all of knights in the court. She had a powerful, athletic body, that although very muscular, had enough feminine curves to turn most of the heads in the court. The Queen wore none of the trappings of her exhaulted rank, she was dressed very similar to every other amazon in fact, a short leather skirt and matching studded halter top. The only thing that set her apparel apart was the gold trim on the brown leather. Despite her fierce warrior nature and imposing build, the Queen had the face of an angel. Her features were like those of a goddess, perfectly chiseled and flawless. She had long blonde hair that was immaculately groomed and she had the brightest blue eyes Thomas had ever seen.
The Queen strode confidently through the center of the throne room, directly towards King Thomas. She was flanked by two beautiful amazons, one of which Thomas recognized as the negotiator he had screwed in his office. Thomas looked wonderingly at the negotiator, trying to glean a clue as to whether or not the Queen had agreed to his surrender terms. Unfortunately the amazon refused to meet his inquiring gaze and he was left in the dark as to the intentions of the Queen.
The three amazon's reached the foot of the dais on which King Thomas's throne sat. The two escorts halted there, but the Queen immediately began to climb the short stairs leading up to the throne, not pausing to ask permission.
The nobles that filled the court gasped in surprise at the Amazon's boldness and a few stood up, assuming the worst. A pair of knights that flanked Thomas's throne and acted as his bodyguards reached for their swords, intending to halt the Queen, but Thomas stopped them. He swallowed nervously as the beautiful amazon crossed the last few feet separating them. Thomas had no idea if she had accepted the deal or was here to kill, but the gamble was quite exciting.
The whole courtroom was on edge at the Queen's audacious actions and lack of respect. Little did they know the King believed she was about to perform the ultimate act of subservience.
Thomas smiled as the amazon sunk to her knees at his feet and a few of the nobles even sighed audibly in relief. The startled gasps however, returned as the Queen reached towards Thomas, her hands going into his lap as she shockingly unfastened the front of his trousers and reached inside them. Thomas's smile went even wider at the proud warrior queen drew his cock out and then leaned over into his lap, taking the hard shaft into her mouth.
Thomas began to laugh loudly, causing the already startled nobles to gasp in surprise. The beautiful amazon queen at his feet did not miss a beat at the King's outburst, her head bobbing rapidly and her cheeks hollowing with the effort as she sucked hard on his cock. The lovely Queen obviously wanted this chore done with as fast as possible as she did her best to please the King quickly, sucking for all she was worth.
Thomas's royal cock was hard as a rock and the feeling of her silken lips sliding up and down the shaft was intense, almost more than he could handle. Her soft tongue toyed with the underside of his throbbing penis with each bob of her head, and her surprisingly gentle fingertips reached up to play with his balls as she worked his saliva lubricated cock. Thomas realized he was about to cum, and almost wished he'd had Lady Valeria suck him off a few hours earlier to desensitize his eager cock and make the experience last longer. He wasn't sure if it was the beauty of the amazon, the exhilaration of being sucked off so publicly or the feeling of power from having such a powerful woman on her knees and servicing him, but Thomas was turned on beyond belief.
With a sudden lustful grunt Thomas reached down and grabbed the top of the amazon Queens head, shoving her down hard onto his cock, wedging himself into her throat as he exploded. The Queen gulped and swallowed rapidly as Thomas's lustful seed spurted from his pulsating manhood. The Queen balked at the salty taste of his cum and tried to recoil from his shooting cock, but Thomas held her down hard, not intending on releasing her 'till he was spent.
After the last of his sperm had been drained Thomas finally released the amazon and she rolled back on her heels, coughing and choking. She then stood up and spun on her heel, marching from the throne room without a word, her duty complete.
As her two bodyguards moved to follow her out the amazon negotiator paused and turned to the king, "I believe our peace treaty is now sealed."
The king smiled and nodded.
The negotiator bowed slightly and then left, leaving the stunned nobles and a very happy and satisfied looking king.
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Prologue
Mark and Stuart sat in big plush chairs in their new apartment watching a particularly racy Stacey Valentine porn movie. The two best friends had just graduated from High School and moved out of home into their first apartment. The opening sex scene of the movie had just reached it's climax, with the male actor pulling his cock out from her cunt and then jerking it in her face, splashing Stacey's lovely features with cum.
"Now that's something I've always wanted to do," murmured Mark wistfully as he watched the man milk the last of his cum onto Stacey's outstretched tongue.
"I've always wanted to do Stacey Valentine too," chuckled Stuart in agreement as the busty blonde on the screen took the actor's cock in her mouth and started to suck and lick it clean.
"That's not what I mean."
"You don't thing she's hot?" asked Stuart incredulously in reply.
"Of course you dumbass!" snapped Mark, "What I meant is cum in a girl's face like that, any girl!"
"Oh right," replied Stuart with a shrug.
"I serious dude," insisted Mark, turning to face his friend. "I mean you've had a few girlfriends in your time right?"
"Sure," replied Stuart his eyes still glued to the television screen.
"Have they ever let you do something like that?" asked Mark.
Stuart frowned, his gaze finally leaving the television screen, "No, of course not."
"Same for me," nodded Mark.
"So what's your point?" Stuart shook his head in confusion, wondering what on earth his friend was talking about.
"That's exactly my point," Mark pointed at the screen where Stacey was getting fucked up the ass by an overweight older man.
"Huh?" Stuart was getting even more and more confused by Mark's vagueness.
"I mean how the hell do they get them to do that? That guys uglier than my Dad for fuck's sake!"
Stuart frowned and thought for a moment, "It's a movie dude."
"Bingo!" Mark almost shouted in agreement.
"What?"
"If we make a movie we can get to do stuff like that to chicks," explained Mark, "And not just any chicks, but beautiful ones, ones that are under normal circumstances out of our league."
"You want to make a porno movie?" asked Stuart in surprise.
"Exactly!"
Stuart paused a moment, trying to catch up with his friends racing imagination, "The closest I've ever got to a porno star was when Gina Wild did that instore appearance at the video shop and I got that photo of me grabbin' her tits. How the hell are we going to make movies"
Mark chuckled, remembering the day well, "We'll just hire some video camera's and shit, it'll be easy."
Stuart didn't look convinced, "How are we going to get the cash for something like that?"
"Easy!" insisted Mark, "We'll just hire some cheap stuff."
"Do you know how much they pay these girls?"
"Not a problem," replied Mark with a wide grin, "We'll put an ad in the paper saying we're holding auditions, if we don't hire any of them, then we don't have to pay any of them."
"Do you think that will work?" asked Stuart doubtfully.
"Put it this way," Mark said with a smirk, "At the very least some hot chicks will show us their tits."
Stuart's grin grew to match Marks, "You cunning bastard! I like the way you think."
***
That very next day Mark had placed an ad in the local paper:
WANTED : Hot Actresses "Sticky Situation Films Inc" Auditions for Female Starring Roles in upcoming Adult Film Great $$$ Must be aged between 18-35, Have a good body, and be prepared for everything This could be your big chance (Ph 555-6969 to book your audition)
That night Stuart read over the ad as soon as their newspaper was delivered. "You think anyone's gonna ring?" he asked aloud.
As Mark opened his mouth to reply the phone rang. They both froze. It rang a second time. Could this really be someone for the advert? It rang a third time. Mark walked over to the phone. It rang a fourth time. He picked it up.
"Good evening Sticky Situation Films, how may I help you?" he said in his most businesslike tone, hoping it wasn't his mother on the other end of the phone or anything unfortunate like that.
"Hi, I'm ringing about the ad in tonight's paper," said a woman's voice.
"Really!?" exclaimed Mark in a mixture of relief and excitement, he then realized what he was saying, "I mean..of course," he corrected, clearing his throat. "Now I just need to take a few details from you miss..?"
"Adams, Cindy Adams," she replied. Stuart was now standing beside Mark, doing his best to listen in on the conversation.
"Cindy Adams," repeated Mark grabbing a pen and paper and jotting down the name. He glanced up at Stuart to make sure Stuart didn't recognize the name. If they were identified by someone they knew the game would be over. "Okay Cindy, and how old are you?"

"Thirty five," replied Cindy, "I hope that's okay."
"That's fine," replied Mark, trying to hide his disappointment, he'd been hoping for a younger woman, they'd probably be hotter and would be easier to trick. Nevermind, beggars couldn't be choosers. "What colour hair do you have Cindy?"
"I'm blonde."
Blonde was good, Mark liked blondes and blondes were supposedly dumber, "Height?"
"Five seven."
"Weight?"
"One twenty one."
"Measurements."
"Oh…umm..thirty nine double d, twenty seven, thirty six."
That was good. Mark grinned at Stuart and circled where he had written 39DD. Stuart grinned back and gave him the thumbs up. "Okay Cindy you sound very close to what we're looking for. Have you ever done any adult films before?"
"No," said Cindy with a slight giggle of nervousness.
"This next one I need to get out of the way before we can go any further. Do you have any sexually transmitted diseases?"
"No, definently not."
Mark breathed a sigh of relief, she sounded almost perfect. "Well that's about all the information I need from you over the phone," explained Mark, "We'd like you to come on in for a interview so we can get a look at you on camera and ask you a few more questions."
"Sounds great," said Cindy enthusiastically. "When do you want me?"
Mark felt his cock twitch in his pants at her last question and realized the phone conversation had given him a hardon. Hell, this was better than any 900 number. "Tonight!" said Mark after a moment's pause, "Come to 1718 Beach Avenue in one hour."
"Tonight?" repeated Cindy in surprise, "Ahh okay."
"Great, see you then," said Mark hanging up the phone. He turned to Stuart, "I told you this'd work buddy. We have our first porno star coming 'round here in exactly one hour!"
Stuarts eager grin of anticipation sudden faded.
"What?" asked Mark, noticing his friends look.
"We haven't hired a camera yet dumbass!" he said, cuffing his friend around the side of the head.
"Oh fuck!" swore Mark.
"No fuck is more like it," replied Stuart, "What are we gonna do now?"
Mark thought for a moment, "I got it!" he sudden cried out, snapping his fingers.
"What?"
"We'll use my digital camera."
"But that only takes stills," complained Stuart.
"Don't worry," Mark assured him, "She won't know that."
Chapter One
In exactly sixty minutes later there was a knock on the door. Mike and Stuart froze, they had been rushing around their apartment like madmen, trying to clear away as much of their rubbish as they could and try to make the place look like a studio. While Mike had set up some spotlights and draped a few sheets around the place to give the illusion of a studio, Stuart had been busy on the computer trying to dummy up a few business cards and posters for 'Sticky Situation Films Inc'.
"Well, this is it," said Mike with a sigh, "Are you ready bro?"
Stuart took a deep breath, "Ready as I'll ever be."
"This was my idea so you go cameraman on this one," decided Mike.
"Okay," Stuart agreed quickly, he wanted to see how Mike was going to handle things and quite frankly preferred to have a camera to hide behind if things went bad. Even if it was only a little digital still-frame one.
"I'll try and get you some action too."
There was another knock at the door, "Go let her in!" hissed Stuart. He turned to the spotlights and tried to pretend he was setting them up. He'd grabbed his electronic guitar tuner, tied a shoelace to it, put it around his neck and was pretending it was a light meter.
"Cindy?"
Stuart swallowed nervously as he heard Mike greet the woman at the door. What if she was ugly? What if she was beautiful? What the hell were they doing? And then Mike led her into the room. Cindy was absolutely drop dead gorgeous. She had long, very pale blonde hair that was tied back in a pony tale and framed her delicate, perfectly formed face. She was obviously in her mid-thirties because she had a look of very sexy maturity, but the body on her would have killed a teenager. Cindy wore a plain white t-shirt that stretched very taut across her ample chest. She obviously hadn't been lying about her measurements. She wore a knee-length black business skirt that clung to the lovely curve of her flared hips and was slit up one side, letting a long, creamy white thigh poke through with every second step she took. The outfit was completely by a pair of black high heeled shoes that made her calves look sleek and sexy.
Stuart's mouth gaped open and he stared at the lovely woman with undisguised lust, perhaps Mike's plan was a good one after all. Imagine getting to fuck a stunning older woman like Cindy? And video tape the event for prosperity.
Mike was fortunately not so dumbfounded at the sight of the beautiful woman, he immediately slipped into his role, leading her to the 'casting couch' without missing a beat. Once she was seated he sat down beside her and handed her the business card that Stuart had printed up about ten minutes earlier. "My name's Michael Thomas, I'm the casting direction for Sticky Situation Films," he stretched out his hand and shook hers gently. "And the cameraman over there is Stuart Adkins."
"Hi Michael, Hi Stuart, you're both a little younger than I was expecting." Cindy greeted them both, blushing nervously like she was a teenager out on her first date. Things seemed very promising.
"Yeah, we haven't been in the business that long," confirmed Mike, praying she wouldn't get too suspicious. "Sticky Situations has been around for a while though, it's a very reputable company."
Stuart zoomed the digital camera in on Cindy's crossed legs, taking a lovely shot of her thigh where it was visible through the slit on her skirt.
"Cool. So what's the movie called?" asked Cindy, taking the two guys by surprise.
"Ahh.." stammered Mike uncertainly for a moment, "It's called Bill & Teds Excellent Orgy," he said at last. "It's a spoof of the real movie about two bumbling teenagers getting a lot of action."
"Cool idea!" exclaimed Cindy, her face lighting up excitedly.
"Now, I need to ask you a few more questions," said Mike, cutting in quickly before Cindy could ask more questions they didn't have answers for.
"Okay," said Cindy with a nod.
Mike took a chance and reached out with one hand, letting it drop onto Cindy's bare knee, "Now Cindy, as it said in the advert this is an adult film so tonight we have to make sure you're prepared for that. The film will obviously include nudity." Mike gave her knee a gentle squeeze.
"Obviously," said Cindy with a smile.
Mike picked up a clipboard with a long checklist on it, "Are you prepared to have sexual intercourse for this film?"
"Yes," agreed Cindy, giving a nervous little giggle.
"Now unlike mainstream movies this is not simulated, but includes vaginal penetration," explained Mike, trying to use as professional and scientific terminology as he could.
"Yes I'm aware of that," said Cindy.
"Are you prepared to give and receive oral sex?" Mike asked, his cock twitching inside his pants at the thought of Cindy sucking his dick.
"Yes."
"Do you spit or swallow?" cut in Stuart from his position as cameraman. Mike glared angrily at him, worried the crude question would blow his careful work.
Cindy turned to Stuart, "Ahh both, um swallow I guess."
"Cool," replied Stuart, grinning and giving Cindy the thumbs up. She blushed and giggled.
"Are you prepared to receive facials?" said Mike, quickly resuming his line of questioning.
"Huh? What's that got to do with this?" asked Cindy in confusion, obviously thinking along the lines of a beauty parlor.
"That's where the male actor ejaculates onto your face," explained Mike, blushing a little himself now. He was getting a monster erection, it was such a turn on talking dirty like this to such a beautiful older woman.
"Oh right. Um yeah, I can live with that," confirmed Cindy.
"Good," said Mike, ticking on his clipboard, it was looking like he might get his dream of cumming on a girls face after all. "Titfucking okay?" Mike wasn't sure of the technical term for that.
Cindy blushed at the thought, "Okay."
"Anal sex?"
Cindy's blush deepened, "I don't really like that. Is it alright if I say no on that one?" she asked uncertainly.
"Sure," said Mike reaching over to her again and squeezing her knee, this time a tad higher up her leg, "That'll just cut you out of a few scene's in the script."
"Oh, okay," said Cindy, seemingly a little disappointed, "Put me down as a maybe for that then."
"Ok, a maybe," said Mike with a reassuring smile. "Next question is threesomes?"
"I've never done that before," said Cindy, "Sounds like fun though."
"Good," said Mike, ticking the box, "Lesbian sex?"
"With another woman?" asked Cindy in surprise, "Ahh ok, why not. But I prefer men."
"Great!" said Mike, "That's the last of these questions."
"Cool, have I got that part?" Cindy asked excitedly.
"Ahh, next we need to do a screen-test," said Mike. He was getting a little nervous himself now.
"Okay, sure. What do you need me to do?" Cindy asked, looking a little apprehensively over towards the camera that Stuart was pointing her way.
"Well we need to see what you look like," said Mike, trying not to sound as excited as he felt.
"What I look like…" repeated Cindy slowly, "You mean naked?"
"Yes," confirmed Mike with a nod.
Cindy blushed and reached down to untuck her t-shirt. She then peeled it up over her head, revealing her ample breasts, tightly encased in a lacy white bra. The cups of the brassier pushed her already massive tits upwards and together, forming an impressive looking cleavage.
"Oh wow!" gasped Stuart as he clicked off a photograph, he spoke loud enough for both Mike and Cindy to hear him.
Mike glared Stuart's way, but Cindy seemed to ignore him. She reached around behind her back for the catches on her bra. The action caused her large breasts to jut out impressively and Mike's glare instantly left Stuart to take in the wonderful sight that was about to be unveiled before them. Cindy unhooked her bra and then shyly let it drop, her huge tits swinging free, a very awesome sight.
"Wow!" it was Mike's turn to gasp in surprise. He gazed at her enormous hooters and decided that even if nothing further happened and Cindy walked out on them then and there, they would have already got their money out of the advert just by getting a look at her wonderful jugs.
Cindy, a little unsure of herself, looked down at her own tits, "Are they okay?" she asked.
"They're more than okay," Mike assured her, practically drooling.
"I went for a modeling job when I was younger and the agent said that they were too big."
"Well they're perfect for our studio," Mike assured her with a grin. And then he couldn't help himself. Mike reached up with both hands and gently cupped Cindy's great big 39DD's. Cindy stiffened a little but did not stop him. "Absolutely perfect," Mike repeated as he softly squeezed Cindy's big tits, his hands stroking all over the ample orbs and rolling them over her chest. He seized her nipples between his fingers and gave them a gentle tug before again covering her whole tits with his hands and squeezing, a little harder this time.
"Bring the camera in on these babies," Mike called over to Stuart as he kneaded the abundant flesh of Cindy's tits. Stuart walked right up next to Mike, zooming in for some close up shots of Mike playing with Cindy's generous breasts. When Mike took her right breast in both hands and began to firmly squeeze the lovely melon, Stuart reached out and roughly grabbed a hold of Cindy's left tit. Cindy gasped in surprise as the camera operator joined in the groping of her tits. Stuart lifted the full orb as if raising it for a better angle on his camera, then he pinched on her nipple and used it to shake her breast, getting a shot of her lovely big tit jiggling across her chest. If only they'd had a video camera instead of a still shot camera.
Mike looked up at Cindy's face as he squeezed tightly on her breast with both hands, mashing the fleshy tit between his fingers. He saw the older woman grimace a little and realized they were pushing their luck as they went to town on Cindy's lovely big rack. Mike released her breast and signaled for Stuart to do the same. Stuart gave her breast one last squeeze before he stepped back to resume his position as cameraman.
"Okay I think we've got some idea of your upper body now," said Mike, "Could you please take off the rest of your clothes now Cindy?"
"Okay," agreed the topless blonde. Cindy stood up and reached behind her, unzipping the back of her skirt and letting it fall around her feet. Cindy's legs were as long and beautiful as they had looked in her skirt, and from Mike's point of view behind her, he got a great angle on her lovely ass, encased in a pair of bikini style panties. Mike had to admit that they had got very very lucky. Cindy was incredibly hot for a thirty five year old, and she also seemed willing to let them have a little fun.
"And the panties," said Stuart, clicking off a few shots as he saw Cindy pause.
"I've never been naked in front of anyone other than my husband before," said Cindy, standing there in her panties, looking unbelievably sexy.
"Just remember what you're here for," said Mike, reminding Cindy that it was a pornographic film she was auditioning for after all.
"You're right," decided Cindy with a nod, steeling herself. She took a deep breath, then hooked her thumbs into her panties and tugged them down.
Both Mike and Stuart boggled at the sight of the gorgeous naked woman. Cindy had a lovely tight ass and a neatly trimmed pussy. She was incredible.
"Very nice!" moaned Stuart, clicking off a couple of shots.
"Fantastic!" agreed Mike, leaning over and reaching out to stroking his hand across Cindy's warm right buttock. He then shuffled forward so she was within reach and stroked both hands across the firm cheeks of her ass. Mike began to knead and squeeze at the firm mounds, moaning softly to himself. Cindy gave a slight gasp as Mike groped her ass cheek with one hand and slipped the other up between her legs, rubbing across her pussy.
This seemed to be taking things a little too far, as he touched her cunt Cindy pushed his hands away and stepped out of reach. "Is that all the screen testing you need?" she asked.
Mike knew he had to step carefully here, "Take a seat please Cindy."
"Can I get dressed?" Cindy asked impatiently.
"Very soon," nodded Mike, patting the couch beside him. Cindy hesitated a moment and then sat down as instructed.
"So what do you think?" Cindy asked him.
"You're incredibly beautiful Cindy and you have a great body."
"Thank you," replied Cindy, blushing modestly.
"I think you have a very, very good chance of getting this role," Mike told her and he saw the stars begin to reform in her eyes.
"Really?" asked Cindy in surprise, "You really think so?"
"You've got the looks for it," said Mike, "Do you have the killer instinct to really nail the role and make it yours?"



"What do you mean?" asked Cindy with confusion.
"Do you really, really want this part?" Mike asked the naked blonde.
"Yes! Of course I do."
"Would you do anything for this role?"
"Yes!" said Cindy immediately, she then frowned as she thought about his question.
"I want you to unbuckle my pants please Cindy," said Mike.
Cindy paled as she realized what Mike wanted of her. She started to reach towards his lap and then stopped, "I think you've got the wrong idea Mr Thomas."
"I know you want this job Cindy," replied Mike smoothly, "I know you'll be good at it. You've got what it takes to make it big in this industry."
Cindy still hesitated, but her resolve was weakening, "I don't know…"
"Just think of it as another screen test," said Mike, "You're going to have to do this for the movie anyway, this is just practice. To make sure you have what it takes."
Cindy's conviction crumbled, he was right, she really did want the role. The lovely blonde reached over into Mike's lap and started to unfasten his fly. Stuart meanwhile couldn't believe what he was seeing, Mike had conned her! He zoomed the camera in for a few shots.
"Kneel in front of me," ordered Mike, and when Cindy moved to his feet in front of the couch he knew he had her. His plan had worked! "Take it out."
Cindy paused for a very slight moment, this was the point of no return for her. She then reached forward and slipped her hand into the open fly of Mike pants. He let out a short moan as her soft hand touched his penis, and Cindy gasped, a little surprised to find him fully erect. As Cindy pulled Mike's cock out of his pants, Stuart moved in closer and around the side to get some good photos of the action.
"Kiss it."
Cindy took a breath to steel herself, then leant over Mike's lap and kissed the tip of his cock. From there she didn't need to be told what to do. Cindy licked up along the underside of Mike's hard cock, causing him to groan with pleasure. She then licked all over the head of his cock, her tongue swiping and fluttering, lapping up the precum that had leaked out.
"Oh yeah!" groaned Mike, "Suck me Cindy, suck me!"
Cindy smiled up at the young casting agent then bent further over, taking his cock into her hot mouth and sucking heavily. The beautiful blonde's cheeks hollowed as she worked her way down the length of his hard shaft, taking more and more of him in her mouth. As she sucked Mike's dick, Stuart was crouching down right beside her, zooming in super close for some shots. Figuring she would be caught up servicing Mike, Stuart reached out with one hand and stroked the soft skin of her back. Cindy ignored Stuart's touch, her head bobbing faster and faster over Mike's lap. She wanted desperately to get this part and she knew she would have to get him off to do it.
Mike groaned, lying back in the couch, his hands dropping to stroke the top of Cindy's head as she gave him the best blowjob he'd ever had. His plan was working! Mike knew that when he came it would be a dream cum true so to speak, he'd get to cum on a beautiful woman's face, and an older woman at that!
"Wow, this is great," murmured Stuart as he took more photo's of the action. With his free hand he reached underneath Cindy and grabbed at her breast, roughly squeezing the massive orb. Cindy, feeling the cameraman's touch and sensing his desire, reached towards him with her free hand and began rubbing his bulging crotch through his jeans.
"Oh God!" gasped Mike suddenly, he was close to busting. He yanked Cindy off his cock, interrupting Stuart at the same time. Mike stood up in front of the naked woman kneeling in front of him and aimed his hard cock at her face. "Get a good shot of this Stuart!" groaned Mike as he started to pump his cock in front of Cindy's angelic face, his other hand leaning on her shoulder for support and to keep her from moving away. "Here it comes!" Mike let out a strangled grunt as cum shot from the end of his cock, splashing over Cindy's face, just like out of a porno movie. "Oh God yes!" shouted Mike as more ropes of his sticky seed spurted out, spattering over Cindy's nose, mouth and cheeks. The blonde closed her eyes and submissively took it, Mike ordering her to open her mouth as he milked the last of his cum onto her tongue.
Stuart made sure he got a couple of good shots of Cindy kneeling in front of Mike, her face streaked with his cum.
"Wow!" groaned Mike as he wiped his sticky cock clean on Cindy's mouth and chin. He then sat back on the couch, slumping down, exhausted, spent and satisfied. "You can get dressed now."
Cindy nodded and started putting on her clothes, grabbing a tissue from the coffee table to wipe her face clean of Mike's lust. Stuart moved back over to his position as cameraman, his crotch throbbing. He was gonna have an ugly case of blue balls tonight. Stuart was a little pissed at Mike for cumming so quickly, he'd felt Cindy was close to giving him a handjob. But then again, he couldn't really blame him, if it had been his cock in the lovely thirty five years hot mouth he wouldn't have lasted long either.
"So is that everything?" Cindy asked once she was dressed.
Mike was still lying back in the couch, his cock hanging out of his pants. "Yep, that's it Cindy," he said, falling back into his role, "You should hear from us in about a week or so once all the first interviews are over."
"You mean I don't have the role yet?" she asked in dismay.
"Don't worry Cindy," Mike assured her, "After your performance tonight you're a sure thing."
Cindy smiled in relief, she'd hate to think that she'd sucked his penis for nothing. "Okay Mr Thomas, Mr Adkins, very nice to meet you both."
Stuart put down his camera to show Cindy to the door when it was obvious that Mike was still basking in his post-orgasmic bliss.
"Thanks for coming Cindy," Stuart said, he couldn't help himself and gave her ass a slap as he let her out the door.
Stuart closed and locked the door, then went straight back to Mike, "Holy shit dude! I can't believe that worked!"
Mike grinned, "Money for nothing and you're chicks for free," he said, quoted Dire Straits.
"Next time," said Stuart, rubbing his painfully hard crotch, "I get MY dick sucked!"
Mike was about to reply when the phone rang.
To Be Continued...
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little late as he'd gone to the local equipment rental store and got them an impressive looking video camera, a tripod and a big light with a reflective silver umbrella around it. After last night's audition with Cindy had gone so well, Mike was determined to make things look a lot better for next time. He entered the lounge with all their new gear and found Stuart sitting on the couch with the phone in his hand and a big grin on his face.
"What's up dude?" asked Mike curiously.
"We've got an audition for tonight," said Stuart, grinning widely.
"Cool!" said Mike enthusiastically.
"Wanna know what the best part is?"
"What?"
"It's Lisa from the Pink Peach," Stuart told him, giving him the big thumbs up. The Pink Peach was the local lap dancing club that the two boys frequented on a number of occasions. Stuart had even got his first blowjob there on his twenty first birthday when all his mates had chipped in and paid one of the dancers to give him a little extra. Both the guys new Lisa, she was one of the more popular dancers there, with long straight brown hair, nice titties and the greatest ass in the world. Neither of them had actually gotten a lap dance from her as she was usually very popular and therefore very busy.
"Oh hell yes!" cried Mike putting down the camera gear and high-fiving Stuart. He sat down beside Stuart and read the piece of paper where Stuart had jotted down notes from the telephone conversation: 'Lisa, PINK PEACH!!, 32C-24-28, Lap Dancer! No movie experience'.
"Your turn to be camera-man tonight," said Stuart his dick already tingling in anticipation.
"Okay then bud," said Mike with a smile, "You remember pretty much how I did it?"
"Yeah, I'll manage."
"When's she get here?" Mike asked.
"'Bout thirty, thirty five minutes."
"Shit! We better get this camera set up then," said Mike. With that the two of them sprung into motion, added a few extra touches to their 'studio' and setting up the new camera to capture the action.
Within no time they had the place set up and their next 'audition' arrived. Stuart answered the knock at the door, opening it to reveal the familiar face (and body) of Lisa from the lap dancing club. Lisa was a tall brunette with the hottest, tightest, fittest body Stuart had ever seen. Lisa was dressed in a pair of skin tight blue hipsters that clung to her long legs and the magnificent globes of her shapely ass. She also wore a white blouse that was tied between her generous C-cup tits. Stuart almost died at the sight of her, she was majestic.
"Ahh, hello Lisa, please come in," stammered Stuart his tongue getting all tied up as he stared at her deep cleavage.
"Do I know you?" Lisa frowned as she followed Stuart into the lounge/studio.
"I don't think so," Stuart shook his head nervously, he stared at Lisa's ass as he followed her inside. He could see the top of her g-string poking above her low slung pants and he imagined that fantastic ass rubbing itself over his lap. "I'm Stuart Adkins, and the cameraman over there is Michael Thomas."
Lisa took as seat on the 'casting couch', "I just go by Lisa, no last name."
"That's right," nodded Stuart, "You're already in the adult entertainment industry aren't you?"
"Yep, I'm a lap dancer."
"Cool," replied Stuart, picking up his clipboard and pen and taking a seat beside Lisa. "Okay Lisa," he said, slipping into his role now, "The movie's called Bill & Ted's Excellent Orgy, it's a sexy spoof of the original."
"Okay, whatever," shrugged Lisa.
Stuart was a little flustered by her dismissive attitude, "Ahh.. I now have to ahhh.. ask you what you're willing to do on this movie," he stammered. "I umm..have a checklist around here.."
"I'll do anything," cut in Lisa.
"Anything?" Stuart repeated with a gulp.
"Sure," shrugged Lisa.
"Oh, okay then," murmured Stuart, that was most of his questioning out the window. "That means we have to do a screen test now then."
"Okay, no problem," nodded Lisa, "What do you want me to do?"
This part Stuart had planned. "Well, seeing as lap dancing is your area of expertise and we want to see the best of you I want you to lap dance for me and Mike on camera, and we can use that for your audition tape."
"Great," smiled Lisa, finally getting a little enthusiastic about things now. She stood up and turned to Mike. "Okay there big boy, set up that camera of yours and come and take a seat beside Stuart here on the couch."
Mike couldn't help but smile at Stuart's cleverness as he set the camera on record and made his way over to the couch beside Stuart, his crotch tingling at the thought of a free lap dance from the best lap dancer in the city.
"Can I get some music please?" asked Lisa as she rolled her shoulders to warm up a little.
"Sure thing," nodded Stuart, grabbing the stereo remote from the table beside him and hitting play. Def Leppards 'Pour Some Sugar On Me' blasted out immediately.
Lisa paused for a moment, listening to the beat of the music. "Okay," she said at last, nodding her head in time with the song, "I can work with this." With that she threw her arms up above her head and then dropped her whole body into an undulating dance, rolling with the throb of the rock song. Mike and Stuart were immediately still in their seats, their eyes glued to Lisa's rolling hips and thrusting chest. She definently seemed to have earned her reputation as the best dancer at the Pink Peach, and here the two boys were getting a private dance for free!
Lisa crossed her hands above her head, her hips still rocking erotically as she let her hands slide slowly down her body, caressing the lush curves of her breasts and hips. She then spun around her lovely ass towards the boys as she bent forward, thrusting her buttocks at them as she looked back between her legs.
Stuart gave an enthusiastic wolf whistle, Lisa smiled at him in response through her legs and then straightened up, turning and strutting towards him. Lisa paused just in front of Stuart, just out of reach, and resumed her sexy, undulating dance. When the song hit a sudden drum clash Lisa kicked her leg out towards Stuart's groin. He jumped back in the couch in surprise, thinking she had realized what they were up to and was retaliating, but Lisa's skillful kick stopped inches short of doing him an injury, her long heel jabbing into the seat of the couch. Stuart swallowed nervously as Lisa's foot rolled forward, her toes pressing into his hard crotch. Lisa smiled encouragingly and gestured for him to take her shoe off, licking her lips seductively.
Stuart's worried expression turned to a grin as he took off her shoe, stroking his hands up and down her firm calf as he did so. Lisa then briefly pressed her bare foot into Stuarts throbbing erection before she stepped back down and kicked out between Mike's legs. Even though Mike had seen what she had done and knew what was coming he still jumped back in surprise as her high heel shot between his legs with frightening speed and accuracy. Lisa then leaned forward towards Mike and pulled his head into her chest, rubbing her breasts across his face through the blouse she wore. Mike lifted his hands to the side of her full tits, squeezing them as he rubbed his face around her cleavage, wishing that it was her bare breasts he was sampling, although he would no doubt get his chance at that soon enough.
Lisa drew back from Mike's busy hands, the song building up to a climax as she reached down and began unbuttoning the front of her trousers, standing just out of the two guys reach. Lisa shot Stuart a seductive smile and bent forward, giving them an excellent view down the front of her blouse as she peeled off her pants. She straightened up, standing before them in her knotted blouse and a skimpy g-string. Lisa paused for a few seconds letting the two men take in the spectacular sight of her lace covered crotch and long legs before she bent her knees, thrust her hips and rocked back into her sexy strutting dance. As she turned away from them both boys gasped in awe at the sight of her fabulous ass, perfectly framed by the tiny g-string she wore. Mike had thought they'd got lucky with Cindy's lovely ass, but Lisa's dancers body was something out of this world!
Lisa strutted forward and turned away from them, bending forward to look back between her long legs, the position displaying her ass to breathtaking effect. She shot Stuart an enticing look, licking her top lip slowly and seductively as she reached up and patted the cheek of her ass invitingly. Stuart didn't need to be told twice, he leant forward and slapped her offered ass a couple times and then gave one buttock a hungry squeeze.
As Lisa moved away from Stuart the song changed to the next track, this one was a heavier rock song by Metallica. Lisa swaying in front of them as she took in the song transition, then moved forward and straddled Mike's lap. Lisa began to grind her hips down onto Mike's lap, his hands sliding up her thighs to cup her perfect ass as he g-string clad pussy rubbed against his throbbing crotch. Lisa smiled down at Mike and then slowly reached up between her breasts to where her blouse was knotted. Without stopped her humping on his lap she untied the blouse and pulled it open wide, displayed her large C-cup tits. Mike moaned at the mouthwatering sight, humping up off the couch against her as she rode him. His hands slid up from their position on her ass to cup and squeeze her firm tits, enjoying the way they filled his hands.
Before he could get too frisky Lisa drew back off his lap, pushing his eager hands away from her tits as the topless brunette danced away from him. Lisa quickly made her way in front of Stuart, turning her back to him as she sat on his lap, her spectacular ass pressing into his groin. Stuart groaned as Lisa leant back and pressed her body against him, she took hold of his hands and lifted them to her tits which he eager began to squeeze and knead. The gorgeous lap dancer let him grope her huge breasts for a few moment longer before she slid down his body towards the floor. Lisa went to her knees with her head resting back in Stuart's lap before she spun around so that her face was pressed into his crotch. Stuart moaned in surprise, not sure what to do, this was certainly the most intimate lap dance he'd ever had, most strippers barely let him touch their tits.
Lisa shook her head around, rubbing her face in Stuart's lap. She then pressed her lips against the outline of Stuart's hard cock, kissing him through his pants. With one finger she traced the line of his cock against his zipper, and then she was gone, back up in the center of the room, dancing in time with the music. She then hooked her thumbs inside the band of her g-string and pulled it out from her body, teasing the two guys with a brief flash of her pussy.
"You want me to go all the way?" she asked them over the music.
"Yes!" Stuart and Mike both said together without hesitation.
Lisa smiled wicked and her pink tongue flicked out to lick her lips. "Okay boys, here it comes!" with that she peeled off her g-string, revealing the neatly trimmed bush of her pubic mound. She stepped one foot out of her panties and with the other, kicked them over to Mike. Mike caught the skimpy piece of lace and took a deep sniff, never once taking his eyes off the dancing form of Lisa.
The naked dancer moved in front of Stuart once again and settled herself down on his lap, this time facing towards him. Stuart grinned, his hands sliding up her thighs to reach around and squeeze her ass as Lisa ground her pelvis down onto his lap, his rock hard erection pressing against her bare pussy through his trousers. With her hips and ass grinding against him faster and faster he pulled her upper body against him, happily burying his face between her big breasts. The feel of her ample soft tits pressed against his face was incredible and Stuart hunched up off the couch a bit, dry humping his groin against Lisa's sliding pussy.
He felt close to explosion, but before he did Lisa climbed off his lap and moved into a similar position over Mike's bulging crotch. Stuart gave a small whimper of frustration and rubbed his painfully hard cock through his pants. Lisa smiled over her shoulder at Stuart as she rubbed her fantastic ass across Mike's lap and let him suck on her nipples. As she continued to ride Mike hard Lisa didn't stop looking back at Stuart. She rose her fingers to her lips seductively and then sucked on the tip of one, sliding it in and out of her mouth as if it was a cock she was sucking.
It was all too much for Stuart, he gave a groan of lust and then unzipped his pants, pulling out his hard cock and stroking it. Lisa smiled in delight as if she had been waiting for this and climbed off Mike, dropping to her knees in front of him and planting a kiss on his cock through his trousers before she crawled over towards Stuart on her hands and knees.
The stunning brunette pried off Stuart's fingers and took his throbbing cock in her soft hand, stroking him up and down a few times. She bent forward and licked the tip of his cock, her tongue swiping up the smear of precum that had leaked out.
"Mmm," smiled Lisa, sitting back on her heels and staring up at Stuart. "So do I have the part?" she asked him, her hand on his cock squeezing slightly.
Stuart glanced over at Mike, as much as he wanted to say yes to this gorgeous creature, the truth was there was no part to be had. Mike shook his head firmly.
"I'll make it worth your while," Lisa murmured softly, her face only inches from his penis.
Stuart could feel her breath on his aching cock, God how he wanted to say yes! "We can't say yes yet but after your performance tonight you're a sure thing," said Stuart, trying to remember what Mike had said to Cindy earlier, but that had been AFTER she'd sucked his dick, not while she was teasing him like this.
"Are you sure I don't have the part?" purred Lisa, she rubbed the head of his cock across her closed lips.
Stuart groaned in frustration, "I'm sure you will," he said, desperately trying to think of a way to make her suck his cock.
Lisa slowly licked his testicles, "I bet you'd like me to suck your cock big boy."
"Oh God yes!" moaned Stuart.
"I can deep throat you know?" Lisa told him seductively, she then swiped her tongue up the entire length of his shaft from balls to tip. "Would you like to shove your cock into my mouth, all the way to the base?"
"Yes!"
"Would you like to fuck my mouth with your big cock?"
"Yes! Oh fuck yes!" Stuart couldn't believe how worked up she had got him.
"If you give me the part I'll suck your cock so hard you'll be coming for a week." With that Lisa stood up, pecked him on the cheek, scooped up her clothes and left their apartment without another word.
Stuart sat their stunned for a moment, then he suddenly dashed to the bathroom to jerk off and relieve the unbelievable pressure Lisa had built up in his cock.
Mike sat there on the couch, grinning as he took in what had just occurred. That was just nasty, poor old Stuart. He was about to go jerk off himself as well when the phone rang.
"Hello?" he said, picking up the receiver. As he answered Stuart came out of the bathroom, that had been quick, Mike thought to himself.
"Is that Sticky Situations?" asked the voice on the other end of the line.
Shit! Mike kicked himself for forgetting, but strangely it was a male voice on the phone. "Yes?" he replied dubiously.
"Great," said the voice, "My name's Damien Hamilton, I'm an agent for a number of actresses and I have someone who's interesting in the role you advertised in the paper."
Mike paled, an agent meant a professional actress, which meant their little casting couch game could be blown. "Ahh okay," murmured Mike, trying to stall for time while he thought of what he should do, "What's the actresses name?"
"Stacey Valentine."
Mike almost dropped the phone in surprise.
"Hello are you there?" asked the agent after a moment's silence.
"Ahh yeah, sorry.." stammered Mike, "Could you please repeat that, for some reason I thought you said Stacey Valentine."
"I did. Is that a problem?"
"Ahh," stammered Mike. Stacey Valentine? Was this guy for real? Surely not. "Ahh…No, that's not a problem. Not a problem at all."
"Good," said the voice, "Stacey's very keen to be involved in your film."
"She is?" said Mike in surprise. If Stuart hadn't of been in the room with him he would have suspected a prank, but no one else knew they were doing this. "Umm..does Miss Valentine realise this is a rather..umm.. how shall I put it..low budget film."
"Yes of course," said the agent. "Stacey's keen to go back to her roots and do an independent low budget movie. She feels she's lost touch with where she came from and she's picked your movie to regain this realism."
"I see," said Mike. This guy was probably lying but if he wasn't then this was the chance of a lifetime and Mike wasn't prepared to mess it up. "Well Miss Valetine can come by for an audition tomorrow afternoon if that suits her."
"An audition?" repeated the agent incredulously, "Did I hear you correctly? Did you say you want The Stacey Valetine to audition for your low budget sex movie?"
"Umm..yes?" Mike stammered uncertainly.
"Out of the question!" snapped the man, "If you want an audition tape go to the local video store I'm sure you'll find plenty of samples of Stacey's work. Did I mention that Stacey will only be paid minimum union rates for this film? Now do you want her or not?"
"Yes, of course, sorry I wasn't thinking," replied Mike immediately.
"Good. Now when does filming begin?"
"Arrr..Monday."
"Good, Stacey will be there."
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Billy smiled and laid back on the gymnasium bleacher as Becky Kennedy, captain of the girls cheerleading squad sucked on his cock. He moaned softly and reached down, running his fingers through her lush brown hair as her full red lips moved up and down his hard shaft. Becky was dressed in her cheerleading costume, a tiny flared skirt and tight yellow top with the school logo on. He could feel her big breasts brushing his thighs as her head bobbed over his lap, moving faster and deeper with each long suck she took.
"Oh Becky!" moaned Billy loudly, his hips bucking up slightly off the seat as he tried to push more and more of his hard penis into her warm mouth.
Becky moaned around his cock, her soft hand reaching up to toy with his testicles as she worked her lips all the way down to the base of his shaft. Billy gasped as he felt her nose touch his pubic hair, Becky Kennedy was deep throating him! Every boy in the school lusted after her and here she was sucking his cock like he was the last man on earth!
"Becky!" groaned Billy again.
"Who's Becky?" said a woman's voice, it didn't sound like Becky…
Billy awoke with a start, disoriented as he realized he wasn't in the school gym getting a blowjob from a cheerleader. He felt a warmth from his groin and looked down to see his stepmother Sharon sucking on his hard cock. At first he'd been a little annoyed at having such a good dream interrupted, but what a way to wake up this was.
"Just as requested," Sharon said with a smile, briefly looking up from his hard cock, "A wake up blowjob."
Billy flopped back onto his pillow as Sharon's lovely mouth once again engulfed him. He could get used to this!
"Who's Becky?" asked Sharon, once again looking up from his cock.
"Who?" asked Billy.
Sharon playfully licked the tip of his cock, causing it to twitch delightfully in her soft hand, "You were moaning her name. I hope I don't have competition for this wonderful cock."
Billy laughed, "Just a girl from school. Now get back to work!"
Sharon smiled and returned to Billy's cock, sucking it hungrily into her willing mouth and bathing him in warmth. Billy lay back against his pillow, his fingers running through Sharon's long blonde hair as she hungrily sucked his cock, he had to admit he liked getting woken up with a blowjob, he'd have to tell his stepmother to do this everyday for him. Billy got a better grip on Sharon's head and began to buck up into her face, holding her head still as he fucked forcefully at her mouth. He did this for a few minutes then released her and let her take over for a bit.
"God I love it when you fuck my mouth," moaned Sharon as she pulled off his cock and nuzzled his balls with her nose. She then rubbed his cock over her cheek, savoring its warmth and hardness. "You know your father is going to be away on a business trip for the next ten days."
Billy's eyes rose at that, "Really?"
"That's right," murmured Sharon, swiping her tongue over the tip of his cock, "We've got the whole house to ourselves, you can have me anytime you want me."
"Oh I like that," grinned Billy, pushing her mouth back down over his cock. Sharon willingly took him deep, her head bobbing faster and faster, she wanted to taste his cum urgently now. "I've got an idea," he murmured after a moment of relishing Sharon's cocksucking. She tried to rise up to ask him about it but he didn't let her off his cock. Instead he pushed her back down on him and continued speaking, "What's the matter Mom, can't speak with your mouth full?"
Sharon glared up at him, but kept his cock in her mouth.
"Tonight we're going to go out on a real date," Billy told her. Sharon stiffened a little in surprise. She didn't stop her slow sucking on his penis but her thoughts ran wild. What if someone saw them? What did Billy have planned? Billy's cock twitched a little in her mouth and she knew he was close.
Billy groaned, reaching down and grabbing fistfuls of her hair. He started to again fuck her mouth as he struggled to speak, "We're going to go to dinner and a movie, then back home to fuck." Billy paused to moan and hump her face faster, Sharon did her best to keep up, sucking heavily. "I want you to get dressed up in something young looking, something slutty." Billy's breathing got very heavy and he was moments away from exploding. His hard dick slide back and forth across Sharon's twitching tongue. "Don't wear a bra, I want to be able to play with your tits, and I hope you swallow as we don't want to make a mess at the movies…ahhhh!" Billy cried out with pleasure as his cock exploded, filling Sharon's mouth with his wonderful tasting cum. His stepmother drank his seed eagerly, she couldn't get enough of the stuff.
***
That evening Sharon's stomach was churning with nervousness. Billy had left out the clothes he wanted her to wear and that in itself turned her own. Sharon liked the idea of being Billy's toy, for him to do whatever he wanted to her, to use her as he pleased. For some reason the young eighteen year old just made her feel incredibly submissive. Sharon put on the lacy, black, thong panties Billy had picked out, and Sharon had to admit that they made her ass look fantastic. Over top of that she squeezed into a very tight black skirt that was considerably shorter than most of her clothes, and was also slit up both sides to show off her long legs to full effect. As Billy had said early she did not wear a bra, instead she pulled on a short-sleeved white blouse that was a couple of sizes too small and clung to every one of her lush curves. It was so small in fact that she couldn't even do up the top few buttons and her deep cleavage welled up, plainly on view. The outfit was topped off with a pair of black high-heeled shoes, and the full effect was perfect. Tonight she was Billy's slut.
"Well? How do I look?" asked Sharon as she stepped out of her room to where Billy was waiting. She did a pirouette, showing off her outfit.
Billy stood up and licked his lips, "Very nice," he said approvingly. He walked up in front of her and grabbed her by the hips, pulling her in close against him. Sharon gasped in surprise, she could feel the hard bulge of his crotch against her already. Billy lifted her chin towards him and bent down and kissed her on the lips. Sharon sighed and melted against him, she realized that was the first time he'd kissed her. Billy's hands slid around her back and reached down towards her ass. He gave her firm buttocks a squeeze through the short skirt she wore and pulled her harder against him, using the opportunity to grind his bulging crotch against hers. Sharon moaned into his kiss, it felt surprisingly natural to be kissing him and he was very good at it. Billy's hands kneaded her rounded ass as his tongue explored her mouth for a few moments before they finally broke it off, both breathing heavily.
"If we don't get going now, we may never get out of here," said Billy with a big smile, he was obviously as excited about the evening as Sharon was.
"Remember, tonight I'm not your stepmother," said Sharon as Billy lead her to the car, "You should call me Sharon."
"Okay Sharon," replied Billy as they got in the car, it felt kind of strange to call her by her name, he had always referred to her as Mom since she married his father, even though she was not his real mother.
Sharon climbed into the car beside Billy, her short dress riding up even higher and displaying an almost criminal amount of her long legs and sleek thighs. Billy briefly glanced at the impressive view, then started the car up. He gave her bare thigh a fleeting squeeze as his hand moved to release the hand brake, and then they were off on their way.
"So where are we going?" Sharon asked her stepson as they drove down their street.
Billy suddenly pulled the car off to the side of the road, taking Sharon by surprise. She experienced a little déjà vu, remembering when she had done the same thing to Billy when she drove him home from school.
"Tommy!" Billy shouted, using the electric window control to wind down the window on Sharon's side of the car. Sharon looked out and saw Billy's best friend Tommy sitting on his bike. At Billy's shout Tommy rode over to the side of the car and leaned in through the window.
"Hi Billy, what's up?" he asked, he then noticed Sharon sitting on the passenger side. "Hi Mrs Johnson…" murmured Tommy, his voice trailing off as he got a good look at Billy's stepmother and specifically what she was wearing. Tommy's higher point of view gave him an excellent view down at Sharon. Her tight fitting blouse gaped open, her huge breasts almost fully displayed to young Tommy, he also got an eyeful of her sleek thighs, Sharon now regretting letting her skirt ride up so high for Billy's benefit.

"Hi Tommy," replied Sharon, blushing tremendously. The whole idea of dressing slutty for a date with Billy no longer seemed like such a good plan. What would Tommy be thinking?
"Wow," murmured Tommy, staring down at Sharon, her ample bosom rising and falling as she breathed, "You look great Mrs Johnson." Tommy gaped at her in wonderment. He'd always had a crush on his friend's beautiful stepmother, but he'd never seen her wear such revealing clothes. Looking down the front of her blouse Tommy could almost see her nipples!
Sharon's blush deepened even further, why had Billy stopped the car? They weren't supposed to be seen by anyone they knew. Billy just laughed, "She looks hot doesn't she?" he asked his friend.
"William!" scolded Sharon, trying to assert herself as a parent. But she was too deep into her submissive role and her shaking voice lacked any authority.
"That blouse makes her big tits look great huh?" Billy asked his ogling friend. Sharon clamped her mouth shut in surprise, swallowing her protests. It was one thing to be a sexual object for her own family, but Tommy was practically a stranger.
Tommy licked his dry lips, "Ahh yeah," he murmured in reply, a little uncomfortable with the way Billy was speaking about his stepmother. If he'd ever said something like that in front of either of his parent's he'd get his hide tanned.
"You can touch 'em if you want," suggested Billy, getting turned on by the whole situation. He also wanted to test the limits of his control over Sharon.
"Really?" asked Tommy in surprise. He glanced at Sharon's face but she just stared out the window, looking rather pale.
"Go ahead."
Tommy tentatively reached into the car, his hand slowly moving towards Sharon's heaving chest.
"Stop!" snapped Sharon out of the blue as she realized what was happening. Tommy gasped into surprise, jerking his hand back out of the car. Sharon turned to glare at her stepson, "What the hell do you think you're doing?"
Billy frowned and summoned his courage. Normally he would have backed off, but the activities of the last week or so had given him a feeling of power and he intended to make the most of it. "No Sharon," he said firmly, using her first name as she had instructed him. "You have a great rack and you should share it." He then turned back to Tommy, "Go ahead Tommy."
Tommy paused for a moment and looked at Sharon. When she said nothing in reply to Billy's words Tommy decided to try his luck again. He reached down into the car towards Sharon's bosom, and this time she didn't stop him. He breathed a deep sigh of mixed pleasure and relief as his hand cupped Sharon's large right breast through her blouse. Tommy's heart was beating rapidly as he gave Billy's stepmother's right breast a squeeze, then slid his hand across to her other breast.
"Oh wow," he murmured as the ample orb filled his hand. Encouraged by her lack of objection Tommy reached into the car with his other hand and grabbed at both her breasts. The young eighteen year old moaned softly as he fondled Sharon's huge tits, this was the first time he had ever felt a woman's boobs and he'd never imagined it would be such a wonderful pair that he'd get his hands on. Billy rested his hand assuringly on Sharon's bare thigh as Tommy groped at her tits, squeezing and mauling a little harder as he got into it a bit.
Sharon's face was flushed and she was breathing heavily. She glanced around the deserted street as Tommy played with her tits, but fortunately no one was around. Sharon felt dampness between her legs and was amazed to realize just how turned on she was. For some reason the idea of Tommy offering her up to his friend like this was an incredible turn on.
"Okay Tommy, we've gotta get going," said Billy after a few more minutes of letting Tommy feel up his buxom stepmother.
"Okay," gasped Tommy as he finally and very reluctantly released Sharon's tits. He was breathing very heavily and Sharon could see that his crotch was bulging with excitement.
Billy bid farewell to his stunned friend and drove off, leaving Tommy to rush home and jerk off.
"You liked that huh?" Billy asked Sharon as he headed for the movie theatre where they were going to have their date.
"Yes," murmured Sharon in reply, her eyes downcast. She blushed a little, feeling as though she should be ashamed of the fact she had been so turned on.
"Good," was Billy's only reply. He reached over and squeezed her soft knee, then returned his attention to his driving.
"So where are we going?" said Sharon, repeating her original question after a moment's silence.
"The movies."
"What we seeing?"
"Dunno, some action flick," replied Billy offhandedly.
"Oh," replied Sharon, once again she felt rather uncomfortable. What was she thinking? Why had she agreed to this date? Billy was her stepson and here she was going out with him. Thank god Howard was away on business and wouldn't find out what they were up to.
The drive to the theatre took another quarter hour. Billy parked and led Sharon inside, holding her hand and making her feel even more out of place.
"Remember you're my college girlfriend today," he whispered in her ear as he sensed her nervousness.
Sharon nodded as they made their way to the box office and Billy got them tickets. Sharon felt a little bit better after the girl behind the counter asked both of them for ID, the movie was an R rated one. She handed over her drivers license, a little relieved she hadn't changed the name on it to her married name yet. They then made their way into the theatre, giggling about her youthful appearance as they selected a seat in the back row.
As soon as the lights went off and the movie started Billy was all over her. He started kissing hungrily at her neck and his hand immediately lifted to her breast, squeezing at the ample globe through her blouse. Sharon briefly tried to push him off, she had never been so forward on a date before, but then again this was a rather unique situation. Sharon relented as Billy's lips moved to cover hers, his tongue diving hungrily into her mouth. Billy's fingers found her hard nipple through her blouse and gave it a brief twist before he began to unbutton the front of her blouse.
"What are you doing?" hissed Sharon as he continued to open the top of her shirt, revealing even more of her impossibly deep cleavage.
"Don't worry," Billy whispered back, undoing another button, "No one can see us." Her shirt was open to halfway down her flat stomach now, her ample tits bulging out and threatening to pop into view.
Sharon stopped her protests as Billy slipped a hand inside the front of her shirt and started to squeeze her bare breasts. As he did this he took her hand in his and brought it down into his lap. Sharon gasped as she felt the hardness of his erection.
"God you're hot Sharon," breathed Billy as she squeezed his crotch and her continued to play with her breasts. Sharon moaned softly, it sounded so good having him call her by her name. For some reason the thirty one year old couldn't explain, Sharon was overwhelmed with the urge to please Billy and do whatever he wanted of her.
"Suck my cock," Billy whispered into her ear.
"What?" gasped Sharon in surprise, jerking her hand away from his crotch as she felt his dick twitch against her palm.
"Please suck my cock Sharon," Billy told her.
"Someone will see," protested the gorgeous blonde.
"I don't care," replied Billy, pulling his hand out from the front of her blouse, "I want you to go down on me right now."
Sharon looked around her, no one sat too close to them, but they were definitely not alone in the dark theatre. "I could give you a handjob," Sharon suggested timidly.
Billy shook his head and reached up, grabbing the back of her neck and pulling her head down towards his lap. Sharon stiffened and resisted him.
Billy unzipped his fly and pulled out his hard cock, it jutted out, pointing directly up towards Sharon's face. Billy reapplied the pressure on the back of her head, "Suck me!"
Sharon relented and allowed Billy to pull her mouth down towards his cock. She gave one last glance around to make sure no one was looking at them before she dipped her head into Billy's lap and let her stepson push his hard cock into her warm mouth. Billy let out a deep, throaty moan, a little too loud for Sharon's liking, but she didn't halt her attentions. Sharon sucked heavily at her stepson's hot throbbing cock, eager to get him off as quickly as possible and avoid being caught.
With his hand on the back of her head Billy controlled Sharon's mouth, pushed her bobbing head up and down over his lap, the friction of her tight lips sliding along his shaft incredible. Billy, more and more turned on by the public blowjob, grabbed handfuls of her hair tightly and began to hump his hips up off the cinema seat, forcing more and more of his cock into her mouth. Sharon's obediently sucked at his penis, letting him buck against her face and sate his lusts.
"Make sure you swallow it all," Billy whispered down at his stepmother as he briefly paused his thrusts, "We don't want to make a mess."
Sharon drew up off his dick and licked all over the head, tasting his slick precum and knowing it wouldn't be long before she would be savoring his load. "You better hurry up and cum then," whispered Sharon, "I don't think the movie's got too long to go."

Billy let out a moan and pushed his stepmother's mouth back down into his lap. Sharon eagerly swallowed his cock and began bobbing her head vigorously over his erection. Within less than a minute Billy bit his lip to stifle a groan and exploded in Sharon's hot mouth. Sharon sucked and swallowed rapidly, drinking down his sperm as fast as it filled her mouth, not missing a drop.
"Oh wow," breathed Billy, his hips sinking back into his seat as Sharon slurped the last of his seed from his cock.
"I should have movie snacks like this more often," she whispered with a wicked grin as she straightened up and wiped the last few drips from the corner of her mouth. She then pulled her shirt back over her big tits, which had popped into view and began rebuttoning it.
"Leave it open," ordered Billy.
"What? No!"
"Leave it open!" he repeated sternly. Sharon was a little taken aback, Billy had never spoken with such authority in the past, yet today he had ordered her around like a servant. Making her dress as for his fantasies and even letting his friend feel her up like she was a piece of meat. Even more shocking to Sharon was the fact that she found herself wanting to follow his orders, in fact it even turned her on.
Sharon lowered her hands away from the buttons of her blouse. The tight white garment gaped open, revealing most of her ample breasts and leaving her looking something like that horror movie actress Elvira.
Billy smiled, enjoying the effect, "Let's go!" With that he grabbed her by the hand and pulled her up out of her seat. Billy led her out of the theatre and towards the car.
"Where are we going?" asked Sharon as he led her along the sidewalk.



"Home to fuck."
Sharon shivered in anticipation but did not say a word, letting Billy take charge and practically drag her back to the car.
"Hey baby nice hooters!" shouted a voice from across the road, followed by a loud wolf whistle.
Billy and Sharon turned to look across the street and saw three college kids admiring the view of Sharon's skimpy outfit.
"Show us your tits!" one of them yelled at Sharon across the road.
"Do it!" Billy whispered to Sharon.
"What?" she replied in surprise, turning away from the kids to look at Billy.
"Flash your big tits at them," insisted Billy with a grin.
Sharon smiled back at Billy, excited by their evening of exhibitionism. She turned back to the college kids and yanked open the front of her blouse, letting her enormous tits pop free. The boys' eyes went wide and they cheered at the impressive sight. Sharon shook her shoulders, causing her large breasts to wobble and jiggle delightfully, then she cupped and squeezed her tits for the boys' viewing pleasure before pulling her shirt closed once again.
Laughing, she and Billy ran the rest of the way back to the car. "I can't wait to get you home and get inside you!" Billy said as he started the car up and sped back towards their house.
As they drove Sharon reached over into Billy's lap and began to rub his hardened crotch through his pants. "Ooo," gasped Sharon, his cock urgently throbbing against her palm, "Hard again already William? You liked it when I flashed those boys?" Sharon was turned on herself, her panties dripping wet. She unfastened the front of Billy's trousers and slipped her hand inside, cupping him through his underwear.
"I definitely like showing you off," confirmed Billy as his stepmother slipped her soft hand inside the waistband of his underwear and encircled his hard cock. Sharon started to pump her hand up and down his shaft. Billy accelerated faster, the sooner he got home the sooner he could fuck his father's wife.
"You liked showing me to Tommy too?" she asked, shuffling around on her seat to face towards Billy. "Did you like letting him play with my big tits?" Sharon leant over into Billy's lap and licked her tongue around the head of his cock.
Billy moaned as Sharon licked up the mixture of newly formed precum from his current state of arousal and dried cum from the previous blowjob she had given him. "I bet Tommy liked playing with them," Billy said as Sharon sunk her mouth down onto Billy's cock, sucking his whole length into her mouth. Billy groaned and sped the car up even more, he didn't want to blow his load before he got her home.
Sharon drew back up off his cock, "I bet Tommy would have liked me to do this to him as well," purred Sharon. She was about to say more but Billy pushed down on the top of his head and stuffed his cock back into her mouth, muzzling her. Sharon smiled around Billy's cock and began to suck heavily, rapidly bobbing her head. She was enjoying the race between her getting Billy off and Billy getting them home.
Suddenly a loud siren blared behind them and Billy saw the flashing lights in his rear view mirror. "Fuck!" he swore angrily, "It's the cops."
Sharon sat up hurriedly and wiped her mouth. "Shit!" she swore as Billy slowed the car and pulled over to the side of the road.
"Your father will want to know why you were driving the car," said Sharon worriedly. Billy was more concerned with stuffing his uncomfortably hard cock back into his pants before the cop reached their car.
"We can't get a ticket!" hissed Sharon as the cop walked up to their door.
As he wound down the window Billy quickly reached over and flipped open the slit on the side of Sharon's skirt, letting her long silky thigh into view.
"Hello officer," greeted Billy as pleasantly as he could.
"Going a little fast their son," said the cop, looking down into the car at Billy, a flashlight in his hand. The no-nonsense expression on his face made Billy's heart sink.
"Ahh sorry officer, I was just trying to get my date home," Billy explained.
The cop noticed Sharon for the first time and shone his torch in through the window at her. The torchlight lingered on the creamy thigh Billy had cleverly put on display. The light then roamed up to Sharon's chest, most of the buttons still undone since her earlier flashing, giving the cop a perfect view of her deep cleavage and the bulging tops of her ample breasts.
"I see," said the cop, licking his lips and openly staring at Sharon's voluptuous body. After an uncomfortably long silence the police officer finally tore his gaze away from Sharon's lush curves and shone the torch back on Billy. "I'm gonna have to give you a ticket for speeding son, can you please show me your license and registration."
Billy's shoulders slumped in disappointment, "Do you have to officer?" he asked in a pleading tone as he handed the cop his license, "We weren't going that fast were we?"
"You were going sixty in a thirty area."
"Oh," replied Billy, surprised at his speed, but then again Sharon had distracted him so he had no idea how fast he had been going. For the first time that night Billy was not in control, and he didn't like the situation at all.
The cop started writing up the speeding ticket.
"Don't!" cried out Sharon desperately.
The cop looked up in surprise, "Excuse me Miss?"
Sharon usually got called Ma'am when she was with her husband so it was rather strange to be addressed as Miss. "You can't write us a ticket."
"And why's that?" asked the cop, somewhat bemused. He once again took the opportunity to shine the torch onto Sharon, getting an eyeful of her long legs and cleavage.
"It's my father's car," said Sharon, trying to think quickly, "And if he finds out I was with William tonight he'll kill me." Well it was half true. Sharon just hoped the cop didn't radio in to find the car was registered to someone with Billy's surname.
"Is that right?" said the cop, raising one eyebrow. He closed his ticket book and moved around to the other side of the car and opened the car door, looking in at Sharon's lovely body.
"Please don't give us a ticket," repeated Sharon, turning slightly in her seat to face towards the cop and arching her back slightly to push out her chest, making her already impressive breasts even more prominent.
The cop reached out and stroked the back of his knuckles boldly across Sharon's chest, brushing across her nipples through the thin blouse. "I suppose it is just a traffic infringement," he said slowly.
Sharon continued the momentum, "I'd be very grateful if you let us off."
"You haven't been up to anything else illegal I hope," said the cop, traced the deep valley of Sharon's cleavage with one fingertip.
"Of course not." Sharon's voice quavered slightly with nervousness. Although hers and Billy's relationship was not strictly illegal, it still left her with a guilty feeling.
"Get out of the car," ordered the cop sternly.
Sharon did as she was instructed, Billy wasn't sure if the cop meant him as well so he stayed put, not knowing what to do and deciding to let his stepmother handle this.
"Turn around and face the car, put your hands on the roof," said the cop, stepping up behind her as she did so. Sharon's body was facing the car and all Billy could see was her flat stomach and the undersides of her heavy breasts.
The cop stepped up behind Sharon and ran his hands down her sides, searching her for weapons. His rough hands slid down over her hips and down the sides of her bare legs, Sharon gasped slightly at his touch against her bare skin. The policeman then stroked his hands up the insides of her bare legs, right up under the hem of her skirt. He didn't quite reach to her crotch, but definitely went higher than perhaps he should of. His hands moved to the outsides of her thighs, sliding upwards through the slits on the sides of her skirt and briefly cupping the cheeks of her ass, left uncovered by the g-string she wore. Sharon gave a sharp intake of breath as he gave her ass a gentle squeeze then slid his hands out from her skirt and up her sides till they reached around and cupped her full breasts.
"Oh my!" murmured Sharon as the cop fondled her large breasts through her blouse, his breath now hot against her neck as he leant right in behind her. The cop's bulging crotch pushed itself against the round globes of Sharon's posterior as he manhandled her tits, squeezing them roughly.
Inside the car Billy say frozen, unsure what to do as he watched the cop feel up his stepmother before his very eyes. He decided that perhaps it was best the cop have a little fun and let them off the speeding ticket, in fact watching the cops big hands roam across Sharon's ample bosom just in front of the car window was turning him on. It was kind of like earlier on when he had let his friend Tommy feel her breasts a little.
The cop continued to grind his crotch into Sharon's tight posterior, at the same time he slipped one of his hands down inside the open front of her blouse to squeeze at her bare breasts. Sharon moaned slightly and pushed back against his thrusting loins with her ass, letting her body lean back against his. The cop's fingers found her hardened nipple and pulled roughly on it before his hand covered her bare breast and squeezed firmly. Sharon reached behind her with one hand and pressed up between the cop's legs, gasping as she felt the sizeable swelling there. She gave him manhood a squeeze.
"So are you going to let me off the ticket then officer?" she asked, her voice a sexy purr even though she just wanted to get this over with as quickly as possible so she could take Billy home and screw him.
"I can't seem to find anything illegal on you," said the cop, letting his hand slip out of the front of her blouse, "So I guess I'll have to let you go."
Sharon turned around to face him, she reached out and gave his throbbing cock another squeeze through his pants, "Thank you officer I'm very grateful." Sharon then opened the car door and started to get back in.
"Wait!" snapped the cop suddenly, grabbing her arm and stopping her from leaving.
"What?" she asked in surprise wondering if he was going to change his mind.
"I forgot to search somewhere," said the cop with a smile. Sharon gasped loudly as he pulled up her skirt and pressed his hand between her legs, rubbing her pussy through her g-string. She moaned in surprise as he slipped his hand down inside the waistband of her panties and brushed his fingertips across her naked cunt. Sharon's lips parted in a silent gasp as he pushed his finger up inside her. She stood motionless as the cop probed inside her vagina with his finger.
"You're clean," he said after a moment more and he withdrew his hand from inside her underwear.
"Thank you," Sharon said, her voice stammering as she got into the car.
The cop moved back around to Billy's side of the car and leant in the window. "Keep it slow this time Romeo," the cop told Billy.
"Yes sir," he nodded, swallowing nervously as he started the car's engine with a shaking hand.
***
Billy and Sharon burst through the front door of their house about fifteen minutes later, practically tearing each other's clothes off as they made their way towards the bedroom. By the time they made it to the bed they were both very naked. Billy threw his sexy stepmother onto the bed and immediately climbed on top of her, fervently kissing her as he slid his hand along her side, stroking up across her thigh and hip to reach up and grab the side of her large breast. Sharon moaned as Billy's tongue pushed it's way into her mouth and both her hands reached down to grab his ass and pull him harder against her, his stiff penis pressing against her stomach.
Sharon pushed down on Billy's hips so that his cock slipped down between her thighs, the head brushing her yearning pussy.
"Fuck me William, fuck me!" begged Sharon, practically panting with lust.
Billy smiled down at his gorgeous stepmother and pushed forwards slightly with his hips, the head of his cock pressing against her cunt lips and parting them slightly. Sharon tried to push down with her hips and take his length inside her as she so ached to do, but Billy's weight kept her out. He paused for a moment, enjoying her need to have him and her struggles to get him inside her, then he sat back.
"Turn around on your knees," he ordered her.
Sharon was a little disappointed that he wanted to fuck her in the humiliating dog position again, but she was so overcome with the need to have his beautiful cock inside her that she didn't argue. Instead she turned over and lifted herself up to her knees, offering up her lovely ass to him, her legs parted and her wet cunt open and yearning.
"Quickly!" insisted Sharon as Billy moved behind her and seized her hips, preparing to thrust up into her.
Billy gently rocked his hips forwards slightly, the tip of his cock pushing against Sharon's swollen cunt, only just piercing her. "Are you ready?" he whispered softly.
"Oh God yessss!" groaned Sharon, trying to push her ass back into him but he held her tightly by the hips.
"Do you want my cock inside you?"
"Yes!" she was practically panting.
"Are you sure you want your stepson so screw you?"
"Oh God!" gasped Sharon, "Hurry up and fuck me!"
Billy obviously decided he had made her wait long enough. He tightened his hold on her hips and rammed forward hard and fast, his long cock shoving into Sharon's cunt causing her to scream out with relief. Billy only had to make a few short sharp thrusts before his lusty stepmother was cumming on his dick, her ass pushing back against him as he bucked towards her. Billy's hands slid up along her sides and he reached under to catch her large swinging breasts, giving them a rough squeeze as she orgasmed. His own cock was throbbing and close to release itself as he kneaded her ample tits and fucked his cock rapidly in and out of her pussy.
"Not much longer!" he moaned in her ear as he squeezed her tits harder and pulled on her nipples.
Sharon, still coming down from her climax, ground back against him and didn't really hear him, "Oh fuck that feels good William."
"I'm gonna cum!" murmured Billy, more insistently this time.
"What?" gasped Sharon in surprise, his words finally sinking in.
"I'm gonna fill you up!" he grunted, his hands fisting over her ample breasts.
"No!" cried Sharon, pushing herself forward and off his cock. "You can't come inside me Billy."
Billy groaned as she popped off his cock, he was aching for release.
"I can suck you off again," suggested Sharon, "And you can cum all over my face if you want."
Billy reached for her and tried to pull her back, but this time it was Sharon's turn to deny him, "No William we can't."
"Why not!?" whined Billy.
"I'm your stepmother, we just can't!" she replied firmly.
"If I can't cum in your cunt, then I'll use your ass!" snapped Billy, pulling her back towards him. This time Sharon didn't fight him as he aimed his cock at the puckered hole between her peachy buttocks. The lusty teenager let out a low groan as he pushed forward with his hips, slowly forcing his cock up into her ass, causing the older woman to moan at the invasion.
"Oh you feel so big!" moaned Sharon, it was a little sore, but better than the alternative.
As Sharon began to relax at the anal invasion Billy increased the tempo of his thrusts, rammed hard against her delicious ass. He'd been close to exploding in her cunt before so it didn't take long before he was once again on the brink. He held her with one hand on her hip and thrust against her, raising one hand and slapping the side of her lovely buttock as he bucked hard into her, like he was whipping a horse he rode. It was all too much and with a loud groan of pleasure Billy slammed against his stepmother, shoving his hard prick all the way into her ass as it suddenly twitched and burst, filling her rear with his hot cum.
Sharon gasped as his cock swelled and pulsed, gushing cum from its hard length into her ass. Billy's hands were like a vice on her hips as he spent his load. His hips rolled in a slight rocking motion as he milked his cum into her ass, his cock remaining buried to the hilt as he moved against her.
"Oh god that was good!" he moaned softly, slapping Sharon's reddened ass once again before he pulled out of her tight rear passage.
Billy collapsed back onto the bed. "Clean me," he ordered Sharon, pointing tiredly to his slick cock.
Sharon grimaced slightly at the prospect. As much as she had learned to enjoy sucking young Billy's cock it had just been in her ass as she didn't like that idea.
"No William…" she began, her tone slightly pleading.
"Do it!" snapped Billy forcefully. Sharon's blossoming submissive nature once again came to the fore and she bent over his lap at his command. She briefly flicked her tongue out, tasting the tip of his cock. She tasted the familiar salty flavor of his cum, as well as a faint taste of hers. There was also the unpleasant taste of her ass in their somewhere, but not as bad as she had thought. Steeling herself she leaned in further and sucked his whole, softening cock into her warm mouth, bathing it with her saliva.
Billy leant back against the pillow, putting his hands behind his head and enjoying the sight and sensations of her mouth on his penis. Life was good.
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Sharon woke up very late the next morning to find the house completely empty. Her husband was still away on his business trip and her stepson Billy had gone to school several hours ago. Sharon lay back on the bed, her mind spinning. Had she really fucked her stepson Billy again last night? To be honest, it all still felt like a dream to her. All she really knew for sure was that she loved Billy's cock and she loved Billy's cum. It had felt so strange last night, almost as if Billy had some kind of power over her. All she had wanted to do was please her stepson. She could hardly believe she had let that cop feel her up to avoid getting a ticket. What kind of slut had Billy turned her into?
Sharon's musings were suddenly interrupted by a knock at the door.
"Who the hell could that be?" Sharon muttered as she climbed out of bed. She was still naked so Sharon grabbed a fluffy white dressing gown and wrapped it around her curvaceous body before heading downstairs towards the front door.
Sharon opened the door and much to her surprise she saw Billy's best friend Tommy. The day before when they had seen Tommy in the street on their way out to the movies, Billy had ordered Sharon to let Tommy play with her big tits and the horny teenager had given her a thorough groping through her blouse. Sharon blushed a little as the sight of Tommy reminded her of her wanton actions the previous day.
"Hello Mrs Johnson," greeted Tommy, his voice quavered a little and he sounded extremely nervous.
"Tommy?" Sharon said frowning in confusion, her thoughts still distracted, "What are you doing here, shouldn't you be in school at the moment?"
"Umm…" Tommy shuffled his weight from foot to foot and he blushed a little.
"Do you want to want to come inside honey?" Sharon offered, her voice softening as she sensed the boy's discomfort. He seemed to be in some sort of trouble, or at the very least had something important on his mind. Tommy was eighteen, only a few weeks older than Billy, but he had a chubby baby face and was extremely shy and withdrawn. Sharon had always felt the urge to mother him whenever he was around. She led Tommy to the lounge and sat down beside him on the couch.
For a moment there was an uncomfortable silence and Sharon noticed Tommy staring at her chest. She glanced down, remembering with a blush that she was only wearing a robe and nothing beneath. Her robe had come a little open, and although it wasn't much, Tommy's eyes were glued to the deep cleavage revealed there.
Sharon pulled the front of her robe closed, suddenly feeling very vulnerable. "Why didn't you go to school today Tommy?" she asked the fidgety young man.
"I did go," said Tommy after a long hesitation, "I got a ride with Billy."
Sharon waited for him to elaborate, but after a long pause she urged him on, "It's only eleven Tommy, you should still be there. What's wrong honey?"
Tommy swallowed, appearing to be trying to summon his courage, "Can I touch them again?" he asked her finally, his face reddening even more.
"What?" gasped Sharon, confused for a moment and then shocked as she got an inkling of what he was referring to.
"Like yesterday," mumbled Tommy, "Your boobies."
"Tommy!" exclaimed Sharon in surprise, unconsciously pulling the front of her robe even tighter around her, "I think you should leave."
"Please!" begged Tommy pleadingly. "Since last night I haven't thought about anything else. Can I just quickly touch them, they were so nice."
"Tommy this is not appropriate, last night was a mistake," Sharon said, getting over her shock, "I'm sorry honey but…"
"Please!" interrupted Tommy, "They're so soft and big and…"
"No!" it was Sharon's turn to interrupt and she very firmly refused him.
"Just for five minutes, then I promise I'll stop, please Mrs Johnson! I just want to feel them one more time." Tommy was biting his lower lip and staring hungrily at Sharon's bosom.
Sharon was a little flabbergasted at this point, Tommy did not seem to be taking no for an answer. "It's not a very good idea Tommy. We can't!" she told him as firmly as possible.
"But they felt soooo good Mrs Johnson. Pretty please with cherries on top?" he begged.
"Look, I don't know Tommy," murmured Sharon.
Tommy sensed her resolve might be fading, "Two minutes! I'll be real quick."
Sharon smiled and almost laughed as the boy tried to bargain with her, she knew she shouldn't let him, but after the previous night she wasn't sure if he would accept no for an answer. "Two minutes?" she repeated his offer.
"Yes!" cried Tommy in agreement, "Then I'll stop I promise."
"Well maybe it wouldn't hurt…" began Mrs Johnson.
"Thank you!" said Tommy, shuffling closer to her on the couch.
Sharon held a hand up and halted him, "But you have to promise that this is the last time."
"I promise!" he agreed, licking his lips and trembling in anticipation.
"And you can't tell anyone, not even Billy. Especially not Billy."
"I promise."
"Okay Tommy, two minutes," she said, turning herself round on the couch to face towards the horny teenager.
"Great!" Tommy said with a wide grin, he then reached up for the sides of her robe and began to pull it open.
Sharon's hands shot up and held her robe shut, she had expected him to feel her up through her robe. "I don't have anything on underneath Tommy," she told him.
"Cool!" said Tommy, his face lighting up even more as he reached for her robe again, keen to touch bare tit.
Sharon stopped him again, "Maybe I should go put a t-shirt or bra on before we start."
"No Mrs Johnson can I see your bare boobies? Pretty please? It'll be so much better that way," Tommy begged.
Sharon sighed and decided she didn't want to go through that all over again, it was probably better to let Tommy have his way. "Okay Tommy," she relented, "But be gentle." With that she reached up and pulled the robe off her shoulders, letting it fall down to her waist.
"Oh wow!" groaned Tommy as he wonderful big breasts were bared. "They're incredible!" he gasped, staring at the magnificent orbs that were so full and round, topped by dark nipples that jutted out invitingly. Although they were 100% natural, Sharon's sizeable breasts were well rounded and high placed, better than any set a plastic surgeon could make.
As Tommy reached for her lovely jugs Sharon stopped him again, "Two minutes remember Tommy, and this is a once only deal."
"Sure whatever," shrugged Tommy, he was no longer to be denied. Not waiting for any more invitation Tommy pressed both palms to Sharon's full breasts, his fingers curling around to cup the heavy orbs. "Oh God!" he groaned, giving her big tits a gentle squeeze.
Sharon couldn't help but smile with delight at his appreciation of her assets. The teenager's initially gentle fingers and palms stroked around the full roundness of Sharon's breasts, lifting and softly squeezing them again before his fingers stroked down to her nipples which he lightly rubbed with his fingertips. "These are incredible," Tommy breathed, tenderly pinching Sharon's hardening nipples between his fingers and lightly tugging on them, causing her breasts to jiggle slightly.
"Thank you," said Sharon with a soft smile, pleased at the compliment. A shiver of pleasure shot through the beautiful thirty one year old's body as Tommy squeezed her large tits. There was something she seemed to find incredible erotic about the worshipping touch of a young man.
"I can't believe I'm actually touching your boobies Mrs Johnson," moaned Tommy, circling the fleshy melons around her chest with his palms.
"Well believe it Tommy, because you've only got a minute and a half left." As Sharon told him this she immediately felt him start to fondle her with more vigor, the young man obviously eager to make the most of the opportunity.
"Oh God!" groaned Tommy quite loudly as he really began to squeeze and knead Mrs Johnson's big tits in his hands. He seized her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers and gave them a tight pinch and a twist before covering her breasts once more with his whole hands and fondling eagerly.
"Just be gentle," urged Sharon as the teenager practically mauled her tits, "Remember, I'm attached to these things you know."
"Oh, sorry Mrs Johnson," said Tommy, hesitation for a moment before he continued to play with her breasts, although a little softer and slower since her admonition.
For the next full minute Sharon let Tommy have his way with her big tits, squeezing and rubbing, stroking and fondling, petting and pinching, mauling and groping. Young Tommy was like a kid in a candy store.
"Time's just about up honey," said Sharon, wincing slightly as he gave her tits a particularly rough squeeze. Sharon decided not to stop him, to let him have his fun, as the ordeal was almost over.
Tommy suddenly took Sharon by surprise, bending forward and sucking the tip of one heavy breast into his mouth. She gasped as he sucked at her nipple, pressing his face hard against her full, soft breast while his tongue lapped hungrily.
Sharon let him slobber over her chest for just a few seconds, "Whoa, whoa, whoa!" Sharon pushed the horny young teenager away from her breasts. "Time's up Tommy," she told him closing her robe.
"Please!" begged Tommy, reaching out and squeezing her left tit through her gown, "Just a little bit more."
"No Tommy!" snapped Sharon, slapping his hand away. "I told you before, two minutes is all you get."
"Aww come on Mrs Johnson, you've got me all excited now, just let me suck your boobie a bit more?"
"Damn it Tommy!" growled Sharon, getting angry at his persistence now, "I told you no! If I'd known you were going to be like this then I never would have let you start."
Tommy went silent for a brief moment before continuing, "Did I do a good job of sucking on your boobies?"
His question took Sharon a little by surprise. What was she supposed to tell him that he was like a drooling idiot? "It was very nice Tommy," Sharon said as kindly as possible.
Tommy hesitated another moment, "I sucked you, so now you have to suck me!" he said quickly.
Sharon's face went dark, "What!?"
"This," said Tommy, pulling his super hard cock out of his pants, "Suck my peepee!"
"Get the hell out of my house!" yelled Sharon angrily at Tommy's crudeness, this had obviously been a huge mistake on her part.
"Aw cummon Mrs Johnson," pleaded Tommy, trying the same tactic that he had used to get to play with her tits, "Just put it in your mouth for a little bit, just two minutes."
The wild look on Sharon's face made it obvious that was not going to work with her, "Get the fuck out before I call your parents!" she threatened. She'd had enough.
"No, you won't," replied Tommy, surprisingly calm and firm.
"What?" stammered Sharon, a little taken aback by Tommy's sudden assertiveness.
"If you call my parents I'll tell them what you and Billy did," threatened Tommy.
Sharon paled, "I don't know what you mean…"
"You sucked his cock Mrs Johnson, and you let him fuck you," accused Tommy, "Billy told me all about it. And if you don't teach me the same things you taught him I'll tell everyone what happened."
"You little shit," began Sharon, "If you think you can blackmail me you have another thing coming."
Tommy knew she was bluffing. He took hold of his penis, which was still poking out through his open fly, "Suck it or explain it all to the cops."
Sharon swallowed nervously at his threat. The last thing in the world she wanted out was that she had committed incest. She looked at the incessantly hard cock that Tommy held in his hand, awaiting her attention. Perhaps it wouldn't be that bad. She would suck his cock and give the lusty teenager a thrill to buy his silence.
"Okay," agreed Sharon reluctantly, her voice was so low it was practically a whisper.
"Good," said Tommy with a wide smile as he leant back on his chair and awaited Sharon's mouth on his erection, "I knew you'd come around to my way of thinking."
Sharon wasn't sure what to expect as she leant over Tommy's lap and reached for his dick. Would he taste foul and sickening like her husband, or delicious like her stepson? She took Tommy's hot cock in her hand, it was as hard as steel, even more rigid than Billy's had ever been. Sharon gave it a few quick strokes, enjoying the feel of it in her soft hand, then she leant in and opened her mouth, preparing herself for what was to come.
"Wait!" cried Tommy suddenly.
Sharon froze, her lips hovering inches above Tommy's cock. Surely the young teenager had not had an attack on conscience. Sharon was so curious to taste his penis that she actually hoped this was not the case. Tommy was breathing heavily, his cock trembling in her hand.
"Take off your robe first," ordered Tommy, "I want to see the rest of you."
Sharon straightened up and released the teenagers cock almost reluctantly. She shot a glare his way, the moment of lust she had experienced was once again replaced with outrage at the further indignity Tommy was forcing upon her.
"Stand up," commanded Tommy.
Sharon bit her lower lip to stop herself from replying and instead swallowed her meager pride and stood up. She then pushed the soft white robe off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor, revealing her naked body in all it's glory to Tommy.
"Oh wow Mrs Johnson!" breathed Tommy, his eyes stroking over her slim, yet voluptuous body. She had long, tanned legs, firm thighs and buttocks, a flat stomach and a pair of big tits that defied gravity. Her pubic hair was neatly trimmed and Tommy could see the glistening lips of her cunt. "You're an absolutely babe!"
Sharon blushed a little, not sure how to answer him. She was flattered by the young man's enthusiasm but did not want to admit it to him.
"Wow," repeated Tommy, pausing to openly stare at her for a moment longer before he remembered his unattended cock, "Okay get sucking now Mrs Johnson."
Sharon winced slightly at his crudeness, but she obediently went to her knees in front of him, taking his still extremely erect cock in her soft hand.
"You know this is very wrong Tommy?" Sharon tried once more to change the boy's mind, despite her own sudden urge to service him.
"Suck me!" Tommy groaned as Sharon immediately obeyed, bending forward and licking with her wet tongue right up the underside of his erection, from balls to tip. As she reached the end of his length she swirled her tongue around the head of his penis. His precum was reasonably tasteless, a little salty perhaps. It was definently not as delicious as Billy's, but at least it was not offensive like her husbands. She would have no trouble sucking the teenager off.
Sharon worked her tongue back down the shaft of Tommy's penis where she nuzzled his testicles and gave them a gentle lick.
"Put it in your mouth Mrs Johnson," groaned Tommy impatiently, her teasing tongue driving him wild. Sharon's mouth obediently moved back to the end of Tommy's cock and she let him push the head of his dick between her lips. Sharon immediately gave the young man's cock a hard suck and Tommy let out a groan of pleasure. "Oh fuck that feels good!" he gasped as Sharon let her mouth fill with saliva as she sucked on the end of him. Her soft hand took hold of the base of his shaft as she began to bob her head slowly over his cock, her full lips forming a tight seal as she accepted more of his length into her mouth. Tommy continued to moan and groan, practically writhing with pleasure while the bobbing movements of Sharon's head became faster as she took him deeper.
"Oh yeah! Suck it!" Tommy told his best friends mother, his hands reaching down to grab the back of her head and push her down a little further on his cock. "You give great head Mrs Johnson," Tommy told her, bucking up slightly with his hips, his cock approximately three quarters impaled in her mouth. Tommy was a little shorter than Billy so she knew she would have no trouble deep throating him, even if his thrusts became more aggressive.
Sliding her hand down to toy with Tommy's testicles, Sharon pushed her mouth down further over Tommy's hard cock, working her lips all the way to the base. Tommy could hardly believe it, Mrs Johnson was deep throating him! She had his entire cock in her mouth. "Oh my God!" groaned Tommy, writhing with pleasure on the couch.
Sharon drew up off him and looked up, smiling wickedly, "You like that?" she murmured, seductively licking her lips and fluttering her eyelashes.
Tommy gave a strangled grunt of lust and grabbed Sharon's head again, pulling her face back down into his lap and pushing his eager cock into her hot mouth. Sharon let the horny teenager thrust against her face a few times, holding her head down tightly as he bucked upwards, shoving his dick against the back of his throat. She then slid back up to the tip, keeping the head trapped in her wet mouth as she began to jerk off the lower half of his cock with her warm hand.
"Oh shit!" gasped Tommy, Sharon's hand a blur on his cock and her mouth heavily sucking, "I'm gonna cum soon!"
"Warn me when you do," instructed Sharon, rising her mouth up off his cock to speak. Although Sharon enjoyed drinking Billy's cum the idea of Tommy shooting in her mouth did not appeal.
Tommy caught Sharon by her chin as she started to dip her head back down to continue sucking his dick. "Stop," he told her, "It's time to fuck."
"No Tommy," murmured Sharon, a note of fear in her voice as Tommy pushed her onto her back on the couch.
"Yes Mrs Johnson," insisted Tommy as he opened her thighs and started to maneuver himself between them, "We either do it or I tell the whole town about you and Billy." Tommy lay down on top of her, his erect cock at the juncture of her thighs, "You don't want that do you?"
"No," agreed Sharon in a whisper as Tommy reached between their bodies to line his cock up with her moist cunt.
"Good," Tommy smiled, giving her neck a brief lick, "So what are you going to let me do to you?"
"Fuck me."
"Whatever you say," Tommy gave a quiet moan as he pushed upwards with his hips. The throbbing head of his cock parted the flowering lips of Sharon's cunt and slid up inside it, immediately filling her. The teenager gasped at the entry as he cunt clutched his cock, it felt incredible to be inside her, inside this gloriously sexy older woman. Tommy grabbed hold of her shoulders for leverage and then thrust up, his loud moan filling the room as his cock filled Sharon's pussy.
"Fuck me!" repeated Sharon, much louder this time as Tommy began an inexperienced rhythm of thrusts against her loins.
"Oh that feels so good!" gasped Tommy, bucking awkwardly, but vigorously, against Sharon. The woman could tell by the speed and insistence of his thrusts that he wouldn't last long.
"Fuck me," Sharon whispered, closing her eyes and biting her bottom lip. It felt wonderful for her as well, to have another virgin cock inside her.
"Holy shit!" groaned Tommy loudly, suddenly stiffened and stopping his rapid lunges. His cock was buried to the hilt into Sharon's inviting vagina, it began to twitch and buck as Tommy writhed on top of her and he spilt his seed into her cunt.
Sharon cried out with her own pleasure as Tommy came again and again, filling her pussy with his cum, his skinny young hips jerking as he spasmed with orgasm. The suddenness of Tommy's explosion had taken her by surprise. She hadn't initially been intending to let him cum in any or her orifices, let along her pussy, but he had shot so soon and now his sperm was filling her. Sharon supposed it didn't matter much, at least he was not her stepson, and at least she was on the pill after all.
"Oh God!" gasped Tommy, dropping a hand to squeeze her right breast lustfully as he arched his back and pushed his hips against Sharon's, trying to bury more of his length up into her. His cock shot burst after burst of hot cum into the beautiful blonde beneath him as he grunted with pleasure. Tommy, finally spent his load and collapsed on top of Sharon, breathing heavily. "Oh wow," was all he could get out.
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Chapter One:The Scarlet Rapier
Alison Turner leant back in the padded pilots chair of the spaceship The Scarlet Rapier, rubbing her tired eyes and then running her fingers through her shoulder length red hair. The beautiful pilot and first mate of the Rapier was working the graveyard shift at the helm so she was completely alone on the silent bridge of the ship. Alison crossed her long legs and leant back even further in the chair, completely at ease. She was dressed in practically nothing, wearing only a lacy black teddy that left most of her well curved and proportioned figure uncovered, but at this hour of night it didn’t really matter.
Red, as Alison was known to her friends, took a quick glance at the navigation computer screen off to her left, ensuring that the Scarlet Rapier was still on course and that the autopilot had not drifted them off. She’d got the nickname for the obvious reason of her flaming scarlet hair, in fact her name had originally been Big Red, in honor of her ample D cup assets, but over the last few years it had been shortened to just Red.
The lovely red haired pilot gave a loud yawn, lifting one hand to cover her gaping mouth. Suddenly a pair of male hands reached around her from behind the pilot’s chair. The hands cupped over her large breasts and gave them a squeeze through the lace of her teddy.
“Shit!” she gasped in surprise as the hands squeezed her firm and ample breasts. Her heart thumped in her chest.
“Quiet shift Red?” the owner of the hands asked as he started to knead and grope the ample mounds.
“Jesus Captain, you scared the shit out of me,” Red breathed, disengaging his insistent hands from her tits and spinning around in her chair to face him.
The Captain and owner of the Scarlet Rapier, Lex McGinnity, was also in a state of undress, wearing a white satin robe that gaped open as he crouched by Red’s chair, revealing only a pair of boxer shorts and nothing else beneath. Lex was a few years older than his busty first mate, in his early forties to her mid thirties. He was in good shape for his age and had a very distinguished handsomeness to his appearance that always attracted the ladies.
Lex ran his hands up Red’s bare thighs as she spun to face him, enjoying the soft smoothness of her long legs.
“No problems?” he asked her.
“It’s been dead tonight,” Red confirmed, her lips turning up into a grin as her Captain ran his hands between her legs and stroked back down the inside of her creamy thighs.
Lex moved to the co-pilots seat right beside her and scanned his eyes across the various controls and read outs. Red took the opportunity to admire her handsome Captain, she couldn’t help but lick her lips when she saw the tent his cock made in his boxers, his robe still gaping wide open and leaving little to the imagination.
Red stood up and moved in front of Lex, distracting him from the instruments with the sight of her glorious body. Without a word she moved forward and sat on his lap, straddling him as she planted a firm kiss on her full red lips. Lex gave a moan as the beautiful redhead moved forward on his lips as her tongue slipped into his mouth. He felt her grind her pubic mound into the hard bulge in his lap.
“Do you think the autopilot can handle things for the next twenty minutes?” Lex asked as they broke off their kiss, both of them breathing heavily.
“Only twenty?” Red replied, raising one eyebrow as a wicked smirk crossed her lips. Lex grinned back at her, his hands immediately reaching for the straps of her teddy and pushing them off her shoulders. He tugged the piece of lingerie to her waist, revealing Red’s bare D cup tits. They were full and firm, showing no sign of sag, and topped by mouthwateringly deep red nipples. Lex hands immediately slid up from Red’s hips to cup her big round tits and give them a satisfying squeeze.
“Perhaps thirty,” he agreed, bending forward and burying his face in Red’s ample bosom, his tongue lashing across her nipples and up the length of her deep cleavage. The lustful Captain used his hands to press Red’s big tits together around his face as he sucked hungrily on both nipples and completely ravished her breasts with his mouth.
The lovely redhead moaned in pleasure, letting the Captain have his way with her big tits for a few moments. When he finally came up for air Red immediately slipped back off his lap, dropping to her knees in front of his chair.
“Have you got a surprise for me?” she purred huskily, running her hands up the length of Lex’s hard, muscled thighs.
“A big surprise,” Lex agreed as Red’s soft hands reached into his lap, rubbing his rock hard cock through his boxer shorts. “A huge surprise!” he said with a groan as the buxom redhead slipped one soft hand in through the fly of his shorts and tugged out his thick cock.
“Oh my,” breathed Red teasingly. She stroked his rock hard cock in both of her hands, he was at least 8 inches in length, possibly more. “Looks tasty,” she murmured, leaning in close, her tongue slipping out from between her red lips to tease the head of his thick shaft.
“Taste it then!” groaned Lex as her delicate tongue lapped gently at the underside of his cock. Driven over the edge by her teasing he reached out and grabbed Red by her soft scarlet hair, pulling her head down to his cock, the hard shaft sliding in between her lips and across her hot tongue. Red immediately began sucking as he pulling her into his lap, her Captain letting out a loud groan of pleasure as his throbbing manhood was finally enveloped in her wet mouth.
“Mmm!” moaned Red happily, her mouth full of cock. Red’s head immediately began to bob over the Captains cock, taking him deep into her throat with each suck.
“Oh God!” groaned Lex, “Suck it Red, suck it!”
Red pulled up to the end of his cock, her tongue swirling delightfully round the head. She gave him a wicked wink and then opened her mouth wide, plunging her mouth down over his dick and edging further and further down his shaft, coming close to gagging as the head of his cock pushed into his throat. Lex gave a long moan as he felt Red’s generous lips close around the very base of his shaft, his cock lodged in her clutching throat.
“Fuck you’re a good cocksucker he moaned as she pulled back once again, his cock trembling with pleasure and close to exploding. When Red’s mouth once again began it’s descent down the length of her Captain’s cock Lex gave a grunt and pulled her head up from his lap, knowing that he would have filled her mouth with his cum if she’d continued, and he had another destination in mind for his load.
Knowing she’d pushed Lex to the edge, Red smiled broadly as he pulled her to her feet and spun her around, facing her towards the control panel. He reached around from behind, briefly giving her large breasts a squeeze before he pushed her forward, bending her over the control panel ready to fuck. He grabbed her teddy, which was still bunched around her waist and started to tug it down.
Just as he pulled the garment past Red’s creamy buttocks a massive shudder rocked the Scarlet Rapier, sending the almost naked couple sprawling onto the floor.
“What the fuck was that?” demanded Lex as he staggered to his feet, stuffing his painfully hard erection back inside his boxer shorts.
“I don’t know,” replied Red, pulling up her teddy as she hurried to the control panel.
A second shudder went through the ship, Red was able to clutch at the pilots to stay on her feet but Lex was once again knocked to the floor.
“We’re under attack!” cried Red as she looked at the panel.
“What is it?” asked a female voice from the rear of the bridge.
Lex scrambled into a chair as Red replied, “Balacheans!” the busty redhead announced.
“Oh shit!” swore the newcomer, taking a seat off to the side of the bridge. She was a tall and very elegant looking brunette with long silky hair that reached all the way to her waist. She was dressed in a short lacy white nightdress that fell only to mid-thigh, revealing plenty of her long, sleek legs. The top of her nightdress was pulled taut across an impressively perky pair of full C cups, not as buxom as Red but still a nice rack. Elizabeth Holmes was the communications and navigations officer of the Scarlet Rapier and also the backup pilot.
“Sound the alarm Elizabeth!” ordered Lex.
“Shields to full!” called out Red, at the same time switching off the autopilot.
The alarm hooters rang throughout the ship as Lex flicked on the screen to his left. “Damage report Kelly,” he demanded on the face that appeared on the screen.
“Shield energy to 80% and a small breach in the hull near the cargo area, nothing serious so far Captain,” Kelly Clayton reported. She was a very pretty blonde with cute dimples in both cheeks and blonde hair, cut short to avoid getting caught up in machinery as she worked. The blonde mechanic was dressed in a pair of form fitting pale blue overalls. The zipper front was only zipped half way and a pair of huge tits swelling up from the open front, revealing a deep cleavage and the round tops of her mind-boggling F Cup jugs. “What’s going on up there?” the voluptuous mechanic asked.
“A Balachean ship is attacking us,” replied Lex, “See what you can do about getting those shields up to full strength.”
“Aye sir!” she replied with a sharp nod, the action causing her apparently braless tits to jiggling impressively.
Another shudder went through the Scarlet Rapier, this one a lot smaller as the shields absorbed most of the impact.
“Found them!” called out Elizabeth from her console, finally locating where the enemy was attacking. “They’re on the starboard side, very close.”
“On it Captain,” said Red, starting to turn the ship even before the order was given. Red was the longest serving member of the Scarlet Rapier and she and Captain McGinnity worked well together.
“Everyone okay?” asked another female voice from the door to the bridge as the last member of the crew appeared.
“We’re fine Dr Taylor,” Elizabeth confirmed, glancing back.
“Good to hear,” Carmen Taylor replied, taking a seat at the rear of the ship. The attractive medical officer of the Scarlet Rapier had taken the time to get dressed, unlike most of her shipmates. She was dressed in a pair of tight gray trousers that clung to her slim figure and a red top that was quite tight and low cut and pushed up a swelling cleavage between her firm Double Ds. Her raven black wavy hair was slightly disheveled from being so suddenly awoken and she had foregone the white lab coat she usually wore.
“They’re trying to flank us,” Elizabeth called out to Red.
“I see it,” replied Red. “Their ship is slower than ours.” She was cut off as another direct hit slammed into the ship.
“We can’t take many more hits like that,” came Kelly’s voice over the intercom.
“Not much longer…” murmured Red, turning hard on the controls of the Rapier. “Now!”
At her shout Lex hit the fire button on all their weapons and started to unload on the alien vessel that was attacking them.
“Good shot sir, direct hit!” shouted Elizabeth with a whoop of excitement.
“They’re turning again,” Red said, already taking evasive action of her own as she spoke.
Lex fired off another shot, clipping the rear of the Balachean vessel as it turned, the enemies reply was a miss.
“We’ve got them!” Elizabeth said excitedly.
Lex’s next two shots finished off the slower alien ship, the spacecraft exploding in a short burst of energy.
“Nice work everyone!” Lex told the crew with a sigh of relief. He was very thankful that the Scarlet Rapier was such a good ship, otherwise the Balachean’s surprise attack could have been fatal.
***
Elizabeth Holmes ran the hairbrush through her waist length brown hair for the hundredth time as she did every morning and then dropped the comb back into the drawer beside her bed. She was about to head to the ships kitchen to grab some breakfast when the first mates voice came over her intercom.
“All crew please report to the Captains quarters for a ships meeting,” Red announced. Ships meetings were quite common on the Scarlet Rapier, and although the Captain had the ultimate say on any matter the ship ran almost as a democracy.
Elizabeth sighed in disappointment over her missed breakfast and headed out the door. This time she was dressed, unlike the earlier emergency. She wore a pair of skintight pink trousers that clung to every curve of her long legs and impressive backside, and a tight white woolen jumper that zipped up the front where it stretched taut across her full breasts but came right the way up to a high turtleneck. Conservative and yet sexy, it suited Elizabeth perfectly.
As she headed for the door the ships communications officer took a moment to admire herself in the full-length mirror on the wall. She loved the way the tight fitting jumper clung to her C cup breasts, the ample melons were the smallest amongst the busty crewmembers, but Elizabeth felt they were the roundest and perkiest, plus she had the best ass she told herself, turning slightly to check out her posterior in the sexy pink pants she wore. Oh yes.
The Captains quarters were, unsurprisingly, the largest on the ship. They were decorated in a rather bawdy mix of reds and browns, with a very plush longhaired carpet with an old-fashioned Asian style design. To one side of the room was a bedroom style living area and the other side acted as an office, complete with desk, chair, computer and bookshelf.
When Elizabeth arrived the rest of the crew was already there, sitting around in the Captains lounge area where he had a couch and two plush chairs.
The rest of crew was also now fully dressed. The Captain wore a pair of tan trousers and a black short sleeved shirt and sat in the middle of the three-seater couch, his arms draped around the shoulders of the two women sitting either side of him.
To his left sat Kelly Clayton the ships engineer. The vastly busted woman was still dressed in the same overalls she’d had on earlier, only now she wore something beneath them as well. The front of the overalls was open to the waist and she wore a tight white tank top beneath, her massive tits jutting out of the open front of the overalls. On the Captains other side sat Alison ‘Red’ Turner, the ships first mate. She was dressed in a pair of black leather pants that were slung quite low on her shapely hips, the sides of her pink g-string visible, and a skimpy white halter top that had a plunging neckline showing plenty of the upper slopes of her big D cups.
Elizabeth sat in one of the single chairs, whilst opposite her in the other sat Carmen Taylor the ships medical officer. Carmen, who had taken the time that morning to get dressed, was still wearing the gray pants and red low cut top she had on earlier, she was low also wearing a long white lab coat.
“Okay now that we’re all here, lets get started,” said the Captain, the hand he had around Kelly’s shoulder briefly reaching down to squeeze one of her huge tits through her tank top before he let go of the two women and stood up. “Who’s turn is it today?” he asked the four women.
“Um, it was me last time so it must be Carmen,” said Kelly.
The Captain smiled and turned to the lovely raven-haired doctor. “Very well, Dr Taylor assume the position please and we’ll get started.”
Carmen smiled in anticipation and got to her feet, shrugging off her lab coat and dropping it onto the chair behind her. She then unzipped her trousers and slipped them off her long sleek legs, revealing a pair of French cut lacy purple panties. The lovely doctor then tugged her red blouse up over her head, beneath she was not wearing a bra and her large 38DD’s feel free, jiggling enticingly.
The topless doctor, now wearing only her panties knelt down on the plush carpet, going to her hands and knee’s in front of the rest of the crew. The Captain moved behind her and dropped his trousers and underwear, his big cock already fully erect in anticipation as he moved to his knees behind the lovely brunette. Lex ran his hand over Carmen’s smooth bare back, curling his hand underneath her to give her big hanging breasts a quick squeeze before both hands moved to her panties and peeled them down over her firm buttocks, stripping her completely.
“So what’s today’s meeting about?” Elizabeth asked, leaning back in her chair and crossing her long legs as she watched the Captain squeeze Carmen’s ass.
“Just a brief update to let you all know what’s happening next and what we’ve got planned,” the Captain replied casually, taking hold of Carmen’s hips and lining his cock up with the ready entry to her tight pussy. No one seemed to mind or even care that he was about to fuck the ships doctor right in front of them all, and the meeting just carried on as normal.
“We’ve just entered the Clammix solar system haven’t we Captain?” asked Elizabeth.
“Yes that’s right,” the Captain agreed. “Oh fuck your pussy feels good Carmen!” he groaned as he slowly pushed his cock deep inside the busty doctor. Carmen let out a moan of her own and pushed back against him, her pussy clutching at his cock and drawing him all the way in. He tightened his hold on Carmen’s hips and began to thrust inside her, fucking her doggy style as the meeting took place. “Unfortunately our funds are running quite low at the moment girls,” he explained, driving a little faster against Carmen, the sound of his flesh slapping against hers competing with their voices. “We’re heading to the Space Station at Clammix 18 to try and pick up some mercenary work.”
“Is it that bad?” asked Kelly, they all hated mercenary work, the Scarlet Rapier was in fact a pirate ship and they made most of their money raiding merchant cargo vessels, which were more often than not completely unmanned. Mercenary work was usually a lot more dangerous and generally not so well paying.
“I’m afraid we don’t have a choice,” Red said, confirming that Captain’s decision. Lex meanwhile was reaching underneath Carmen to squeeze her big tits in his hands as he fucked her. “We haven’t had a decent haul for the last three months,” Red continued, one of her hands idly toying with her right breast through her halter top as she watched the mating couple in front of her.
“That’s right,” agreed the Captain, pulling down on Carmen’s nipples as his thrusts sped up, both he and Carmen were breathing heavily now. “I’ve already got a contact on Clammix 18 that says he has a job for us so we shouldn’t be there long.”
“Not much longer Captain,” moaned Carmen in warning, her orgasm approaching as the she was vigorously fucked from behind. Lex gave a grunt of his own and increased his pace, stroking harder and faster against her. He released his grip on her tits and straightened up to hold her hips and pull her back into him with each thrust of his cock.
“So what’s the job then?” Elizabeth asked.
“I don’t know yet, my contact is rather hush hush about the whole deal so I won’t know until we get there,” Lex said. Carmen suddenly let out a cry of pleasure, her whole body undulating as she started to cum. Her Captain didn’t relent, driving his cock deep within her as his own climax approached. “Oh fuck yesss!” gasped Lex as he started to shoot up inside the beautiful doctor. His hips slammed into his buttocks as he emptied his load, Carmen’s own orgasm still shooting through her as he came.
“Sounds like we don’t have a choice then,” Kelly said as the two rode through their orgasms. “Guess it won’t be too bad. You’ve got family on Clammix 18 don’t you Red?”
“Yeah, my brother owns a computer repair shop there,” Red confirmed.
Lex pulled out of Carmen, causing her to moan softly at his sudden exit. He then stood up and stepped in front of where Kelly was sitting on the couch. He leant forward, one foot stepping up onto the arm of the couch as he leant his groin in towards Kelly’s face. The voluptuous blonde obediently leant forward to meet him, her mouth opening as she sucked his sensitive spent cock inside. Kelly bobbed her head a few times over his shrinking cock, suckling gently as she cleaned up Lex and Carmen’s combined juices. She then drew back and licked up the length of his cock, spending a couple moments on his balls and finally sucking his whole, by now limp, cock back into her mouth for one last suck.



Once he was satisfied he was clean the Captain pulled back out of Kelly’s sweet mouth and then put his pants back on. “Okay everyone back to your stations, with luck we should be at Clammix 18 in less than four hours.”
***
As the Scarlet Rapier touched down in Landing Bay 161 of the Clammix 18 space station, Red Turner lifted her head up from the Captain lap where she had been sucking his cock.
“I hate it when we land before I get off,” Lex murmured.
“That’s the second time we’ve been interrupted recently,” Red said with a smile as she wiped her chin and mouth with the back of her wrist.
Lex started to reply but was cut off as a voice from the space station came over their radio.
“This is Clammix 18 to Scarlet Rapier.”
“Scarlet Rapier copy,” said Elizabeth from her seat at the comms desk.
Lex hurried stuffed his painfully hard cock back into his pants as Elizabeth talked with the space station security officer.
“Do you have landing permit for Clammix 18?” the man asked.
Elizabeth looked questioningly at Lex, who shrugged and turned to Red.
“That’s a new one,” Red remarked, also shrugging.
“Ah, sorry Clammix 18 we were unaware of the permit requirement,” Elizabeth spoke back into the radio.
There was a pause at the other end before the voice came back. “Your ship is now impounded. Up to two of you may disembark to meet with the governor and petition for a landing permit. No one else may leave the ship.”
Elizabeth cut the transmission.
“Sounds serious,” said Red. “They’ve certainly beefed up security since I was here last.”
Lex nodded in agreement. “Okay everyone stay here and relax for a bit. I’ll go and speak with this governor. Elizabeth, you’re in charge of communications you come with me.”
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Chapter Two:Buccaneers Revenge
“Hurry up and get that tractor beam online Jim!” yelled Holly Sharp, Captain of the spaceship The Buccaneers Revenge. Like The Scarlet Rapier the ship was a smallish, high-speed five man craft who’s crew earned their money off the work of others, stealing cargos from merchant vessels.
Holly was a beautiful young woman with long straight blonde hair and a gorgeous voluptuous figure. She was dressed in a form fitting white bodysuit that clung to every curve of her body. The white suit had a zip running up the front that was currently pulled about half way up, leaving the suit jutting wide open at her cleavage, her impressive E Cup breasts thrusting out of the open material, pushed up by a lacy white brassiere.
“Five more minutes Cap’n,” replied Jim sharp on the video screen that Holly was looking into. Jim Savage had been the engineer on the Buccaneers Revenge when it was newly commissioned almost twelve years ago. He was a gruff, slightly overweight man in his late thirties with a bushy black mustache and a hairy chest that was visible above the open front of his overalls. Jim had seen about six captains come and go during his years working on the Buccaneers Revenge, but he had to admit that he liked Holly Sharp the best of all of them. She definitely had the best tits he’d seen on a captain anyway.
“We’re closing in Captain, eight hundred meters!” announced Harry Barnes, the navigator of the spaceship. Harry was a particularly ugly specimen, his body dwarfed by a birth deformity that left him only four and half feet tall. His appearance was also tarnished by an ugly pockmarked face that only a mother could love and he had an unpleasant, but not completely repugnant odor about him that came from years of not caring about his appearance.
“You’ve got two minutes!” Holly barked back her mechanic who was still desperately trying to get the ships tractor beam working. Holly turned to the another member of her crew, “Billy get to the airlock and gear up. We’re expecting resistance so I want you on there as soon as possible.”
“Aye Captain!” Billy Cameron replied immediately, starting to leave the bridge even before she’d finished her sentence. Billy was the youngest member of the crew of the Buccaneers Revenge, at twenty one years of age he was a typical youngster, hot headed and arrogant, his arrogance reinforced by the fact he was a crack shot with any gun, be it the ships lasers or a handheld blaster. Billy was a strikingly handsome young man who was always a hit with the ladies whenever they docked in any port. He had short blonde hair and always wore the most modern fashions. Holly even suspected that the only reason he was a space pirate was so he could tell that to the girls he picked up, fancying himself as a roguish romantic figure.
“Slow it down a bit Pete,” Holly called to the last member of the crew, her first mate and ships pilot Pete Munroe. Pete was also the oldest on board, at close to sixty years of age he was an experienced pilot and pirate and Holly often turned to him for advice, his years of experience serving her well. Although he was definitely slowing down with age he was still a brilliant pilot, in his youth he’d been the best and actually flew for the military before turning to a life of crime and piracy after getting kicked out for disobeying a command.
“We have tractor beam!” came Jim’s voice proudly from the engine room.
“Hit it!” the buxom Captain immediately ordered.
At her command Harry turned on the tractor beam, it immediately caught the fleeing cargo ship and halted it progress, gently slowing it’s escaping momentum.
“Reeling her in now Captain,” Harry said.
“Good, Jim get up there with Billy, I’ll join you both soon,” Holly said into her intercom as she got to her feet. “Slow it down now Pete, let the tractor beam do the work.”
It took about twenty minutes for the Buccaneers Revenge’s tractor beam to pull in the merchant cargo vessel and for the airlocks to hook up. Pete remained on the bridge as the other four, including Holly got themselves armed and prepared to board.
“Remember the scans showed three human’s on board so expect a violent response to our boarding,” Holly reminded her crew. They were used to taking unmanned cargo ships but had stumbled across this one not long after entering the Clammix solar system. The opportunity was too good to resist.
“Here we go,” said Billy as he pried open the doors of the ship and they all rushed aboard.
They were immediately met by laser blasts from the onboard guards and the pirates scattered for cover. Holly and Jim diving to the left behind some control panels and Billy and Harry running the opposite way through an open doorway.
Holly landed on the floor prone behind the control panel and Jim thudded down on top of her back, knocking the wind out of her lungs with a woosh as his body crushed on top of hers. As Holly gasped for air another volley of laser blasts rocketed above their heads slamming into the wall behind them. Jim stayed lying on top of her, secretly enjoying having his crotch pressed into her lovely round ass which jutting nicely against him through thin white material of her bodysuit.
“You two okay?” Billy shouted from the open doorway across the way, him and Harry were fortunately not as pinned down as Jim and the Captain.
“We’re okay,” Jim shouted back as he finally got off the curvaceous blonde who had started to cough to get the air back into her lungs.
“Hey, where are you going?” Billy asked in surprise as Harry disappeared through the door on the other side of the room they had taken cover in.
“I’ll look for another way around, you stay put,” Harry told him.
Billy nodded and immediately swung his arm around the corner, firing off half a dozen shots from his blaster, blindly in the direction of the guards. He wanted to make sure they were as pinned down as he and his fellow pirates were.
Holly leaned past Jim, craning her neck to peek low around the side of the control panel they were hiding behind, to see if she could spot where the guards were. As her head appeared around the edge another sudden volley of lasers shot through the air, slamming into the back of Holly and Jim’s hiding place. Holly snatched her head back immediately out of sight. Jim’s arm came across Holly’s chest protectively, pushing her back against the panel, his hand pressed into Holly’s firm right breast. Holly wasn’t sure if it was an inadvertent protective action or if he was trying to cope a feel, but under the situation she didn’t worry too much, she had more pressing matters on her mind.
Jim left his hand on Holly’s ample tit, perhaps a moment more than was proper. He gave the wonderful orb a very slight, almost imperceptible squeeze and then removed his hand from his Captains chest and drew his gun.
Jim fired a few random shots wildly over the top of the control panel, “We’re in trouble here Cap’n.”
“I know, I know,” replied Holly, wracked her mind for an escape route. “I’m gonna make a run for it,” the busty blonde said after a further moments thought. “You and Billy cover me.”
“Fire Billy!” Jim called across the gap to their shipmate. At his cry both Billy and Jim opened up with their lasers, repeated shooting in the direction of the guards.
Holly leapt to her feet, ready to sprint for closer cover, but she was immediately met by heavy fire from the entrenched guards. She dropped back down behind the control panel without making any ground.
“Shit!” she swore as Billy and Jim ducked back behind their cover.
There was the sound of further laser blasts and suddenly Harry’s voice shouted out to them. “It’s okay to come out, I’ve got them!” he called out proudly.
Cautiously rising Holly peeked over the top of the now destroyed control panel to see Harry standing above the dead bodies of three guards.
“Nice work shorty!” Billy said congratulating his friend as she came through the doorway where he’d been hiding.
“I found the back way in and took them by surprise,” Harry told his three companions with a gap-toothed grin.
“Thank God,” Holly breathed a sigh of relief. “Okay, Harry head back to the ship and put your feet up, you’ve done brilliantly. Billy and Jim get this cargo loaded double time.”
***
Once the stolen cargo was loaded and the Buccaneers Revenge disengaged from the freight ship and on it’s way again, Captain Holly Sharp called her crew together in her quarters to discuss what their next plans were.
Holly was still wearing the same white bodysuit she’d had on earlier, gaping open with the lace of her bra visible pushing up her impressive mountainous tits. Her flat stomach flipped as the crew filed into her chambers for the meeting, she always got so nervous making speeches and giving orders, although it was not as bad as when she’d first become Captain of the Buccaneers Revenge.
Holly had inherited the ship from her father, an infamous space pirate feared by merchants throughout the galaxy. Jim Savage was the only original member of her father’s crew still aboard the ship, although Pete had known her father well and had been more than willing to join his late best friends daughter on her bid to follow in her fathers footsteps. At first Holly had commanded no respect from the crew and had come across considerable difficulty in even giving the simplest orders. It wasn’t until she came up with the idea of a very special reward system that she’d been able to effectively captain the Buccaneers Revenge. In fact due to his quick thinking during the earlier battle Harry Barnes was about to be on the receiving end of one of Captain Sharp’s special rewards.
“Okay then, before we get down to the business end of things I’d like to recognize Harry Barnes for his quick thinking and bravery in today’s attack,” Holly said, her calm voice disguising her nervousness.
“Do I get one of the special rewards?” Harry asked, his voice excited and hopeful. The other three men knew exactly what Harry was referring to and looked jealously his way.
“You do indeed,” replied Holly, reaching up to the zipper of her white suit and pulling it down to her navel, revealing her smooth flat stomach. “A C class reward.”
Harry stepped up in front of Holly as she yanked open the front of her suit, her massive breasts pushing out in the lacy bra. “Take them out,” Holly instructed him, “and enjoy.”
Harry gave a moan as he stood up on the chair next to Holly so he could reach her more easily. His hands stretched out and grabbed hold of Holly’s big E cup hooters, immediately squeezing them roughly in his small hands. Harry groaned as he pressed the two abundant melons together, licking his dry lips as he watched the ample flesh well up in her lace bra.
The dwarf’s fingers curled into the edge of Holly’s bra cups and he tugged down on them, Holly’s big tits popping out and jiggling delightfully before his wide eyes. Harry gave another moan of pure lust and sunk his chubby fingers into Holly’s fat tits, squeezing them roughly and causing the beautiful young space captain to gasp in pain. Harry ran his hands all over Holly’s big jugs, scooping them up and pressing them together in his hands and then shaking them to watch the ample plentiful flesh quiver and shake. He seized her nipples between his thumb and forefinger and tugged hard on them, giving them a rough pinch and twist before he once again squeezed her whole tits, his fingers sinking deep into the resilient flesh.
“Are you gonna suck ‘em or not?” Jim asked from his seat off to their right. Holly glanced in the direction of the middle-aged mechanic and saw from the way he was rubbing his crotch he was obviously enjoying the show she and Harry were putting on.
Holly’s special reward system had developed into quite a detailed system where she used her body as a reward to ensure the bravery and obedience of her team. A D reward was a quick squeeze of her big jugs through whatever clothing she had on at the time and was a frequently granted reward. Harry had just earned himself a grade C reward, meaning he was allowed to suck on Holly’s wonderful tits for a few minutes. This was occasionally upgraded to a C+ if the recipient was especially rewarding which also included Holly giving the beneficiary a handjob as they sucked at her nipples.
A B class, or blowjob reward was very rare and only for great acts of valor or brilliance, with a B+ including a titfuck as well. While everyone on board had received a number of C and D rewards and at least one C+, only Pete and Jim, the longest serving crewmen had ever got a B, with Pete’s being a B+. To date Holly had never given an A reward, something she was rather thankful for. According to the special reward system she had developed an A was a chance to fuck her and the legendary A+ was a night of pure heaven where Holly would be the recipients sex slave for an entire night, any act of debauchery the winner wanted would be his.
“Go on,” Holly urged Harry. “Suck on my tits, you’ve earned the privilege.”
The ugly little crewman gave a groan of lust and leant forward, burying his face between his Captain’s huge knockers as his fellow crewmen all looked on enviously. Harry’s hands reached up inside the open front of Holly’s body suit to squeeze her big tits and push them together against his face as he swiped his tongue up the length of her deep cleavage.
Holly rested one hand on the back of Harry’s head as he turned and started suckling on one of her hard nipples, his rough lips and tongue actually feeling very good on her breast. She held the dwarf’s face against her bosom as she spoke over his head to the rest of the crew.
“We did well out of today’s raid as I’m sure Billy and Jim can testify from the amount of cargo they loaded across onto the Buccaneer,” Holly told her crew as Harry moved across to her other nipple, biting it gently between his teeth and tugging on it slightly. Holly gave a slight wince of discomfort before she continued speaking. “In fact the cargo hold is full so we’re going to head to Clammix 18 and sell up. I’ve also got a few contacts at the space station that I want to touch base with and see what else is in the wind.”
“A bit of R&R sounds great Captain,” said Pete, the first mate, as he watched Harry’s tongue swipe in large circles across the expanse of Holly’s creamy breasts.
“Okay, that’s enough,” Holly said quietly to Harry, the dwarf’s face still buried in her chest. Harry didn’t immediately release her, his hands still continuing to knead her big tits while he chewed on one stiff nipple, gentle moaning noises coming from the back of this throat. “Harry!” Holly snapped a little louder, tapping him on the top of the head.
The dwarf rose up from her cleavage reluctantly, gave her big bare tits one more squeeze and then let go and clambered down off the chair. Holly ran her hands over the ample expanse of her firm hooters, doing her best to wipe off the ugly navigator’s slobber that coated her chest. She then zipped up the front of her body suit, tucking her big jugs away much to the disappointed of the men around her.
“How long do we expect to be at Clammix 18 then?” Billy asked as he watched her tits disappear.
Feeling a little self confident, despite her recent act of exhibitionism, Holly zipped the suit all the way up this time as opposed to her usual mid-cleavage height. “With any luck only a couple days, so I don’t want you boys to cut loose and go completely wild on me,” Holly replied with a warm smile.
“You can trust us,” Billy assured her with a roguish grin.
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Martin Turner was the boy you picked on in High School, he was the skinny looking kid with freckles that got beat up every day by the local bullies. He was the smartest kid in science class who wore wide rimmed spectacles that were always broken and always stuck back together with grubby looking plasters. He was the ugly duckling, the one with no friends who spent his evenings on his computer or in the back shed with his science kit. Of course he was also the one most likely to go nuts one day and pack a gun instead of his lunch, just to remind you all that he existed. But that’s another story. And this has nothing to do with revenge.
The lunch bell rang and all through Downtown Highschool kids left their classroom and headed on about their business. Some went to eat their lunch, some met up with their girlfriend or boyfriend, others hit the sports grounds and still others went behind the gymnasium to smoke secret cigarettes.
Martin Turner was the last to leave Maths class, wanting to finish the advanced physics equation he was so close to solving before he went on his break. He didn’t much like lunchtimes anyway so he was in no hurry. Mostly he spent his lunch hour eating alone with a good science book, or if it was a bad day someone would stumble across him and tease him or worse, beat him up. Martin finished the problem and packed up his books.
“Come on Marty,” said Mr Steedman his maths teacher, hurrying him up, “Shouldn’t you be outside in the sun chasing girls or something?”
“Ahh,” stammered Martin, blushing furiously at the mention of girls, “Yes Mr Steedman.” He hurriedly finished packing his bag and hurried out of the classroom, almost dropping all his stuff as he stumbled on the leg of a chair in his way.
“See you tomorrow,” his teacher called after him.
Martin pulled the classroom door closed and hurried out of the room, not looking where he was headed. He spun around to look where he was going and ran smack into someone. Martin and the other person tumbled to the ground, and the young geek found himself on top of a rather curvaceous female figure. Martin had crashed into none other than Kelly Sinclair, the captain of Downtown Highschools cheerleading squad and the post popular girl in school. Time seemed to crawl to a halt.
Kelly was dressed in a super short plaid skirt, displaying her incredible toned, long legs, reminiscent of a kinky catholic schoolgirl skirt. A tight fitting white blouse that was stretched taut across her firm and full C cup breasts, the fuel for more than a few of Martin’s (and probably most boys at Downtown Highschool) wet dreams and jerk off sessions.
Martin found himself face down in Kelly’s sizeable bosom, his crotch against one firm thigh, although it took him a few moment to realize his position, and when he did, he froze in terror. Kelly’s large soft breasts felt incredible against his face, it was the closest he’d ever come to a real pair of tits and it was an amazing feeling. The teenager felt himself stiffen slightly against Kelly’s warm thigh, her breathing causing her chest to rise and fall against his cheek. From his very close up point of view Martin could see the lacy white material of Kelly’s bra and this caused further stirrings in his loins.
Time suddenly kicked in again as Kelly screamed loudly and angrily in his ear and shoved him off her chest. Martin fell sideways off her and was quick to grab up his bag to cover the bulge in his lap. He looked over at the furious cheerleader and saw that her already short skirt had been pushed up and he caught a glimpse of the white panties at her crotch.
“You clumsy asshole!” snapped Kelly, getting to her feet. There were a few onlookers around, sniggering at Martins predicament.
“S..Sorry,” stammered Martin, blushing furiously. He absolutely hated being the center of attention.
“That’s okay,” said Kelly, her voice suddenly uncharacteristically softening. Any usual encounter of this kind with Kelly Sinclair would have led to about ten minutes of verbal abuse, plus a possible beating from her boyfriend Tom Foster, captain of the football team. Kelly bent forward and offered her hand to help Martin to his feet.
The front of her blouse hung low as she bent and Martin got an eyeful of her lush, soft breasts and deep cleavage before he tore his gaze up to her face. He tentatively reached out and took her soft hand, fearful she was playing some joke on him. But he safely regained his footing with her help.
Once he was on his feet Kelly pushed him against the lockers behind him, leaning her curvaceous body against his. “You’re Marty Turner right?” she asked him, her voice still soft.
“Ahh…yes..” Marty stammered, he’d never been so nervous in his life. The cheerleader’s soft body felt incredible so close to him, her breasts almost touching his chest and her warm hand on his shoulder.
“You’re good at maths right?” Kelly asked him, her voice very seductive. Martin gasped as he felt her long leg slip between his, her thigh rubbing the inside of his as she toyed with the hair behind his neck with one hand and stroked his chest with the other.
Martin was sure she was setting him up, but right now he didn’t care. This beautiful cheerleader was coming on to him and his pants felt as though they were about to explode. “Umm, I guess so,” he replied, his voice shaking and his eyes wide.
Kelly’s warm thigh moved up his thigh and pressed into his hard crotch, rubbing back and forth slightly, the pretty cheerleader cooed in appreciation and the hand on Martin’s chest stroked down across his body and slipped up between his legs.
“I need some tutoring,” Kelly breathed, giving his throbbing crotch a squeeze through his pants. She leaned in close, her full breasts pressing against him. “If you teach me maths I can suck your cock as payment.”
At this Martin almost fainted, he barely heard the sound of the zipper on his pants as Kelly opened them and reached inside. “Oh God!” groaned Martin as he felt Kelly’s soft hand on his bare penis, he was so close to cumming it wasn’t funny.
Suddenly Kelly released him and stepped back, her previously warm and seductive expression turning to a look of disgust.
“Oh my God!” she snapped, “Look at your little dick!”
Martin immediately blushed and the sounds of harsh laughter filled his ears. He then realized that he wasn’t alone with Kelly, but in fact in a crowded school corridor. And his small erect penis was dangling out of the front of his pants.
“You don’t really think I was going to put that pencil in my mouth do you?” Kelly asked with a laugh, pointing at his rapidly shriveling member, causing the rapidly gathering crowd of kids to laugh cruelly at Martin’s predicament.
Marty glanced down at his own member and knew Kelly wasn’t kidding. He was not like the geek’s in most of these erotic stories who are socially retarded, but have 8 or 10 or even 12 inch cocks that cause girls to go weak at the knees and wet at the crotch. No, Martin was socially retarded with a four and a half inch pencil-dick.
“Hey pencil dick!” growled a male voice as Martin’s vision blurred with tears. “What the fuck are you doing to my girl?” the voice demanded angrily. It was Tom Foster, captain of the Downtown High football team and boyfriend to Kelly Sinclair.
Martin finally had the sense of mind to cover his exposed genitals with his hands, but Tom Foster picked that exact moment to punch Martin in the face. The young geek went down immediately, his vision fading as he dropped into unconsciousness. Martin wasn’t sure if he should be annoyed that Tom punched him, or thankful that he was knocked out and his nightmare was temporarily over.

***
Marty Turner awoke sometime later in the school nurses office, his penis down thankfully back in his trousers and the side of his face throbbing painfully.
“Hold this against your face,” the nurse said to him, handing him a cold tea towel wrapped around some ice cubes as she saw him awakening.
Martin mumbled something unintelligible in reply, still dazed from the blow to his head, but he took the cold pack from her and held it to the side of his face. He winced as the icy material touched his inflamed cheek, his vision slowly clearing as he sat back on the bed.
The nurse looked at him in concern, “How you feeling Marty?”
“Ahh, okay I think,” Martin replied, he was just thankful to have escaping the cruel ridicule of the other kids and the look of disgust in Kelly Sinclair’s face. The nurse was quite pretty, Martin had always liked her and more than once faked an injury. She was a kind woman in her mid thirties by Marty’s estimation. She was quite pretty and had a nice figure, just curvy enough to be interesting, but not exactly a walking wet dream or anything like that. She was a tad overweight, but her matronly bosom always held great interest for Martin, despite the unrevealing uniform she wore.
“Good,” the nurse said warmly, “That was quite a blow you took from the look of you when you arrived here.”
Martin glanced down at his pants and saw that he was all zipped up. He wondered briefly if it was the pretty older nurse who had put his penis away, and the thought brought some life back into his recently shamed organ.
“I’ll just check a few things,” the nurse said, picking up one of her instruments. It was some sort of magnifying instrument with a small light on the end of it. The nurse moved up to the side of the bed Marty lay on and checked his eyes with the object. When she was up close Marty could hardly breath, it affected him much like Kelly’s presence had, her perfume flooding his nostrils and her full chest so close causing further stirrings in his pants.
“You seem okay,” the nurse said, quickly examining his other eye. “I don’t think there was any concussion, but you should rest of the remainder of the day. Want me to call your mother?”
“Ah thanks,” Martin replied with a nod.
The nurse left the room and went to call his mother, Marty let out a deep sigh. He adjusted the cold pack on his face slightly, and used his other hand to adjust his swollen crotch as he considered his situation. On the downside he was even more socially rejected than he had ever been before. Not only was he going to be constantly ridiculed, every girl in school would know for sure he had a small dick so he wasn’t going to be getting any action for the rest of his high school days, not even a sympathy fuck. On the plus side of things, he’d actually had his penis in Kelly Sinclair’s hand, not many guys in the school could say that. It would give him plenty of fuel for masturbatory fantasies in the days to come.
The nurse returned a few minutes later, “There was no answer at your house. I guess your parents are at work?”
Martin kicked himself mentally. Of course they were, it was the close proximity of the sexy older woman that had befuddled him. “Oh sorry, I forgot,” he said dumbly.
“No problem,” the nurse replied brightly, “I’ll drive you home.”
“Thank you,” said Martin, his mind immediately running away with him, imagining taking the curvaceous nurse back to his house and having sex with her.
The nurse leant forward and helped Martin to her feet, as she did so, the side of one full breast brushed against Martins upper arm, sending shockwaves directly to his loins. The nurse then led Martin to her car, a small red hatchback and helped him into the passenger seat, this time Martin made sure to rub himself against the side of her breast as she helped him inside.
They drove to his house in silence, Martin occasionally stealing quick glances in her direction during the twenty minute trip. Once there the nurse helped Martin inside and then bid him farewell, not one of the wild fantasies in the young man’s imagination coming true.
Martin made his way up to his bedroom, the cold, and now wet from melted ice tea towel still clutched against the side of his face which was feeling pretty numb by now. Martin decided he’d use concussion as an excuse to take a few days off school and therefore put off facing the other kids after his complete humiliation. He made it to his room and kicked the door closed, making sure to take a quick look at the naked poster of Pamela Anderson pinned on the back. He went over to the window to shut the curtains so that he could pass out for a few hours before his parents arrived back home. As he reached the window however some movement outside the house next door caught his eye and he stopped.
There were two large moving trucks parked outside the neighbor’s house and some men were unloading furniture. What caught Martin’s eye most of all however, was the pretty blonde who was directing their efforts. Was she his new next-door neighbor? Marty scooted his knees beside his bed, straining to reach underneath and pull out a rather dusty looking box. He yanked off the lid and pulled out a telescope. Seven years ago he’d gotten it for Christmas when he’d been dreaming of becoming an astronaut. He’d spent a few months stargazing before the telescope was stuffed under his bed, never to be seen again, until today anyway.
Marty hurriedly set it up on the desk beside his window. It wasn’t like he really needed a telescope to see what was going on next door, but he was eager to get a better look at the blonde. If she was as attractive as she looked from his window then he wanted a closer look at her.
He got the scope on it’s tripod finally and aimed it across towards his neighbors front yard. Martin must have got the zoom a bit high, because when he looked into the lens he found himself looking straight at a deep, tanned cleavage. Martin almost fell back off his chair as he looked at the deep valley between a pair of perfect, large breasts. He hadn’t intended to zoom in quite that much, but man, what a pair of tits she had. Marty zoomed out a little, taking in the sight of her entire torso. Her breasts looked massive from the close up point of view, far bigger Kelly Sinclair’s, or even the school nurses. His new neighbor was wearing a tight fitting white t-shirt that had a low plunging v-neckline on it, that, as Marty had seen, displayed an impressive cleavage.
With his cock already starting to swell inside his trousers, Marty zoomed out further to get a better look at his new neighbor in her entirety. She looked to be around thirty years old, she wasn’t some pretty high school girl like Kelly Sinclair, and she was a woman, with womanly curves to match. The older blonde was absolutely drop dead gorgeous, she had a finely sculptured face like a model, a slim yet curvaceous figure and perfectly groomed lush blonde hair. As well as the v-necked white t-shirt, Martin’s new neighbor wore a pair of tight, clinging blue jeans that hugged her long legs and gorgeously toned ass.
“Oh my God!” breathed Martin in amazement, his new neighbor was incredible! Marty reached down and rubbed the insistent throb in his crotch as he gazed at the pretty woman through his telescope. This was every boy’s dream. Would his sexy neighbor leave her blinds open when she got changed at night? Would she invite him over to help her around the house? The possibilities were endless.
For the ensuing twenty minutes Martin was entranced as he watched his new neighbor direct the movers as her furniture was brought into her house. Martin’s cock hardened as he watched her massive bust jiggle and sway enticingly inside her tight fitting t-shirt and he alternated between gazing at her entire perfect form and zooming in on her vast bosom. The eighteen year olds hand unconsciously strayed down between his legs, to rub the growing bulge of his cock through his suddenly tight pants. A couple times the woman bent over and almost hand Martin cumming in his trousers. Once, she was facing towards him and as she bent to check on a box Martin’s telescope zoomed in on the neckline of her shirt, which hung open as she leant forward providing him with a mind boggling view of her creamy tits. The second time she faced away from him and bent down at the waist to pick up something she had dropped. Her ass was incredible, often a woman with such an over developed chest would be overweight and chunky around the hips and thighs, but this one was perfect in every respect.
When she finally signed off with the movers and went inside Martin’s cock was more swollen than it had ever been, he had to be close to 5 inches of rock hard manly meat. He noticed for the first time that his balls were aching, the woman had driven him wild and he hadn’t even got his cock out of his pants. It was no wonder really, what with Kelly’s hand actually touching his cock, then the school nurse being so close to him, and finally this goddess from next door.
Martin let out a groan and dashed for the bathroom. He was breathing heavily as he yanked his cock out of his pants and began to fiercely tug on it, closing his eyes and conjuring the image of his new neighbor bending over. His aching balls started to throb and Martin increased the pace of his strokes. He was just nearing the edge when there was a sudden knock at the door.
“Shit!” swore Martin, unconsciously starting to blush in embarrassment as he hurriedly stuffed his pain-filled cock back into his underwear.
“Shit!” he swore again, zipping up his pants and untucking his shirt to cover the swelling still evident in his pants as he rushed to answer the door.
In a complete fluster he swung the door open and was greeted by the shocking sight of his sexy new next-door neighbor. Martin stood there frozen and speechless. The curvaceous woman beamed a wide smile at him and raised one eyebrow as she waited for the dumbstruck teenager to greet her.
“Ah hello?” stammered Martin, his voice shaking. The woman was even more beautiful up close. Not only did she have a killer body, she also had a stunning face. Her eyes were a deep smoldering blue and her lips were full and red, made to kiss, or perhaps made to do something else, much more wicked.
“Hi,” she replied with a small wave, “I’ve just moved in next door, I’m your new neighbor.”
“Oh hi,” replied Martin, still very nervous and unsure what to do. He was also uncomfortably aware of the fact he still had a raging erection.
“Bethany’s the name,” she said, extending a hand.
It took Martin a moment to realize she wanted to shake his hand. He reached out and took her soft hand in his, it felt so smooth and lovely, and he couldn’t help but imagine that perfect hand wrapped around his hard cock, just as Kelly Sinclair’s had been. Marty couldn’t help but glance down at her chest, his eye’s widening as he gazed at the way her shirt was filled out.
“And you’re name is?” asked Bethany, trying to prod the teenager into speaking.
“Oh right, I’m Martin,” he replied after a moments hesitation.
“Very nice to meet you Martin,” said the lovely blonde warmly. “You don’t know anything about computers do you by chance?”
“Yeah I’m a hacker!” Martin replied with sudden enthusiasm, he then blushed a little as he realized how childish that sounded.
“Okay,” Bethany said with a smile, “Would you do me a huge favor?”
“Sure, anything.”
“The cable guy has just been in and installed my internet. I just need you to come over and set up my computer. Even though I work with them in my business I’m a bit of a dummy when it comes to technical things like that.”
“Okay sure,” agreed Marty. “I’d be glad to help.”
“Great, let’s go.”
Marty followed the gorgeous blonde over to her house, walking behind her so he could leisurely admire the spectacular roll of her buttocks inside her tight jeans. Beth unlocked her front door and led Martin inside. The house was filled with furniture and boxes, as you would expect in a newly inhabited home.
“The computer’s upstairs in my office,” Bethany told him, leading him up the flight of stairs by the front door. Martin followed her up, getting another good look of her ass right in front of him.



“Here we go,” she said, opening the first door at the top landing. Bethany’s computer was in boxes over in one corner of the room, and her office consisted of little more than a desk and a large, ornate looking double bed. “Here’s the internet cable,” said Bethany, bending over to pick up a black cord that stuck out of the wall. As she bent forward Marty almost gasped aloud as her ass was fantastically displayed for his viewing pleasure.
“Okay,” said Martin, swallowing nervously as he moved over to the computer, “I should be able to put this all together in fifteen minutes.”
“Cool,” said Bethany with a warm smile, she reached out and touched Martin’s arm in thanks. “I’ve got plenty of unpacking to do so I’ll leave you to it.”
“Okay,” Martin replied, his heartbeat racing at her touch.
Once she had left the office Martin began to unpack the computer and put it together on the small desk. He knew exactly what he was doing and had it assembled in around five minutes.
“I better boot it up to make sure it works,” he muttered to himself, switching on the power. Took a couple minutes for the machine to load up, Beth strangely had a picture of a lacy purple g-string lying on the floor as her desktop picture.
Having confirmed that the computer was working Martin reached for the power button, but froze just before pressing it. He hesitated a moment then looked around to see if Beth was nearby. He then rapidly typed a few commands on the keyboard, bringing up the security settings on the computer. He memorized the machine’s IP address and made a few quick changes to some of the settings before shutting it down and calling out to his neighbor.
“Done!” he yelled.
Bethany came in and looked over his shoulder to see the computer all up and running.
“Fantastic Martin, thank you sooo much!” she breathed, leaning past him to load up her email. Doing this caused her breasts to press against the back of Martin’s shoulders.
“No problem,” he murmured, his voice shaking. He noticed with amazement that Beth’s email address was busty_bethany_44dd@aol.com.
“I’ll show you out,” said Bethany, “Thanks again for the help, I’ll have to repay you one day.”
“Don’t mention it,” Martin waved her off.
“No really, I do appreciate it,” Beth insisted as she led him down to the front door. Beth gave him a quick kiss on the cheek and then waved goodbye.
Martin hurried back to his room, his cheek’s burning where he had been kissed, his cock once against hard as a rock. This had been quite a day.
***
Marty Turner awoke early the next morning. After leaving Bethany’s house last night he’d gone straight up to his bedroom and whacked off. He’d cum in quarts, all the built up sexual tension from the adventure filled day finally released.
“What a day,” he murmured to himself as he clambered out of bed. He’d told his mother about his trip to the sick bay at school, although not what had happened, so today he’d managed to get the day off school. His parents were already gone to work by the time he woke up.
Martin gave a yawn as he stretched, then got up and switched on his computer. Time to practice his hacking skills.
It took Martin under five minutes to log himself into Bethany’s computer, the security settings he changed yesterday made it very easy.
“I’m the man!” he congratulated himself, clapping his hands together.
For the next ten minutes he nosed curiously around in his busty neighbors computer, not really finding much of interest.
And then it appeared.
He pulled open a bitmap picture file and onto the screen flashed a picture of his lovely neighbor. Naked.
Martin almost choked in surprise and his heart skipped a beat. There right before his very eyes was a picture of his incredibly sexy new next-door neighbor wearing only a smile. She was even more gorgeous than he had imagined. Her breasts were huge, definitely the 44DD that her email address claimed, if not even bigger. The ample orbs were tanned, as was the rest of her trim, fit body, and dark, mouthwatering nipples topped them. Her pubic hair was trimmed and well groomed, all in all she looked like the centerfold from a Playboy magazine. The picture showed her lying back on the bed that Martin has seen in her office, her arms raised above her head, leaving her huge breasts jutting invitingly upwards and her lips formed a sexy pout. Her legs were together, unlike the spread eagled porno photo’s Martin had seen in the past, but he could still see her pubic hair.
“Holy shit!” groaned Marty, his cock once again twitching inside his pants, this was all just too much.
Martin closed the picture and immediately searched through the folder where it had been. He found a handful of other photos of Bethany. One other was naked, in two she wore a sexy revealing dress and the last two she was in some sexy black lingerie.
The last photo had her with her back to the camera wearing only a lacy black g-string, the perfect globes of her ass revealed for Marty’s eyes to feast upon.
“This is incredible!” he breathed softly. He couldn’t believe he’d actually found naked pictures of his beautiful next-door neighbor.
Martin flicked back to the first picture, the one she was completely naked in and then pulled out his cock. He let out a low moan and began to rapidly rub his cock, jerking off to the glorious sight of Bethany’s body.
“Oh shit!” he grunted, cumming in less than a minute, splattering his load over his own stomach and lap, a couple drops hitting his computer keyboard. Once he was spent he cleaned himself up and wiped down his computer.
“This is a goldmine,” he breathed, flicking through the photos once again. Then an idea came to him. These were Bethany’s private photos! She was naked in them! This was just like those erotic stories he’d read where the man got hold of some embarrassing photo’s of a gorgeous woman and then used them as leverage to get her to have sex with him. Martin was going to blackmail his neighbor. Martin was going to see her naked in the flesh. Martin was going to get laid!
His heart was pounding in excitement and although he hadn’t noticed it, his cock was hard again. This was all too good to be true. He took a deep breath to steady himself and then flicked over to the photo that showed her lovely ass in her revealing g-string.
“God!” he murmured, “Imagine sticking my cock between those perfect cheeks.”
He took another moment to steady his nerves, then it was time for action.
“No point in waiting around,” he said to himself as he closed down his picture viewing program and loaded up his email.
‘To: busty_bethany_44d@aol.com
Subject: photos
Hello Bethany
Attached you will find a series of photographs that have come into my possession. I know where you live and unless you do exactly as I say I will post these photos everywhere on the internet and expose you to all the world’
Martin hesitated a moment and then signed the letter as Mr Pink. He attached copies of the photos to the email and pressed send.
“Done,” he breathed, sitting back in his chair. Then he had immediate seconds thoughts. What if she knew it was him. What if she called the cops? Before he had time to dwell too much on it he was shocked to see a reply to the email pop up in his inbox. She must be logged onto her computer right this minute.
“Shit!” he said aloud, his heart was racing. “What am I getting myself into?” He opened the email.
‘To: Mr Pink
Subject: photos
You’re kidding right?’
Marty frowned. ‘I’m serious!!’ he typed back.
‘Blackmail? You’re going to reveal my body to the world? I’m scared,’ came the reply.
Marty smiled broadly and clapped his hands together. He had her now. Before he could type a reply another message popped up in his inbox from Bethany.
‘If you really want to go through with this and you know where I live come here now and we can negotiate the release of the photographs.’
Martin stopped himself from shouting aloud with joy and shutdown his computer. He dashed out of this room, grabbing his jacket on the way and headed for the door. Better to do this now while he still had the confidence to go through with it, he decided, summoning his courage and hurrying next door to his new neighbors house.
He knocked boldly on the door. His gorgeous neighbor answered, she was wearing the same faded blue jeans from yesterday, this time with a tight fitting red t-shirt that stretched impressively taut across her ample bust. The t-shirt was quite short, leaving a small stretch of her flat stomach bare, and her jeans were slung quite low, the sides of her pink g-string underwear visible on her hips.
“Oh, hello Martin,” Bethany greeted him, looking surprised. “Sorry, I was expecting someone else.”
Martin blushed deeply, his gaze briefly dropping to her expansive chest a moment as he briefly considered pulling out of his plan. The heaving of Bethany’s full bosom convinced him otherwise however.
“I’m Mr Pink,” he told her in a quiet voice, glancing back towards the street, worried someone would see him.
Bethany blinked in surprise, her eyes going wild. “You’re the blackmailer?” she gasped in astonishment, a little too loudly for Marty’s liking.
“That’s right,” Marty replied, calmer than he thought he would be. “And you’d better do exactly as I say if you want me to keep our little secret.” With that Martin pushed her back inside her doorway and closed the door behind him.
Bethany had a slightly bemused expression on her face, which dulled Martin’s confidence a little, but he surged on nonetheless.
“Is anyone else home?” he asked her.
“What do you want?” Bethany asked, crossing her arms across her chest.
“I want you.”
Bethany burst into laughter.
“Shut up!” snapped Martin, he was really angry now, how dare she laugh at him like that? He could ruin her!
Bethany stopped laughing, but there was still a broad grin on her face. “Let me get this straight,” she said, her smile widening. “You want me to let you fuck me, and if I don’t you’re going to post nude pictures of me all over the web?”
“That’s right!” Martin said irately, a small shadow of doubt creeping across his consciousness, why was she so calm about this, the idea didn’t seem to scare her.
Bethany burst out laughing again. “You stupid little shithead, follow me.”
A little taken aback by her attitude Martin dumbly followed his lovely neighbor up the stairs of her house to her office. The computer was on and Bethany ordered Martin to sit down in front of it, the geeky teen noticed a lacy black bra hooked over the edge of the bed beside the computer, and gasped at the size of the bra’s cups. He couldn’t wait to get his hands on Bethany’s tits.
“Go to that webpage,” Bethany ordered, pointing to a hyperlink on her desktop.
Marty was really starting to get worried now, what was she up to? This wasn’t going at all the way he had it planned out in his head. By now he imagined she would be naked and sucking his cock. He moved the mouse and clicked on the link and the webpage sprung up onto the screen.
A picture of Bethany appeared on a pink background, she was topless, dressed only in a micro-mini skirt and a pair of stiletto heels. The skirt left her long, slender legs bare. Her big tits were covered only by her arms cradled across her chest, her deep cleavage spilling over the top of her arms and the barest hint of one dark areola visible. In red writing, splashed across the page was ‘Busty Bethany’. It had two buttons and the bottom, one was marked ‘Members Only’ the other said ‘Guests – See More Of Me And My 44DD’s’. Was his sexy neighbor really a sexy web girl?
Unconsciously Martin moved the mouse pointer to the Guest button and clicked it. A new photo of Bethany popped onto the screen. In this one she was lying back on a bed, the very bed in the room beside him. She was wearing a lacy black bra and panties, could it be the bra hanging a few feet from him?
“You’re a webgirl?” Marty asked, his voice cracking slightly. It would explain the naked pictures he found on her computer after all.
“That’s right,” Bethany confirmed. She reached past him and switched off the computer monitor and spun Marty around in his chair to face her.
She leaned in very close to him, a dark, angry look on her face. Marty couldn’t help but notice the intoxicating perfume she was wearing that flared at his nostrils.
“Now listen up you little fuck!” Bethany swore. “Obviously you posting pictures of me on the web isn’t going to get you very far.”
“No,” Martin agreed quietly, his voice failing him.
“If you ever try and blackmail me again I’ll make it so that your life is not worth living,” she said, the serious tone of her voice leaving no doubt in Martin’s mind that her word was good. “There is no way in hell you are getting into my pants, especially after a stunt like this.”
“Sorry,” Martin said, he was scared shitless, and close to tears.
“Now get the fuck out of my house you dickless little cunt!” Bethany swore, stepping back so that Martin could get past her.
The young teenager stood up and immediately made a beeline for the door.
“And don’t think you’ve got away with this scot-free!” warned Bethany. “I will make you regret this.”
Martin ran down the stairs and out the front door, tears rolling unbidden down his cheeks as he hurried home.
***
Martin spent the next two hours alternately sobbing in his bed and also wracking his brain with excuses for when Bethany approached the police, or worse yet his parents. He couldn’t believe he had actually thought his plan would work and they he would lose his cherry with the buxom blonde. Every ten minutes he would head to his window and look across at Bethany’s front door, worried he would see a policeman there with her, but fortunately none came.
At about lunchtime he sat down at his computer and booted it up. He moved his mouse pointer to the folder containing the pictures of Bethany that had caused all the trouble in the first place. He clicked and dragged it to his recycle bin and deleted it.
“There!” he said, relieved to be done with it. Then the emptied the recycle bin so he couldn’t recover the pictures.
Feeling a little better now he headed downstairs and made himself a sandwich for lunch, he took it back upstairs to eat in his bedroom. Munching on it at his desk he happened to glance out the window and see movement in his neighbor’s backyard.
Martin put down his sandwich and stood to peer out the window. Bethany was outside on her back deck, lying on a deckchair in her bikini, sunbathing.
“Holy shit!” swore Martin, hurrying to grab his telescope and get a better look at her.
Gazing through the scope at the gorgeous buxom blonde caused an instant stirring in his loins. The red bikini she was wearing was quite revealing. Her ample tits rested on her chest, barely concealed by the small triangles of the bikini top and when he zoomed in with the telescope he could clearly make out her hard nipples jutting against the material.
“Wow,” he breathed, admiring her fantastic form. He moved the scope down across Bethany’s perfectly flat stomach to the small bikini bottoms that covered her mound, then down across her long, tanned legs. She was quite a beauty. Martin’s cock was hard as a rock inside his pants and he cursed himself for so hastily deleting those naked pictures of Bethany, they’d make great jack-off material now.
Marty looked back down at Bethany and to his horror she was waving at him.
“Shit!” he swore, ducking back down onto his bed, out of view of the window. She’d seen him looking at her! Martin’s mind raced, what was she going to do? He peeked back up to see if she was still looking, but the deck chair was now empty and his neighbor was nowhere to be seen. Martin scratched at his uncomfortably hard crotch, was she just teasing him?
“Damn!” he swore aloud, sitting back down at his computer. His cock was still painfully hard, maybe he should hack back into Bethany’s computer and get those photo’s back.
Suddenly an email appeared in his inbox. He frowned and opened it up, it was from Bethany.
‘Like what you see? You’ll never have me you horny little creep,’ she taunted him.
Martin sighed and sank back in his chair. Then an idea abruptly came to him. He opened up his internet and went to Bethany’s webpage, his busty neighbor’s main pain filling the screen, looking even sexier than he remembered in the short skirt. Martin flicked through the four pages of previews, hoping to find some pictures as good as the one’s he’d stolen previously, but he was out of luck. There were plenty of teasing shots, with Bethany in short dresses, bikini’s and sexy lingerie, but the front page was the closest thing to nude on the free pages.
Slumping back in defeat he switched the computer off in disgust and went downstairs to watch television for the rest of the afternoon, possible repercussions from his earlier actions constantly nagging at the back of his mind.
***
Martin’s mother arrived home a few hours later and was pleased to see Martin looking a little healthier. After greeting Marty and checking his temperature, she put her purse down on the coffee table and went next door into the kitchen to start making dinner.
Unable to resist the temptation, Marty waited until his mother was out of sight, then grabbed her purse and opened it up, his heart thumping nervously. He shook his head, what was he coming to? Up until yesterday he’d been a nice boy, now he was somehow getting involved in extortion and theft and who knows what next. Nevertheless, Marty reached into his mother’s purse and grabbed her credit card.
He hurried upstairs, trying to walk past his mother as casually as possible and then switched on his computer. He loaded up Bethany’s web page and clicked on the ‘Join’ button. Quickly as possible he typed in all his details, using the handle ‘Boobgeek’ and his mother’s credit card to get in. Once he was joined up he rushed back downstairs and returned his mothers card. Hopefully she wouldn’t notice the $19.95 monthly bill on her statements.
Martin then went back upstairs and entered the Members area of the Bethany website, trembling nervously in excitement.
For the next hour he browsed the members sections, viewing picture galleries, Bethany’s sexy diary, webcam highlights and full video sections. Martin had his cock out in hand for the entire time as he scanned through the countless sexy photos of his neighbor. All in all it was a lot more explicit than he had expected. The photo’s ranged from shots of Bethany in her underwear and swim suits, much like the guest preview shots, to nude photo’s of her with her legs spread wide, to some girl-girl lesbian action, even some blowjob and titty fucking photo’s.
Martin blew his load when he came across a video showing Bethany’s most recent webcam footage. When the male actor in the scene shot his load over Bethany’s tits and face, Marty shot his load over his keyboard.
“Dinners ready!” came his mothers shout from downstairs, suddenly snapping Martin’s attention back to reality.
“Shit!” he swore, hurriedly stuffing his sticky cock back into his pants and grabbing some tissues to wipe his keyboard clean. He then logged off Bethany’s website and hurried downstairs for dinner.
***
As much as he wanted to race back upstairs and check out more of Bethany’s website after dinner, Marty found himself stuck downstairs in the lounge watching television with his parents. He didn’t normally spend a lot of time in his room so he didn’t want them getting suspicious.
At around 8 o’clock he was about to feign sickness and head up to get back on his computer when there was a knock at the door.
“I’ll get it,” his mother offered, leaving to answer it.
Martin took the chance and headed upstairs, as he passed the hallway he saw his mother talking to Bethany at the door. Shit! Now he was doomed! Scared shitless, the nervous eighteen year old hurried up to his room, not bothering to turn on his computer.



“What am I going to say?” he said aloud, pacing back and forth to try and think of an excuse he could give his mother so that she wouldn’t send him to a shrink or something equally bad. He heard the front door close and, lost for a better idea, he jumped into bed and pretended to be asleep.
Marty’s mother didn’t come up immediately, she was probably telling his father about Martin’s actions, he was royally screwed now. After almost ten minutes there was a knock on his bedroom door. Martin pretended not to hear it.
His father swung the door open and switched on the bedroom light.
“Wake up Martin!” he said in a very firm tone of voice.
“What is it?” Martin asked, sitting up in bed and pretending to be sleepy.
“That was our new neighbor, Elizabeth,” his father said. “She told your mother that you have been spying on her while she was getting changed. Is this true?”
Martin blushed, but didn’t reply. Did this mean she hadn’t told them about the blackmail?
“You little pervert!” growled his father, taking Martin’s silence as an admission. He stepped into the room and grabbed Martin’s telescope. “This is going!” he said firmly, “and you are going to write Elizabeth an apology letter tomorrow.”
“But Dad!” complained Martin, the last thing he wanted was to apologize to that bitch next door, even if it was him that started all this.
“No arguments!” his father told him, raising his voice. “You’re also grounded for the next month and no more television. You can’t go peeping through other people’s windows, that’s terrible behavior Martin. Me and your mother brought you up to be better than that.”
“Yes Dad,” agreed Martin glumly. Bethany was going to pay for this. Somehow.
“Just be thankful we’re not revoking your computer privileges. You’d better make that apology convincing son, and I want it hand delivered to Elizabeth tomorrow. Understood?”
“Yes sir.”
“Good. And if I ever hear of this happening again…”
“You won’t,” Martin assured his father quickly.
His father nodded and left, slamming the door behind him. Martin let out a sigh. He wasn’t sure if he felt relieved or angry.
Martin flicked on his computer and went straight to Bethany’s homepage, keen to explore the rest of her site. If his mother noticed the membership fee on her credit card he was assured to be carted off to the loony bin as a sex mad pervert, he might as well get his money’s worth out of it.
After a bit of general surfing through a couple of Bethany’s more explicit galleries, Martin came across a very interesting section in the webcam area of the site.
‘Win a blowjob
How would you like to appear in Bethany’s next webcam show? One lucky member will be drawn at random to join Busty Bethany’s next webcam show this Saturday. Click on the link below to enter, and see some of the fun that previous Monthly Lucky Members have had at Bethany’s shows.’
“Is this for real?” Martin said aloud, clicking on the link. Shaking with excitement he inputted his membership details into the form to enter himself into the contest. How cool would it be if he won? He’d love to see the look on Bethany’s face when he turned up and she had to suck his dick.
Grinning Marty spent the next half hour clicking his way through the highlights of previous Lucky Member shows. Mouse in one hand, his short cock in the other. There were shots of members playing with Bethany’s huge 44DDs, shots of them undressing her, Bethany sucking on the cocks of very happy looking members, hard cocks sliding between Bethany’s massive tits, shots of members splashing Bethany’s pretty face with their cum, squirting on her tits, eating her pussy, sucking on her nipples, even one of a member fucking her doggy style. Although there was only the one fucking shot, it seemed that was not a normal part of the Lucky Member contest.
After Marty finally came, into a towel this time, he was prepared. He shut down his computer and hit the sack. Bethany’s club had around five thousand members, so the chances of Marty actually winning were pretty small. But still, it was nice to dream.
***
Martin Turner awoke, feeling quite dazed and confused. He looked around and saw that he was sleeping, not in his own bed, but in the ornate double bed from his sexy neighbor, Bethany’s office.
“What’s going on?” he wondered, his mind still befuddled, not yet fully awoken from his slumber. He was about to get up and look around when the door to the office opened and Bethany entered.
He expected her to be angry to find him here, and maybe call the cops, but her expression was calm, even welcoming. She was wearing one of the sexy outfits he had seen her in on her website, a tiny white t-shirt that was cut low across her ample tits, her deep cleavage spilling out the top, and a lacy white g-string that left her fantastic ass pretty much bare.
“Oh wow,” breathed Marty as she walked towards him, climbing on the bed beside him. Bethany placed a delicate hand on his chest and pushed him so that he was lying back down on the soft bed. She then peeled off her g-string, revealing the small patch of her trimmed pubic hair and a hint of the pink lips of her pussy between her well-shaped thighs.
“Just relax,” Bethany purred, her voice a husky whisper. She straddled his crotch and Marty realized for the first time that he was naked. His cock, hard as a rock, brushed against Bethany’s pubic mound. The lovely blonde reaching down between her thighs and took hold of Marty’s cock, her soft hand felt incredible around his hard shaft and he almost came at her barest touch.
“Oh wow!” repeated Martin as Bethany guided his cock towards her warm pussy. The teenager let out a long groan as Bethany slid down his hard pole, taking his entire length inside her. She rocked briefly on his cock a few times and then yanked her t-shirt up over her head, tossing it across the room where it landed on her computer. Bethany’s big tits tumbled free, she wore nothing beneath her shirt. Martin’s hands rose unbidden to touch the ample melons, his finger closing over them and squeezing eagerly.
“Martin!” breathed Bethany as he pinched her nipples between his fingers and thumbs. She began to move up and down on his hard shaft, riding him. He was in heaven, he couldn’t believe he was finally fucking his gorgeous neighbor, without having to blackmail her.
“Martin!” she repeated, a little louder. His hands once again covered her big tits and he squeezed them roughly, moaning softly with pleasure.
“Martin!”
Martin awoke with a start to his mother shaking him and calling his name.
“Are you going to school today?” his mother asked, frowning thoughtfully at him as if assessing his health.
“Ah, yeah,” Martin agreed, disappointed she interrupted his dream. But who knows, perhaps he’ll win the competition and maybe get his chance with Bethany after all.
***
Martin arrived home from a rather uneventful day at school and sat down in front of his computer, preparing to write his apology letter to Bethany. He wanted to get it out of the way before he sat down for a serious jerk off session in front of Bethany’s website. The day had gone quite well so far, he’d managed to avoid Kelly Sinclair at school so he was feeling quite good about himself and didn’t want to ruin it.
He quickly typed up the briefest apology letter he thought he could get away with. Knowing Bethany if he made it too curt she would show it to his parents and get him in even more trouble. Once he was satisfied with his efforts he printed it off, summoned his courage and went next door.
Clutching the letter in one hand in knocked loudly on Bethany’s front door.
She took a while to answer, but when the door opened Martin’s breath was taken away. Bethany stood there, with one hand on her hip, dressed in the skimpiest of lingerie. She had a lacy white push up bra that lifted her already massive breasts to gravity defying levels, it was low cut around the cups so that a large expanse of her creamy melons were left bare for the horny teenagers eyes to feast upon. The lower part of her underwear outfit was equally revealing, the tiniest of white lace g-strings, cut so high around the center that Martin could almost see the sides of her pubic mound, and his mind boggled at the mere thought of what she must look like from behind.
“Oh hi Marty,” Bethany greeted him, her red lips curving into a smile. She casual ran her hand up from her hips to gently stroke her fingertips across her full right breast, teasing Martin.
Martin swallowed, but couldn’t find his voice. His eyes were glued to Bethany’s fingertips as they lightly traced around her nipple through the lace of her brassiere.
“Like the outfit?” Bethany asked him, her hand running down her cleavage then across her flat stomach.
Martin nodded dumbly, the letter in his hand almost falling.
“I wore it specially for you,” Bethany purred seductively, her hand stroking across her stomach, her fingers slipping just inside the waistband of her panties and running across her front.
“Wow,” Martin breathed, finally able to speak. This was not the quick exchange he had planned out in his head.
“It’s just to remind you what you’ll never have,” Bethany told him, her eyes twinkling with laughter. “You wouldn’t have been man enough to satisfy me anyway.” Bethany turned and bent over to pick up a robe that was lying on the floor behind her. She bent straight legged, giving Martin quite a show as her delicious ass was displayed for him, her g-string leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination.
Martin felt his cock hardening inside his trousers as Bethany turned back towards him and put the robe on, covering her gorgeous body from his hungry eyes.
“What’s that in your hand?” Bethany asked. “Another blackmail attempt?”
Martin bit his lip to hold back an angry retort and handed her the letter. “It’s an apology.”
“For what?” Bethany asked, taking it from him. “For blackmailing me?”
Martin shook his head, “My parents made me write it.”
Bethany laughed and slammed the door shut in his face. Martin sighed and stood there for a moment, facing the closed door. He then shook his head and went back home, heading for his room. Bethany would pay for the hell she was putting him through, he promised that to himself. But God! She was so sexy and so beautiful, he’d never seen anyone in real life that turned him on so much.
“I’ll teach her,” Marty said to himself as he switched on his computer. “I’ll hack into her site and plant a virus.”
For the next hour Martin Turner tapped away at the keyboard, working his way right into Bethany’s website so he had complete control.
He briefly considered which virus he would use, then he clicked his fingers, “I’ve got a better idea,” he said aloud and began tapping on his keyboard.
***
“Hi everyone, thanks for joining me tonight for my Luck Member webcam broadcast,” Bethany said, speaking into a wireless webcam that was positioned on the top of her computer monitor. Bethany was dressed in black mesh tank top, that was pretty much transparent and her lacy black pushup bra could be clearly seen beneath, doing little to conceal her mind boggling cleavage from the hungry eyes of her many members around the world. She also wore a pair of skintight black trousers, low slung on her shapely hips with the top of her black g-string visible for the camera. The outfit was completely with a pair of 3inch black high-heeled shoes.
Bethany ran her hands up her sides and then cupped and squeezed her big tits through her clothing, playing up for the camera as she spoke in her sexy purr. “I’m soo horny tonight and can’t wait to please tonight’s lucky member,” Bethany said as she sucked on one finger, twirling her tongue around the tip and then sucking it deep, as if it was a cock.
The sound of Bethany’s doorbell ringing stopped her speech, “Oh, he’s early,” she said. “Let’s go downstairs and meet the lucky member.”
The busty webgirl picked up the webcam and headed downstairs, making sure she got a good shot of her expansive bosom as it jiggled with each step she descended.
Bethany paused at the door, “Here we go, and tonight’s lucky member is Boobgeek!” Bethany swung open the door and her face froze in shock as she got her first look at Boobgeek. It was that little prick Martin Turner from next door!
“Hi Busty Bethany,” Martin greeted her, a very satisfied grin on his face at her look of alarm. “I’m Boobgeek.”
The corner of Bethany’s mouth turned into a slight scowl, and she quickly aimed the webcam down at her tits so her audience would not see it.
“I don’t know how the fuck you got here, but you’ll pay,” Bethany whispered at you, putting her hand over the camera’s microphone as she spoke in hushed tones.
“You don’t want to disappoint your audience,” Marty replied, having planned his responses well. “They’d hate to think the contest was rigged, even someone like me has to have a chance to win.”
Bethany gave him the blackest look, she hesitated for a moment before a false friendly smile spread across her face and she raised the camera back up. “Welcome Boobgeek, come on up to my boudoir,” she said, taking Marty by the hand and leading him upstairs.
Marty grinned broadly at her defeat and followed her upstairs, reaching out to pinch her ass on the way up.
Wow, Marty thought to himself as he reached out and grabbed another handful of her incredibly firm ass and all Bethany did was point the webcam at her behind to capture the action. It was finally happening, he was about to have his way with this sensationally sexy older woman.
Bethany led him into her office and had him sit on the bed as she set up the webcam on top of her computer monitor once again.
For the next fifteen minutes Martin was ordered to stay put as Bethany put on a sexy show for her viewers, touching herself, squeezing her breasts and answering their questions as they emailed them to her. She took off her mesh top, revealing a lacy black pushup bra that gave her a mind-boggling cleavage. Bethany threw the discarded top at Martin as she rubbed her nipples through the bra for the camera.
“How are you doing their Boobgeek?” Bethany said over her shoulder.
“Great,” Martin replied, his voice shaking slightly. He had to admit that she was very professional when she came to her job, none of her personal animosity towards him was showing through apart from that initial scowl when she had answered the door.
Bethany then turned back towards the webcam. “Do you guys want to see Boodgeek take my pants off, I’m sure you wanna see my ass right?” Bethany gave the camera a seductive grin and then walked around the side of the bed to stand beside where Marty was sitting.
She then unbuttoned the catch of her pants and zipped down the fly, she turned away from Marty, bending over slightly to present her wonderful ass towards him. Martin couldn’t help himself, he reached up and ran his palm across the firm expanse of her buttocks, rubbing through the material of her pants.
“Why don’t you help me off with these?” Bethany suggested. Martin swallowed nervously and reached up, hooking his fingers into the sides of her pants and then peeling them down off her buttocks and thighs. Bethany’s beautifully firm and rounded ass came into view, only her skimpy g-string covering her privates as Marty pulled her pants down to her knees. As Bethany stepped out of them Martin leaned in and kissed one smooth ass cheek.
The lovely blonde, now wearing only bra and panties, and making Martin very nervous, turned to face him, leaning in close as she kissed him on his cheek. He’d never seen a real life woman in her underwear, let alone one as beautiful as Bethany.
She stepped back up to the webcam and spent a moment seductively stroking her hands over her now near naked body.
“Boobgeek’s done a good job hasn’t he guys?” Bethany asked her viewers. “I think he deserves a reward, don’t you?”
Without waiting for a reply, Bethany told Martin to sit on the edge of the bed, right in front of the camera although side on so the viewers could see the action. Bethany then began a seductive dance in front of him, teasing him with her incredible body.
“Ever had a lap dance?” she asked, running her hands up her sides and cupping and squeezing her ample tits through her bra.
“No,” Martin whispered, his voice failing him as Bethany dances in a circle, her g-string clad ass pointed in his direction. Marty’s cock was rock hard in his pants as Bethany bends forward and looks back between her legs, unseen by the camera she shot him an evil scowl, but her reluctance just turned him on even more.
The beautiful blonde older woman moved backward towards Marty and sat in his lap, her gorgeous and practically naked ass pressing into his crotch. Bethany wiggled her hips delightfully, grinding into Martin’s hard groin as she leant her whole body back against him, her arms reaching over her head to wrap around his neck, the position causing her breasts to jut out impressively for the camera. Martin tentatively raised his hands to Bethany’s hips as she rubbed her firm buttocks into his crotch.
“Enjoying yourself pervert?” Bethany whispered into his air. Martin merely groaned in reply, running his hands up from her hips, cupping his palms over Bethany’s massive breasts. He let out a moan of pleasure, he finally had Bethany’s huge breasts in his hands. They felt warm through the material of her brassiere and more than overflowed his eager hands, he gave the firm melons a gentle squeeze, very unsure of himself as Bethany’s ass moved in circles on his lap.
Bethany brought her hands up to cover Martin’s urging him to squeeze her tits tighter for the camera. She then pried off his hands and rose back up to her feet, leaving a noticeable bulge in his trousers as she resumed her sexy dance in front of him.
She worked her way back in front of the webcam and bent forward at the waist, pointing her incredible ass straight at the lens. The view from the camera was shown on the computer screen and Marty’s eyes widened as he saw Bethany reach up and hook her thumbs into the sides of her g-string. Ever so slowly she peeled the piece of skimpy lingerie down off her firm buttocks. She slid the tiny lacy garment down over her creamy thighs and let it fall to her ankles. Bethany bent over even further, the lips of pussy peeking out between the smooth cheeks of her ass for her viewers to feast their eyes upon.
“Oh wow,” breathed Marty as Bethany straightened, her pubic mound appearing. She kicked out with one foot and her g-string flew across the room, straight into Martin’s face. The nervous teenager was not given a chance to enjoy the material as she moved forward and immediately straddled Martin’s lap, sitting face on towards him, wearing only her bra now.
“Oh God!” groaned Martin as she slid up his lap, her now naked crotch pressing against the bulge in his pants, only his clothing now between them.
Martin’s hands nervously slid up to Bethany’s ever so smooth hips as the sexy blonde began to grind into his crotch. Bethany’s hips rolled as she rode the nervous teen, his cock throbbing in his pants as she pushed her pussy against him through his pants.
“You like that?” Bethany asked him, her voice breathless and husky. She lifted herself up slightly and then rolled her ass back down onto his hard cock, undulating onto him. Bethany’s heavy, bra-clad chest pressed tight into Martin’s chest.
“Oh God yes!” Martin groaned, rubbing his hands in small circles on Bethany’s hips as she continued the incredible lap dance. He looked down at his lap and could see her pussy rubbing against his crotch, the lips actually parting slightly as they ground against him.
Bethany leant in close and flicked her tongue out, gently toying with Martin’s earlobe. She smiled as he squirmed slightly beneath her, then she lifted herself off his lap and stepped back in front of him, dancing seductively for the camera.



She suddenly stopped her sexy dancing and sat down in front of the keyboard, still wearing only her bra. Bethany punched at the keyboard for a moment.
“A member has made a request,” Bethany said over her shoulder to Martin. “He wants to see my tits. What do you think Boobgeek, is that a good idea. Do you want to see my tits?” Bethany spun the chair around to face towards him. She leant seductively back and ran her hands up her sides, stroking her fingers across her heavy breasts through her bra.
“Hell yes!” Martin replied, nodding eagerly and licking his lips. This was what he had dreamt about, a real life pair of boobs.
Bethany smiled and moved towards Martin, spinning around and sitting with her back to him on the bed. “Can you give me a helping hand here?” she asked him.
“Huh?” Martin blurted in confusion.
“Unhook my bra please,” Bethany said with an impatient sigh.
“Oh right, sorry.” Martin shuffled closer and reached up, taking her bra strap in both hands and trying to pull it apart. That didn’t work so he examined it closer and saw four little hooks. He fiddled a little longer and managed to get one free, but he wasn’t having a lot of luck.
“Squeeze it together and unhook it,” Bethany said at last.
Concentrating hard on the tricky catch, Marty carefully squeezed the straps of the bra together and was able to unhook the small metal catches that held Bethany’s bra together. As soon as the material came apart, Bethany’s hands rose up to hold it against her chest, the straps falling to the sides to reveal her bare and now completely naked back, the skin flawless and smooth.
Bethany spun to face towards Martin, a wickedly sexual expression on her face. She held the bra in her hands over her big boobs, the sides of the straps hanging down and her breasts close to exposure.
“Do you want to see my big titties?” Bethany asked, taunting him.
“Please,” breathed Martin, his cock hard as a rock inside his pants.
Bethany leant forward, her hands still cupping the dangling bra over her massive melons, they almost spilled right out of her hands but somehow remained covered. Martin took in the breath taking sight of Bethany’s incredible 44DD’s so close to exposure and felt his throat go dry.
“Ask me then,” Bethany ordered, forever the tease. “Beg me.”
“Please show me your tits!” Martin said, his voice crackling up an octave half way through the sentence.
Bethany rolled her eyes heavenward and then turned to face away from Martin, giving him another look at her spectacular ass as she faced the webcam. As much as Martin enjoyed the sight of her ass it wasn’t the part of her anatomy that he ached to see at the moment.
“Do you think Boobgeek deserves these puppies?” Bethany said into her webcam as she tossed her bra back over her shoulder at Marty and cupped her big tits, pushing the huge orbs towards the lens of the camera so that all her fans, except Marty, could feast their eyes on her wondrous knockers.
“Please show me your big titties!” Marty pleaded from his seat on her bed. He could just see the sides of her tits from behind and his cock was close to bursting at the mere thought of his gorgeous neighbors gigantic rack.
Then Bethany spun around, placing her hands on her hips as she turned to face Marty. She arched her back slightly and jutting her already huge tits out at him.
“Oh God!” groaned Marty as he took in the incredible sight. Bethany’s huge breasts were even better in the flesh than they had been in the photos from her computer. They were quite literally massive, probably even bigger than the 44DD size boasted on her website. The lovely blondes breasts showed no sign of sag despite their size and seemed to defy gravity, almost jutting straight out from her chest. The titanic hooters were topped by small hard nipples that Marty ached to press to his lips against and suck on.
Bethany paused like that for almost a full minute, let Marty take in the mind-boggling view, his teenage eyes feasting on the sight of her bare breasts, his tongue almost hanging out the corner of his mouth as he was almost paralyzed with lust. Bethany then moved forward, her huge fun bags jiggling slightly as she moved, causing Marty already rock solid penis to stiffen even further as she sat down on the bed just in front of him.
“Wow,” murmured Marty, he was within reaching distance of a gorgeous naked blonde. Those huge tits he’d fantasized about were less than two feet away from.
“So what do you think Boobgeek?” Bethany asked, fully into her role now, her initial reluctance gone as she did what she did best.
“They’re amazing!” breathed Martin.
“They feel even better than they look,” Bethany told him with a smile.
Marty didn’t move, still rather stunned as the realization he was alone with this incredible naked woman sunk in, and he didn’t pick up on Bethany’s invitation to touch her breasts.
The buxom blonde waited another moment and when Martin still didn’t move she reached out and took both his hands by the wrists, and brought them up to her chest.
“Oh God!” groaned Martin as Bethany laid his hands onto her breasts. The huge round orbs more than filled his palms, his hands actually looking quite small against her big melons. The nervous teenager could feel Bethany’s hard nipples against his palms but he still just froze, his hands resting on her breasts.
“Go ahead,” urged Bethany, somewhat impatiently. “Touch them.”
Martin started to move his hands, rather uncertainly over Bethany’s big tits, stroking and rubbing around their full roundness. He slid him hands to the underside of her lovely boobs and lifted them slightly off her chest, amazed at their weight.
For a full minute Marty gently stroked Bethany’s big tits, “You can squeeze them harder, they won’t break,” she told him.
Martin groaned and gave her tits a firm squeeze, emboldened by Bethany’s encouragement. It felt so good to sink his fingers into those delicious melons, they felt firm and resilient, yet soft and silky under his hands. The horny teenager continued to moan softly as he started to grope and knead Bethany’s big tits, with each squeeze he got more and more confident, until he was mauling her huge boobs for all he was worth. Bethany winced slightly as Marty gave her tits an extra hard squeeze, watching the way the firm flesh welled up between his fingers as he sunk them deep into her melons.
“Wow,” murmured Marty, Bethany’s big tits filling his hands seemed to have restricted his vocabulary.
“Pinch my nipples,” said Bethany, “That’s it pull on them.”
Martin’s seized her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers and gave them a hard pinch. He then pulled on her nipples slightly, watching her breasts move and jiggle as he did so. He gave Bethany’s nipples a twist and then used them to shake her whole tits, his eyes widening as the flesh shook and quivered in front of him. Martin then once again cupped as much of her round tits into his hands as he could and resumed squeezing and massaging the firm orbs.
For close to fifteen minutes Bethany let the young prize winner fondle and grope her big breasts, every one of her members watching this over her webcam no doubt wishing it was their hands doing the exploring.
“I think it’s time I got to see a bit of you now Boobgeek,” Bethany said at last, reaching up and prying his groping hands away from her tits.
Marty was in a slight daze as Bethany pulled his to his feet in front of the webcam and yanked his shirt up over his head, revealing his pasty white chest, spotted with a few zits. Bethany ran her soft hands across Martin’s chest, stroking across it and then lightly toying with his nipples. The buxom blonde webgirl then leaned over and licked a nipple with her hot tongue, causing Martin to moan, the cock in his pants so hard it hurt, Marty couldn’t believe he hadn’t blown his load yet.
Smiling wickedly Bethany went to her knees in front of Marty and unbuckled his belt.
“Let’s see what kind of equipment your packing in here Boobgeek,” Bethany said as she unzipped his pants and yanked them down to his ankles. “Do you have a big surprise for me?” she asked as she hooked her fingers into the waistband of his underwear.
Bethany didn’t wait for a reply, she pulled Marty’s underwear down over his slim hips, his trembling, rock hard penis popped up in front of her pace, the end smeared with precum and the entire length almost bright red in color he was so aroused.
“It’s tiny!” Bethany blurted out. Not something she would normally say to one of her fans, but she was so surprised to see Marty’s little 4-inch wiener she couldn’t help herself. Plus if she could embarrass the little prick it would be a bonus.
Marty blushed as Bethany actually laughed at the size of his cock.
She turned to the camera, “Well boys I don’t know if your representative is up to the job,” she said to her fans. “It wont even be a mouthful.” Bethany turned back to Martin and reached up, grabbing his cock in her soft hand and stroking it. Martin groaned loudly, he was sure he felt his cum shooting up the length of his shaft, but when he looked down to see his cock in Bethany’s hand he hadn’t burst yet. He briefly remembered how good Kelly Sinclair’s hand had felt on his bare cock. He had now been touched there by two women!
“Take a seat stud,” said Bethany, pushing him back onto the bed. The busty blonde shuffled between his legs and leant in towards him, he could feel her heavy tits resting on his thighs as Bethany whispered to him, “I’ll get you back for making me do this Marty. This is your last chance to back out.”
Marty swallowed as he felt his hard cock rest against the front of Bethany’s big tits. He was so close, there was no way he was going to quit now. The horny geek gave Bethany a grin as he reached down and grabbed her big tits, giving them a hard squeeze.
Bethany gasped in surprise and pulled back, shooting him a livid glare. “How about I show you a good time then Boobgeek?” suggested Bethany, slipping back into her webcam roll, a fake smile plastered on her face. She leant in again, taking hold of Marty’s hard cock as she guided it between her huge tits. Marty gave a moan as Bethany reached up and pressed her big breasts together around Marty’s cock. “A little titfuck?”
“Oh God!” groaned Marty as Bethany started to move her tits up and down the sides of his shaft, stroking them in the tight, soft sheath formed by her cleavage. The ample melons felt incredible pressed around his rock hard cock, they squished together and formed an incredible valley for him to fuck. Bethany moved her big tits up and down rapidly over the length of Marty’s small cock. Often when she did this she would bend her head down and lick the tip of her lucky members cock as it poked through the top of her cleavage. Only this time Martin’s cock was too short so there was nothing to lick.
After a couple minutes Bethany stopped her titfuck and sat back on her heels. She rubbed her hands seductively over the generous slopes of her breasts as she looked up at Marty.
“Are you ready Boobgeek?” Bethany asked, her pink tongue running across a circuit of her lips in a most seductive manner.
Marty swallowed nervously, wondering what she intended. “I think so,” he breathed in reply.
Bethany slid her soft hands up the length of Marty’s thighs and encircled the base of his hard cock with both hands, her thumbs gently brushing his testicles. The lovely buxom webgirl then leant in close and swiped her tongue up the underside of the teenagers cock. When her licking tongue reached the tip she swirled it around the head, tasting his sticky precum.
“I’m gonna suck your cock now Boobgeek,” she told him, giving the slit at the head a soft kiss. “But you’ll have to ask me nicely.”
“Oh shit!” moaned Marty, writhing in pleasure as Bethany’s tongue teased the tip of his cock. He could feel her heavy breasts pressed against his thighs and his cock was trembling in anticipation, so hard it almost hurt. “Put it in your mouth!” he gasped, his hips bucking up off the bed as he tried to push his cock into Bethany’s mouth in desperation. The head of his penis pushed against her closed lips but was deflected off to the side to rub across her cheek, leaving a smear of precum.
“Nicely I said!” snapped Bethany, tilting her head to the side as her tongue stretched down to lick briefly across Martin’s balls.
“Ah!” he gasped as she tongue his sensitive testicles. “Please suck my cock Bethany!” he asked, almost begging.
Bethany grinned up at him, her mouth closing around the side of his cockshaft, almost as though it was a harmonica. Bethany licked her way up the side of his dick and once again her tongue swirled maddeningly around the head. “You can do better than that.”
“Pretty please!” pleaded Martin desperately. “I’m begging you to suck me off!”
Bethany glanced over her shoulder back at the webcam, shot it a wink, then turned back to Marty’s cock, opening her mouth wide and impaling her mouth on the teenagers small cock. Marty arched his back and fell back on the bed as Bethany sucked the full length of his penis into her mouth, taking him all the way to the base of his cock on the first suck, his short organ pushing right into the back of her mouth.
“Ahhh!” groaned Marty with a mix of pleasure and relief as Bethany immediately began to bob her head up and down on his cock, her lips forming a tight seal around his shaft and dragging him up each time she moved, almost jerking him off with her lips. As she sucked Bethany’s tongue swirled around the underside of his cock, sending wonderful sensations through his shaft as it was enveloped in the wet warm of Bethany’s glorious mouth.
For Marty the experience was mind-blowing. Not only did it feel incredible, it was also a wonderful sight to look down at his beautiful, bitchy neighbor and to see his hard cock impaled in her mouth as she was on her knees in front of him, sucking him off. It was Martin’s first ever blowjob, so of course it was the best he’d ever had, but Bethany’s had a phenomenal technique and even if he’d been sucked off by a goddess like Kelly Sinclair this would still have topped it.
“Oh God that feels so good!” groaned Martin, writhing with pleasure on the bed. He reached down and ran his fingers through Bethany’s long blonde hair, feeling her head moving rapidly up and down as she worked his cock over with her mouth, using all of her extensive cock sucking talents.
Bethany pulled her mouth up off the teenagers cock a moment, “Tell me when you’re ready to cum,” she told him. “I want you to cum on my face.” It was not that Bethany wanted him to squirt it over her or that she hated swallowing, it was more than a facial made better internet footage for her viewers.
With his arousal increasing Martin started to push down on Bethany’s head each time she moved, urging her to take more and more of his short cock into her mouth, despite the fact she was taking him to hilt every time anyway. Marty hunched his hips up off the bed, shoving his cock harder into Bethany’s mouth, grabbing fistfuls of her blonde hair as he really started to fuck her face. The lovely blonde moaned slightly around his cock and Martin increased the speed and force of his humping, his balls slapping into her chin with each surge of his hips.
“Oh man this is great!” gasped Martin, the friction of the tight seal of Bethany’s lips around his hard shaft was intense and he knew he wouldn’t last too much longer, in fact he was surprised he hadn’t already blown his load.
The young teenager was groaning in absolutely bliss, completely oblivious to the web-camera recording the action as he held Bethany’s face down into his loins and humped his cock into her mouth. Marty let out a sudden groan as he felt his balls starting to churn, “Now!” he managed to gasp, letting go of Bethany’s hair. The busty web model pulled off Martin’s cock, gripping it around the base as he started to cum. Her lips had barely cleared the tip of his short penis as it pulsed and Martin’s thick white cum burst from the slit at the end.
“Oh fuck!” grunted Martin, his whole body spasming as he arched his back onto the bed and his cock throbbed, his come shooting up the length and roping out, splattering into Bethany’s face. The lovely blonde closed her eyes and Martin unloaded onto her perfect features, his load thick and plentiful. “Oh God!” gasped the teenager as he came again and again, covering Bethany’s face with his semen.
For almost a full minute Marty writhed in pleasure on the bed, Bethany’s soft hand milking out his incredibly heavy load. The busty blonde leant down and licked the final few drops of cum from the end of his cock before she straightened and then sat down in front of the computer.
“Well that’s it friends,” Bethany said, smiling sweetly for the camera, despite her face full of cum. The sticky white goo dripped down from her chin and onto her breasts. Bethany licked a droplet from her lower lip. “Perhaps I’ll see one of you guys next month,” she suggested with a seductive smirk. “Until then goodbye.”
Bethany blew her fans a kiss goodbye and then shut off the webcam. She snatched up a towel from her desk and wiped her cum covered face as she turned towards her fan of the month. The expression on Bethany’s face was livid.
“You little..”
Martin didn’t care, he had just cum all over her beautiful face
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Chapter Three: Clammix 18
Captain Lex McGinnity and his communications officer Elizabeth Holmes entered the affluent looking offices of Bernard Duncan, the governor of the Clammix 18 space station. They’d both dressed up for the occasion, trying to look as respectable and ‘non-pirate’ as possible. Lex was dressed all in white, with a white collarless top that had a black trim around the neck and wrists.
Elizabeth wore a small white dress to match the Captains and a pair of high-heeled white shoes. The dress was quite short, coming only to Elizabeth’s mid thigh, showing off plenty of her long bare legs. It clung to the curves of her body leaving little of her womanly figure to the imagination as was rather low cut around the neckline, presenting a considerable cleavage, enhanced by the white satin push up bra Elizabeth had chosen to go underneath the dress. Elizabeth’s sexy yet professional look was completed with her long, waist length brown hair tied in a simple bun on the back of her head.
“You look perfect,” Lex whispered to her, giving her ass a brief punch as they entered the Governors office.
“So what brings your ship to dock at Clammix 18?” asked the Governor after his two guests had been seated. Lex noted the way the Governor’s eyes strayed often to Elizabeth’s long tanned legs as she crossed them and displayed plenty of luxurious thigh below her short hemmed dress.
“We’ve just docked to re-supply our ship,” Lex replied, lying smoothly. “We need food and water and our ships energy crystals need recharging. We shouldn’t be here more than a couple of days at the most.”
“I see,” said the Governor scratching his chin thoughtfully, his eyes roving up Elizabeth’s body to enjoy the way her ample chest rose and fell with each breath she took. “You realize that a landing license is required to land on Clammix 18. We are within our rights to imprison your entire crew and confiscate your vessel.”
“We’ve done nothing wrong,” Lex assured the official. “We were not aware of the licensing requirements here on Clammix 18. The last time we re-supplied here we had no trouble.”
The Governor nodded, “yes, the restrictions have only been in place for around eight months.”
“Why the sudden change in policy?” Lex asked. “If you don’t mind me asking that is Governor Duncan.”
“We’ve been having recent trouble with Space Pirates I’m afraid to say,” the Governor told him, his face very grave and for the first time his eyes left Elizabeth’s body to meet Lex’s.
Lex did his best to look shocked, “Space Pirates? That’s terrible!”
Elizabeth uncrossed her legs and re-crossed them, the action causing her dress to ride up further on her long legs, immediately drawing the Governor’s gaze.
“Well I see no reason to imprison you,” the Governor said at last, “but you are not allowed to remain on Clammix 18. You will have to leave immediately.”
“Our supplies?” Lex asked.
“We will recharge your energy crystals for you, but you must seek traders elsewhere,” the Governor told him.
Lex inwardly cursed, their contact was waiting for them here. “Surely just an overnight pass will not cause any difficulties?”
“I’m sorry,” apologized Bernard, raising his hands as if it were out of his control.
“Surely we can come to some arrangement?” Lex suggested, winking at the Governor in a last ditch attempt to get a pass.
“Are you trying to bribe me?” demanded the Governor.
Lex hesitated a moment, deciding on the Governor’s character. “Perhaps,” the pirate captain replied, he doubted Bernard was that righteous and above corruption.
“I do not want or need your money,” scoffed the Governor.
Elizabeth stood up at this point and pushed the straps of her dress off her shoulders. “I know of something you do want and need however,” the beautiful brunette told him. She pushed the dress down to her waist, revealing her white satin push up bra and impressively upthrust C cups. She the wiggled the dress down over the flare of her hips and let it fall to a pool around her shapely ankles. Leaving her dressed in only the bra and a pair of skimpy white g-string panties.
“You’re exquisite!” gasped the Governor, licking his lips as he stared at Elizabeth’s near nakedness. “What are you proposing?”
“Half an hour with Elizabeth in exchange for a two day pass,” Lex said, at this point he could almost kiss the lovely brunette for her quick thinking.
“Okay, okay!” agreed Bernard quickly, standing up from his chair behind his desk and starting to move around the table towards the lingerie clad goddess.
“But I stay!” insisted Lex, a little worried that the Governor might get rough with Elizabeth.
“Whatever,” Bernard readily agreed, he had reached the sexy brunette space pirate by now and pulled her against him, kissing her hungrily as his hands reached down to her ass, squeezing the firm cheeks that were left bare by her g-string.
Elizabeth suppressed her distaste as the short bureaucrat pawed at her ass and stuck his tongue into her mouth. His crotch was obviously hard as he ground it against her firm thigh and panty clad mound. Bernard broke off his sloppy kiss after a moment and held the lovely brunette at arms length. He reach up with both hands and hurriedly unfastened the catch of her bra, which was at her front, between her heavy breasts. When he pulled it apart and Elizabeth shrugged it off he was rewarded with the incredible sight of her big tits, completely uncovered, topped by dark nipples that looked as hard as bullets.
“Wow!” he groaned, reaching up and squeezing her big tits in his chubby hands, roughly sinking his fingers deep into the abundant melons of flesh. Bernard then dropped to his knees in front of Elizabeth and yanked down her g-string, her shaven pussy unveiled. “Oh my God!” he moaned, his rock hard as a rock inside his pants as he stared at her beautiful pussy. Unable to help himself he leant forward and swiped his tongue up the length of Elizabeth’s slit, sending a shiver running through the beautiful woman.
“Perhaps you should get undressed as well?” Elizabeth suggested, she was eager to get this over with as quickly as possible.
Bernard nodded eagerly and stood up, instantly scrabbling to get off his clothes as fast as possible. Elizabeth dropped to her knees as he pulled off the last of his clothing and pushed him back against the edge of his desk. She ran a small soft hand up the inside of his thigh and reached up to grab his already rock hard cock in her soft hand. Elizabeth gave the hard shaft a few strokes and then pulled it forward to her mouth, sucking it inside and immediately beginning a sloppy blowjob.
“Oh fuck!” groaned Bernard happily, his hands dropping to the top of Elizabeth’s head and his hips hunching, his cock thrusting forward hard and fast into her soft mouth. The short bureaucrat fucked Elizabeth’s pretty mouth eagerly, almost causing the pretty young brunette to gag on his rapidly humping penis. Fortunately he wasn’t particularly big so Elizabeth was able to take him right to the hilt with only mild discomfort.
After a few minutes of this Bernard felt himself close to losing it. He didn’t want to waste his opportunity with such a beautiful girl by cumming in her mouth so he pulled out, breathing heavily, his glistening cock trembling with excitement.
“Where do you want to do it?” Elizabeth asked, looking around the room.
“I wanna fuck your ass!” Bernard said immediately, his voice filled with anticipation.
When Elizabeth had asked him where she hadn’t exactly meant which hole. The brunette saw her Captain start to object at the Governors depravity, but she waved at him to remain silent. Bernard wouldn’t last long in her fantastic ass anyway. No one ever did.
Elizabeth bent forward over the Governor’s desk, bracing herself with both hands as he moved around behind her. Bernard rested one hand on her smooth buttocks as he held his cock in the other and lined the tip up with the small puckered hole of the busty pirates asshole. His cock was already dripped with lubrication from Elizabeth’s sloppy blowjob so he started to push forward with his hips, her ass opening around his cock and he shoved it into her.
“Ah!” gasped Elizabeth, sucking in a sharp breath of air as Bernard’s cock penetrated her ass. She closed her eyes against the pain and discomfort as the Governor worked his cock deeper into her rear passage, both his hands grabbing her shapely hips for leverage.
“Oh fuck you’re tight!” groaned Bernard, starting to fuck his hips against her in short sharp jabs. Her ass clutched wonderfully at his hard cock and he was already starting to feel the beginnings of his orgasm. He looked down and admired the brunette’s perfectly shaped ass, impaled by his stubby cock and couldn’t help but give the side of one creamy asscheek a slap.
For some reason Elizabeth’s elegant, sophisticated beauty made it even more erotic for Bernard to sodomize her, his hard cock sliding in and out of her tight asshole. He ran his hand across Elizabeth’s smooth, flawless back and started to shove ever harder and faster against her, his balls slapping into her pussy with each thrust of his hips.
“Oh shit!” grunted Bernard as he felt his cock start to spew cum into her, despite his desire to make the moment last he was cumming already. The Governor gave a moan and rammed his hips forward, burying his cock all the way to the hilt in Elizabeth’s ass. The lovely brunette cried out at his rough thrust, feeling her bowels filling with his seed as he grunted and twitched inside her, load after load of cum shooting out of him.
Once Bernard was spent he pulled out of Elizabeth and wiped his sticky cock on one smooth ass cheek before picking up a pass off his desk and throwing it at Lex.
“Two days,” he told them. “If you decide you want an extension on that feel free to come and see me about it. I’m sure we can work something out.”
***
Lex made his way quickly through the streets on the seedier side of Clammix 18, on his way to meet with his contact about the mercenary job.
After he and Elizabeth had secured the landing pass they’d headed back to the Scarlet Rapier to give everyone the good news and let the crew go for a little R&R before they headed off on this new mission. It was Elizabeth’s turn to stay on board and guard the ship so she’d been stuck behind while the rest went off to let off some steam. Red went to visit her brother at his computer shop and Lex was on his way to meet his contact, so that left Kelly and Carmen to explore alone together. Lex had them make sure they would be back first thing tomorrow morning before he let them go.
The Pirate Captain reached a rough looking bar called the Rutting Buck, this was the place where he was supposed to meet the man who’d contacted him about the job. The man went by the name Dominor, and that was all Lex knew about him, he’d never seen or talked to the man. Hopefully this was the right place and it wasn’t a trap.
Summoning his nerve, Lex stepping inside the Rutting Buck.
The bar was dimly light and it looked like plenty of alcohol was flowing over the counter. Everyone inside looked rather rough and the majority of them were very drunk. As he walked into the main room towards the bar a couple of huge looking men gave him threatening looks and scowls, but the Pirate Captain made his way past them without hesitation. Lex had been in enough bar brawls to know how to take care of himself if things got nasty.
He shouldered his way to the bar and ordered a beer from the barman. Beside him a man was groaning and Lex turned to look at him. To his surprise the man had a whore kneeling in front of him against the bar, sucking on his cock. The man was moaning and groaning, thrusting his cock into the flat chested whore’s mouth, each thrust banging the back of her head into the bar.
Turning away from the man Lex got the attention of the barman. “I’m looking for a man called Dominor.”
The barman hesitated a moment, eyeing Lex up carefully. Lex wasn’t sure what the barman was looking for but he obviously passed the test. “Back corner,” the barman said, nodding off to Lex’s left.
Lex nodded his thanks and took a quick glance at the man beside him who was still busy feeding his cock into the flat chested whore’s mouth, and then picked up his beer and headed for the back corner. He made his way to the booth at the very back left hand corner of the bar, it was occupied by a spiky haired, surprisingly clean cut man who was busy kissing the neck of a green skinned alien hooker as he had his hand inside the alien’s vest to squeeze her large looking green tits.
“Dominor I assume?” Lex asked as he sat down at the booth, putting his beer on the table in front of him.
The man looked up from the whore’s neck in mild annoyance, his hand still busy inside her top groping her big tits.
“Who wants to know?” the man demanded elusively.
Lex studied the alien prostitute a moment. She was really quite beautiful once you got past her olive green skin and her bald head that was covered in small spikes of what looked like bone. She had a great body with fantastic curves and a great rack that the man Lex guessed to be Dominor was busy kneading.
“McGinnity’s the name,” Lex replied, not too keen to give too much away in case this was the wrong man.
Dominor smiled at this, “Glad you made it Captain.”
Lex breathed a silent sigh of relief and took a long swallow of his beer.
“How’s business?” Dominor asked the pirate as he turned his attention back to the green skinned hooker, pulling her onto his lap.
“A bit slow at the moment,” Lex replied as Dominor grabbed the alien’s tits in both hands and squeezed them roughly. Lex heard the sound of Dominor’s zipper opening as the whore reached down between the man’s legs. “I was hoping you’d be able to help me with that,” Lex added as the whore’s hands moved up and down between their two bodies, obviously stroking Dominor’s cock.
She then rose up slightly and lowered herself onto Dominor, his hard cock sliding up into her alien pussy. “Oh yeah, that’s it baby!” groaned the man as she slowly started to ride him. Dominor turned to Lex as the whore started to bounce on his cock, “I’m hoping we can come to a mutually beneficial arrangement.”
Dominor briefly turned his attention back to the whore riding his cock. “These Tyr Shir whore’s always have great racks,” he said with a groan, hefting her big tits on his palms. “Have a feel of these puppies,” he offered to Lex.
“So what’s the job?” Lex asked as he helped himself to the whore’s tits, reaching out to grope the ample mounds and give them a firm squeeze. They felt fantastic, identical to human breasts, although perhaps a little harder and firmer. The hooker was no match for his girls, but still worth a good grope. As Lex pinched her dark nipple between his fingers the whore reached over into his lap and rubbed his crotch through his pants, all the while not slowing her ride on Dominor’s cock.
“It’s a cargo delivery mission, nothing fancy,” Dominor explained, grinning as he saw the hooker take Lex’s cock out and pump it in her soft green hand. “I’ve got a package I need delivered to the planet Ormond, shall we say, without the regular authorities finding out about it’s arrival.”
Lex moaned softly, the hooker’s hand felt so good stroking his hard cock, he was hard as a rock. Between Red’s unfinished blowjob as they docked in Clammix 18, and watching the Governor use Elizabeth’s fantastic ass he was close to having a serious case of blue balls. “How big is this package?” Lex asked, knowing better than to ask what was inside it.
“Big,” replied Dominor. “In fact there’s a special cargo ship waiting in the landing bay, already loaded with the cargo, your ship isn’t big enough.”
Lex ran his hand across to the whore’s other tit, squeezing it eagerly as he hand sped up on his cock. “What type of ship is it?”
“It’s a B class cruiser,” Dominor told him.
“That requires a full crew,” Lex replied with a frown, his four girls wouldn’t be enough to pilot a cruiser.
“You won’t be alone on this mission, I’ve arranged for another group of mercenaries to meet you on board the ship,” Dominor said, grabbing the whore’s hips and starting to thrust up against her as best he could from his chair.
Lex moaned slightly as the whore stopped her pumping briefly to reach down and slide her cool fingers over his testicles, toying with them gently. “I don’t know if I like this,” Lex murmured gingerly. “We normally work alone.”
“A hundred thousand galactic credits says you will like it,” Dominor told him. “And you’ll be in charge, the other crew is there just to back you up.”
Lex smiled slightly and removed the alien’s hand from his cock, stuffing his throbbing hardness back into his pants, “You drive a hard bargain Mr Dominor, but I think you’ve got yourself a crew.”
***
Kelly and Carmen, the bustiest members of the crew of the Scarlet Rapier, quickly made their way to the bar that Red had recommended. It was a much tidier place that the rough joint their Captain was currently visiting, but it was still on the edge of the dodgier side of Clammix 18.
The two girls had got dressed up for their night on the town. Carmen had a short white mini-skirt that showed plenty of her long legs and clung tightly to her beautifully rounded ass. She wore a very sexy and tight fitting blue sleeveless top that was stretched taunt across her impressive bosom, and a pair of white, high-heeled shoes completed the outfit.
Kelly wore a pair of black hipster pants that sat low on her hips, leaving her sexy midriff bare and showing a hint of the top of her purple g-string. She wore a pink tank top that barely came down past her massive tits and was showing plenty of cleavage above the neckline as well. Neither girl wore a bra.
“Wait there a moment please ladies,” said a voice as they walked through the entrance hallway to the bar.
The girls turned to see a huge bulky man in a tight black t-shirt and black trousers, obviously the bouncer.
“What’s the problem?” Carmen asked, the way they looked they’d never had trouble getting into even the hottest of nightspots, so a bar like this should be a breeze.
“Just need to do a security check,” the man told them apologetically, “It’s bar policy.”
“Security check?” asked Carmen, unsure what that meant.
“Check you for weapons or illegal substances,” the man told her. “Please turn and face the wall and put your feet in those circles on the floor.”
Carmen rolled her eyes at Kelly as she caught his meaning, he was going to frisk them, obviously he was just after a grope.
The two ladies took their places, their feet slightly spread as they stood in the markings and put their hands on the wall in front of them. The bouncer moved behind Kelly first, squatting down behind her and running his hands around her ankles, searching for any weapons. That was where the pretense of searching them pretty much stopped and the groping began. He ran his hands up the back of Kelly’s legs to her ass, tightly clad in her black trousers. The bouncer’s hands covered Kelly’s shapely buttocks and gave them a firm squeeze, kneading the well-formed cheeks before sliding his hand up between Kelly’s thighs and rubbing his palm across her mound.
He then rose to his feet and reached around under Kelly’s outstretched arms, his hands immediately going for Kelly’s impressive E cup tits, cupping them through her tank top and giving them a firm squeeze. The bouncer gave a slightly moan as he mauled Kelly’s big tits through her top, running his hands all over their surface and checking them very thoroughly for any hidden objects. Kelly felt him press his hard crotch into her rounded ass as he kneaded her massive rack.
Seeming to realize he was pushing his luck, the bouncer gave Kelly’s big breasts one more feel before he released her and moved behind the equally sexy Carmen. He crouched down behind her and ran his hands up the raven haired beauties bare legs, taking a little more time on them than he had with Kelly even though there was no way she could be hiding anything there. As his searching hands reached Carmen’s super short mini skirt he pushed them up under the hem of the skirt, his hands closing over Carmen’s panty clad ass giving it a firm squeeze. Just as he had with Kelly his hand slipped up between Carmen’s thighs and rubbed across her crotch, feeling the heat of her pussy through her thin panties.



The bouncer extracted his groping hands from under Carmen’s skirt and rose up, his hands reaching around to squeeze and grope Carmen’s Double D’s through her top. Carmen’s nipples hardened and jutted against her blouse as the bouncer kneaded her big tits. Feeling her nipples against his palms the man seized them between his fingers and gave them a pinch through her top before finally releasing her.
“Okay you’re clean,” he said, his crotch bulging from his search. “Go on in.”
As they started to leave Carmen approached the bouncer and ran her hand up his thigh, cupping his hard crotch in her palm. “Pity we don’t get to search you,” she breathed seductively, giving his cock a squeeze through his trousers. It definitely felt like more than a mouthful to her.
The bouncer gave a groan as the two girls grinned and winked, and then walked off into the bar, their hips giving and extra wiggle as they left him standing there is a throbbing erection.
“Can I buy you ladies a drink?” asked a voice from behind them as the girls stepped up to the bar.
They turned to see a very handsome young man with short blonde hair and a roguish grin. “Sure, why not,” Kelly agreed with a warm smile.
“Two beers please,” Carmen added as he called over the barman.
The handsome young man ordered four beers and led the two ladies back to his table. Waiting at the table was a second man, slightly older than his friend, with a bushy black moustache and nowhere near as handsome as the blonde man.
“Billy Cameron’s the name,” Billy said as they all sat down, and Billy handed them each a beer, “This is my friend Jim Savage.”
“Kelly Clayton,” Kelly said, shaking both men’s hands, she couldn’t help but notice the way Jim started at her chest with a glint of lust in his eyes.
“Carmen Taylor,” Carmen also shook hands before taking a long swallow of her beer.
“So are you girls locals?” Billy asked.
“Just in town overnight,” Kelly replied, Carmen kicked her foot under the table to warn her not to give away too much information.
Jim pulled some cards out and started dealing them out to everyone.
“What’s this?” Carmen asked in surprise, taking another drink of her beer.
“Ever played Pirates?” Jim asked her.
“It’s a card game?” she asked, doing her best not to look guilty.
“Yep, it’s great fun,” Jim assured her.
“No, I don’t know the rules, never heard of it before.”
“That’s cool, I’ll explain it as we go,” Jim replied as he finished dealing and they all picked up their cards.
Not really giving the girls a chance to say no the game of pirates began. The rules turned out to be quite complex, Kelly didn’t have a clue what was going on, but Carmen slowly developed a bit of idea as she saw the patterns emerging. The two guys were obviously going easy on them as this was their first game and the girls seemed to be winning the majority of the hands. The game involved plenty of drinking, and they were soon all up to their fourth beer.
“I have no idea what the rules are still, but it’s fun,” Kelly said, giggling.
“I bet you a shot of rum that I can make your breasts move without touching you,” Jim said to Kelly, pausing the game a moment.
Kelly raised an eyebrow doubtfully, “There’s no way you can do that. You’re on.”
Jim put his cards face down on the table and turned his chair to face towards Kelly, licking his lips as he eyed up her substantial chest, barely contained in her tank top. “Ready?” he asked.
“Sure,” Kelly said with a shrug.
Jim reached out with both hands and grabbed firmly onto Kelly’s big tits, squeezing them through her top and pushing them up her chest.
“Hey!” protested Kelly. “You used your hands!” she cried, happily winning the bet.
Jim shrugged, “Yeah I guess you win then,” he said with a grin and a wink, heading up to the bar and buying her a shot of rum.
It took a moment to sink in, but by the time Jim got back with the shot Kelly realized he’d just done that for a chance to feel her big tits. “Prick,” Kelly said, only half angry, she was having too much of a good time to be genuinely pissed off.
Kelly downed the shot of rum and the game continued.
A couple beers later Billy halted play for a moment, “Let’s make this a little more interesting,” he said.
“Playing for credits?” Carmen asked dubiously. Even though she was getting pretty tipsy she had no intention of betting her hard earned credits on a game she was playing for the first time and still didn’t quite know all the rules of.
“No, I’ve got a better idea,” Billy said, flashing one of his roguish grins as he dealt the cards out again.
The next couple of hands didn’t go so well for the two ladies, and a beer and a half later they found themselves sitting on the guys laps as a penalty for losing.
“I’m not sure about these special rules of yours,” Kelly said with a giggle as she leant back against Billy, the good looking young pilot had his arms about her waist as she sat on his lap and a few times during the last hand he had accidentally bumped his hands against the underside of her heavy breasts.
“We’re gonna win the next one!” Carmen assured her from her perch on Jim laps. The mechanic had one hand resting on her bare thigh, the other was underneath holding her lovely round ass and giving it the occasional squeeze through her skirt as they played.
The four of them then downed the shots of rum that Billy had bought for them and the next hand began. Billy amused himself as they played by toying with the strap of Kelly’s g-string, which was visible above the top of her black pants.
“I win!” exclaimed Carmen happily as she laid down her cards, she was finally getting the hang of this game.
“No, no, no, no, no,” said Jim quickly, pointing to her cards. “When you have an Ace as well as two Queens it’s not a winning hand.”
“Ah shit!” complained Carmen, she then giggled a little as Jim’s hand slid up inside of her creamy thigh, just up past the hem of her dress and only a few inches short of her crotch. “I’ll never understand this game!”
“You’re getting better,” Billy assured her, brushing his hand along the bottom of Kelly’s full bosom.
“So what happens now that we lost again?” Kelly asked as Billy’s hand moved along her bare midriff.
“You have to show us your tits,” Jim said with a lecherous grin.
The two girls looked at each other and exchanged smiles. Carmen rolled her eyes, “Why do guys always want to see our boobies?”
Jim slid a hand up to cup one of Carmen’s firm Double D’s and give it a squeeze through her blue top. “Probably because they’re so big,” he told her as he released her tit.
“Okay then boys,” said Kelly, reaching up with both hands and hooking her fingers into the top of her tank top. “Get ready for a thrill!” With that Kelly yanked down the front of her tank top, popping both of her huge F cup tits out.
Billy gave a moan as the two massive hooters appeared before his eyes. Both his hands immediately reached up to cup Kelly’s enormous jugs, squeezing eagerly. “Wow!” he exclaimed, kneading the abundant fleshy orbs, “these are even bigger than Holly’s!”
“Let’s see yours too Carmen,” said Jim once he had finally torn his eyes away from Kelly’s monster breasts.
The brunette doctor lifted the bottom of her top up to her neck, letting her big tits jiggle free for Jim and Billy to feast their eyes upon. Jim immediately leaned in and sucked one of Carmen’s hard nipples into his mouth as his hand slid up to squeeze her other bare tit. Carmen gasped in surprise at the man’s forwardness, but did not stop him as his tongue lapped at her nipple as he pinched and tugged on the other one.
“So who’s this Holly?” Kelly asked Billy teasingly as his hands were busy massaging her large melons.
“Ah, no one,” Billy quickly told her, letting go of her big tits. “We should get back to the game,” he added.
“Good idea,” Carmen readily agreed, pushing Jim off her chest and moving to sit back on her own chair as she pulled her top back down to cover her tits. Kelly followed her lead, but kept her big jugs out on display as Jim shuffled the cards and dealt another hand.
Billy went up to the bar and grabbed another round of beers, “This next hand is the last one, for the big stakes!” he said as he set the beers down in front of everyone.
“Yeah I suppose it is getting late,” Carmen agreed, not noticing the winks that Jim and Billy shared across the table.
The game played out quickly and Carmen and Kelly lost once again.
“I don’t get it!” complained Kelly to her partner, “We were doing so well at the start too.” The busty blonde then turned to Billy, her big tits still hanging out of the top of her shirt, “So what happens now?”
“Let’s head outside,” said Billy, standing up and taking Kelly by the hand. Jim did the same for Carmen and the four of them headed out the front door of bar.
The bouncer’s eyes widened as he saw Kelly walk past with her big tits on display. “Lucky bastards,” he murmured quietly as Billy and Jim left with the two busty beauties.
Billy led them out the front door and around the corner to a grubby alleyway running down the side of the bar. They went around behind a big dumpster to block the view from the main street and stopped.
“Okay girls, on your knees!” Billy ordered.
Kelly immediately knelt down on the hard concrete, but Carmen protested, “What’s this all about?”
“It’s your penalty for losing the last hand,” Billy told her.
Fortunately for the two men Carmen was too drunk to argue and went willingly, if a little reluctantly to her knee’s in front of Jim.
Both men unzipped their pants and pulled out their cocks, already erect from the past few hours of feeling up the two curvaceous beauties. Kelly’s mouth obediently opened and Billy stuffed his hard cock inside. The busty blonde immediately grabbed hold of the base of his cock and started to bob her head over him, sucking hungrily. The risqué card game had got her juices flowing as well.
Carmen was a little more unenthusiastic and Jim’s penis first met with her closed lips. The mechanic ran the head of his cock over her full lips and then gave another, more insistent push of his hips. This time he was able to push apart Carmen’s lips and his cock pushed into her hot mouth, sliding across her wet tongue and surging deep into the back of her mouth.
“Oh God this bitch sucks a mean cock!” Billy groaned at his crewmate as his hands held the top of Kelly’s head and he started to thrust his cock into the busty blonde’s mouth, fucking her face.
“Tell me about it!” groaned Jim in agreement as Carmen finally began to suck, her cheeks hollowing as she started to work the hard cock in her mouth with her lips and tongue. The pretty brunette doctor started to bob her head, almost instinctively over the mechanics cock. Jim let out a groan and reached down beneath her sucking mouth to squeeze her big tits inside her top. “Oh yeah, suck it baby, take it deep!” he moaned happily.
The two gorgeous women sucked on the hard cocks that filled their mouths, almost in a daze from all the alcohol they had consumed that night.
Billy pulled his cock out of Kelly’s mouth and slapped it a few times on her extended tongue. He then grabbed a handful of her short blonde hair and thrust his dick back in between her warm lips, resuming the thorough fucking he was giving her mouth.
Carmen moved the tight seal of her lips down the length of Jim’s hard cock, he was nowhere near as big as Captain McGinnity so she had no difficulty with his size. “Oh fuck!” cried Jim as he felt her lips touch the base of his cock and her nose press into his stomach. “She’s deep throating me! She’s got it all in her mouth!” Jim gave a strangled grunt and his knees went weak, his cum shooting from the end of his cock and immediately filling Carmen’s mouth. The pretty brunette gagged as his seed shot straight down her throat, she was used to Lex’s much sweeter cum, Jim’s was foul. As Carmen pulled back off Jim’s cock he shot a final rope of cum out, splashing over her sweet face.
Billy wasn’t far behind his friend, yanking his cock out of Kelly’s mouth as he felt the warning signs of his impending climax. He slapped his throbbing cock down between Kelly’s still naked tits, wrapping the massive melons around his shaft and starting to hump with his hips, titfucking her vigorous. After a handful of strokes between Kelly’s mountainous tits the young pirate gave a long moan of pleasure and started to shoot his load into the buxom mechanic’s cleavage. His cum rocketed up between Kelly’s big breasts and splashed against the bottom of her chin, giving her a thick, creamy pearl necklace.
“Oh fuck!” moaned Billy, squeezing Kelly’s tits around his cock as he milked the last of his cum out. He then pushed his cock back into Kelly’s silky mouth, letting her suck him clean as he came down from the heights of his orgasm.
Jim tried to feed his cock back to Carmen to clean, but she refused him and he wiped it off in her hair.
“Thank you for that ladies,” Billy said with a bow after stuffing his cock back into his pants. “We must play cards again sometime.”
***
Captain Holly sharp had also made her way to the seedier side of the Clammix 18 space station. She was now dressed in a more subdued black outfit with tight fitting black trousers and a tight black blouse that was stretched across her considerably bosom, the strain on the buttons looking as though the shirt would burst at any moment. Over the sexy black outfit she wore a long black leather coat, which she kept wrapped around her to avoid any unwanted attention.
Holly had once gone to visit a fence wearing one of her more revealing outfits, the kind she used to inspire her crew and had ended up in a very bad spot. Two men had pulled guns on her and had raped her at gunpoint in an alleyway, she’d ended up bargaining with the fence with her face streaked with the rapists’ cum. She hadn’t got a good price for her stolen booty on that day.
The shop she entered had an old rusty metal sign above the door that read ‘Jones’s Pawn Shop’. Holly had been recommended here by her first mate Pete.
The lovely blonde pirate captain entered the dingy looking shop and was surprised to see that the man sitting behind the counter was not human. He was a pale, gray skinned alien with a humanoid appearance. His head was completely hairless and his eyes were very small horizontal slits. The alien pawnbrokers body was skinny, almost frail in appearance, but he had a swollen belly that made him almost look pregnant. As Holly approached the counter he drummed his fingers impatient on a book resting in front of him and Holly noticed his fingers were extraordinarily long and thin.
“Jones?” Holly asked dubiously as she reached the shopkeeper. Pete had not warned her the fence was an alien.
“That’s me,” the alien confirmed. “What can I do you for?”
Holly laid an electronic circuit board on the counter in front of her. “Is this of any interest to you?”
Jones picked up the board and studied it closely, his slitted eyes widening alarmingly as he examined it. “This is a P16 card,” he said, sounding surprised.
“That’s right,” Holly confirmed. “I’ve got a ship full of them that I’m looking to part ways with.” She shrugged off her leather coat and laid it on the counter beside her. She noticed the way the alien’s gaze lifted from the electronic card in his hands to the swell of Holly’s chest in the super tight blouse she was wearing. Perhaps she could use that to her advantage.
“These are quite valuable,” Jones confirmed, his eyes returning to small slits as he further inspected the card. “No damage visible, are they all in perfect condition?”
“Of course,” Holly replied, making a point of breathing deeply, causing her expansive chest to swell out enticingly.
“Hard to find a buyer though,” remarked Jones. “A very specialized item.”
Holly reached up slowly and seductively and unbuttoned the top two buttons on her blouse. The neckline gaped open as the pressure was relieved, displaying a considerable potion of the top of Holly’s chest and her deep cleavage. There was also a hint of Holly’s lacy white bra that contained her full and firm E cup tits that seemed to have this alien fence so hypnotized.
Holly leaned forward on the counter, giving Jones an unobstructed view of her cleavage down the front of her blouse. “Is it hot in here or is it just me?” she asked, her voice a sexy purr.
“I can give you twenty credits a unit,” Jones said, his eyes locked onto Holly’s chest.
Holly scoffed at this, “They’re worth at least a hundred, and you’ll probably sell them for three times that!”
Jones licked his lips, his tongue was a surprising jet-black color. “Twenty five then.”
Holly slid one hand up her side and cupped and squeezed one of her big tits through her blouse, making her cleavage swell up at the top of her open blouse. “Seventy five and you can see these puppies.”
Jones gave a low moan and reached out with one hand, his long fingers brushing across the front of Holly’s blouse, lightly touching her breast. “Forty and a fuck,” the alien fence countered, obviously exciting by the extra dimension Holly was adding to the negotiations.
“Fifty and I’ll suck your cock,” Holly said, running her tongue seductively over her top lip.
“Agreed!” the fence said, one of his hands immediately shooting out and grasping Holly’s right breast painfully.
“Ow!” yelped Holly, slapping his hand away. “Cool down big boy,” she breathed, moving around the side of the counter to Jones’s side. The gray skinned alien was almost shaking with excitement as Holly unbuttoned the front of her black blouse and shrugged it off her shoulders. Beneath she was wearing a very pretty lacy white bra that pushed her big tits up to almost mind-boggling levels.
As Holly reached behind her back to unhook the bra, Jones’s hands once again moved to her breasts, cupping them through her bra and squeezing. He was still rough with her big tits, but not as bad as earlier. When the bra came away his cool hands closed over the ample mounds and kneaded them roughly, a soft moan coming from the bald aliens mouth.
Holly unbuckled Jones’s belt and then tugged down the alien’s pants, revealing his cock. The buxom space pirate ran her soft hands over the length of Jones’s cock, it was very long and skinny, around fifteen inches in length but only a couple of inches thick. The alien’s cock was covered with a fine hair and the shaft was slightly ridged. Holly ran her soft hands up and down the fence’s shaft, the sparse hairs ticking her palms and the hard shaft throbbing noticeably in her hands. As she worked his cock to full erection, Jones’s hands were occupied enjoying the Captains big tits, squeezing and mauling eagerly.
Satisfied he was ready the topless blonde sunk to her knees behind the counter. As she leant in to lick up the underside of his hard cock she realized to her surprise that he had no testicles, at least not outside his body anyway. Holly briefly wondered if Jones was capable of cumming as she started to lick his cock with her talented tongue.
“Oh yeah!” groaned Jones happily, running his hands through Holly’s soft blonde hair.
The hairs tickled Holly’s tongue as she lapped at him, it felt really strange and she imagined that it would feel wonderful sliding into her pussy. Holly’s mouth moved to suck the head of the alien’s cock and was immediately struck with a pungent taste that filled her mouth. Holly jerked back off his cock and spat on the floor. He hadn’t cum, but the fence’s hairy cock tasted vile!
“What is it?” asked Jones, sounding alarmed. “Why have you stopped?”
Holly regaining her composure stood up, squeezing her tits in her hands to keep the alien’s attention. “I’ve changed my mind,” she told him in her sexiest voice. “You can fuck me.” As she announced this she peeled off her tight trousers and then her g-string, turning to bend over the counter and offer herself up to the alien. It was the only way she could think to avoid tasting Jones’s horrible cock, plus she wanted to feel what those hair’s felt like tickling her pussy.



Jones stepped up behind the now completely naked beauty, this cock throbbing from the attentions of her tongue as he lined it up with the moist pink lips of Holly’s cunt. He’d only fucked two human women before in the past, the human vagina could only take around half his cock, but the sensations were always exquisite and Jones always tried to get as much human pussy as he could.
“Here it comes,” he warned her as he pushed the end of his long thing cock into Holly’s cunt.
“Oh fuck!” gasped Holly, the hairs tickled her cunt as his long cock slid into her, it felt fantastic, she only wished he was a bit thicker. Jones immediately grasped Holly’s hips and started fucking his cock in and out of her, each thrust rammed into the end of Holly’s cunt, it felt almost as if he were stabbing her and would have been uncomfortably, if not for the incredible hairs along his length.
The fence’s cock pistoned in and out of Holly, faster than she’d ever been fucked, his hips a blur.
“Oh yes!” grunted Jones, his eyes widening to large circles from their usual slits.
Holly grasped the counter, rubbing her nipples on the smooth wooden surface as she got the pumping of a lifetime from the gray alien. “Fuck me!” she gasped, writhing beneath Jones as he rode her.
“Don’t stop!” groaned Holly as she felt Jones’s pace slowing slightly. She suddenly screamed out, orgasm rocking through her. “Oh shit!” she gasped, “Yes!”
Jones kept thrusting as Holly rode through the climax, till she finally stopped moving and pushed him back off her.
“Holy shit that felt incredible,” moaned Holly, turning to face Jones. She looked down at his cock and saw it was still hard. “Did you cum?” she asked him.
“No,” he said, shaking his head with a smile. “My species does not climax like human’s, our procreation is done artificially.”
“Then..why?” Holly asked a little puzzled.
“I take great pleasure in this act,” Jones told her. He reached out and cupped her full left breast, giving it a squeeze, much gentler than before. “I very much enjoy the human female form.”
“Fifty credits, we still have a deal right?” the naked blonde pirate said.
“Yes, we still have a deal.”
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Don Franco was one of Hollywood’s more successful Talent Agents. He had a couple of well known television soap actors in his stable as well as a few small movie stars, although the bulk of his clients had day jobs.
“Oh yeah, that’s it Sherri honey,” Don groaned, leaning back in his chair as a blonde head bobbed in his lap. The girl sucking his cock was a pretty young aspiring actress who was hoping that Don would take her on as a client, and she was doing her best to convince him of this. Sherri knelt at Don’s feet as her warm lips slid up and down the agent’s hard cock, taking him deep into her sucking mouth.
Don gave a groan, running his fingers through Sherri’s soft blonde hair as she worked more and more of his cock into her throat, doing an incredible job of deep throating him. “I can see you have a lot of talent baby,” he told her, his complement punctuated by a low groan. Sherri worked her mouth back up to the tip of Don’s cock, swirling her talented tongue around the head of penis and then licking her way down the underside of his shaft.
“Oh God!” Don gasped as Sherri’s tongue lightly toyed with his testicles before she sucked them each in turn into her wet mouth. The blonde then moved back to the head of his cock, sucking his hardness back into her mouth. She paused for just a second with only the tip of his between her lips and then plunged her head down, taking his full length inside her mouth and throat, her nose pressed into his lower stomach. Sherri then rose back up his shaft, then sunk back down once more, practically fucked his cock with her mouth.
“You’re going to go a long way in Hollywood baby,” said Don as he grabbed the top of her head and guided her movements, pushing her down hard into his lap.
“Your two o’clock is here Mr Franco,” came the sudden voice of Don’s secretary over the intercom.
“Shit!” swore Don. He wasn’t even close to cumming yet. Don turned his attention to the gorgeous actress at his feet, who had now taken her mouth off his cock and was gently stroking him with her soft hand while she waited for further instructions. “Just scoot under the desk there Sherri honey,” Don told her. “This won’t take too long, you can keep practicing your audition technique while I deal with this.”
“Okay Mr Franco,” Sherri said, shuffling under his desk on her knees. “Am I doing okay so far?”
“You’re doing great,” Don told her, before pulling her face back into his lap. He then pressed the button on his intercom. “Send Brandi in,” he told his secretary.
As Sherri went back to sucking his cock, Don’s two o’clock appointment walked into his office.
Brandi Vavoom (her real name believe it or not), was one of Don’s most successful clients. She had come to him when she was only 18 and convinced him, much like Sherri was now, to take her on as a client. Ten years and two boob jobs later Brandi was one of the hottest actress’s working the B grade, soft-porn, teen bikini movie circuit. Her last film had even been scripted especially for her. ‘Topless Ninja Babes’ had grossed an incredible twenty million at the box office, making it the most successful movie of it’s genre and rocketing Brandi to stardom.
Brandi was dressed in a pink blouse that stretched taut across her very ample 40DD chest (formerly 38D, originally 34B). The top was like a second skin across her huge luscious hooters that had brought so many horny young teenage boys to see her films, and the neckline plunged low, giving Don plenty of her deep cleavage to look at. Brandi also wore a pair of pink high-heeled shoes, accentuating her long, slim legs and a short pink skirt that came to mid-creamy thigh and was slit up one side. The beautiful blonde across strode into Don’s office and took a seat in the chair opposite him, crossed her incredible long legs, the slit of the skirt falling away slightly to display most of her firm sleek thigh. At the sight of the sex goddess Don’s cock trembled inside Sherri’s mouth.
“Hi Donnie!” Brandi said cheerfully.
“Brandi baby!” Don greeted her warmly, doing his best to keep a straight face as Sherri started deep throating his cock once again. “I’ve got some good news for you baby.”
“Oo!” Brandi squealed excitedly, bouncing in her chair. The movement caused her impressive chest to jiggle inside her blouse. “What is it?”
Don picked up a thick script from his desk and leant forward, handing it to Brandi without getting up from his chair. Brandi had to lean forward herself to take it, giving Don a good view down the open front of her blouse.
Brandi bit her tongue and frowned in concentration as she read the front cover of the script, as if it was an effort for her to concentrate. The truth was Brandi was not all that smart, in fact she was your typical blonde bimbo, who’d gone through life relying on her looks rather than her brains to get by. Which was a good thing as she had plenty of looks and not a lot of brains.
“Universal Studios?” Brandi asked, reading aloud.
“That’s right!” Don said with an excited nod. “It’s a big studio movie, this is your big break!”
“Whoopee!” said Brandi happily, clapping her hands together. She then looked back down at the script title. “Legal Damages?”
“Yep,” agreed Don, sighing softly as he felt Sherri’s tongue slide up the slit on the head of his cock, lapping up his pre-cum. “You’ll play the part of Police Officer Jenny Steele, opposite Jean Claude Van Damme.”
“I love him!” Brandi exclaimed, bouncing in her chair again. She then frowned, “A police officer? I don’t know the first thing about how to act as a police officer.”
“I know,” Don told her with an indulgent smile. “That’s why I’ve arranged for you to do some special research.”
“Special research?”
“You’ll spend a day with the City Police Department. You can find out all about police procedures, interrogation techniques, investigations, everything.”
“Do I get to ride in a police car?” Brandi asked hopefully, her eyes lighting up.
“Sure,” agreed Don, moaning audibly as Sherri started to bob her head rapidly up and down over his cock once again.
“Are you okay?” Brandi asked with concern.
“I’m fine,” Don told her breathlessly. He then threw a business card in her direction, it flew past her and landed on the floor off to her right. “That’s Sergeant Tom Robertson’s card. Meet him first thing tomorrow at the Police Station.”
“Thanks Don!” Brandi said, standing up to leave. When she bent at the waist to pick up the business card, her perfect ass presented towards Don, the casting agent came, his cum flooding Sherri’s busily sucking mouth as he let out a long groan of pleasure.

“Are you sure you’re okay?” Brandi asked him again.
“I’m fine!” Don managed to gasp as he waved her away with one hand, his other holding Sherri’s head down into his lap while her shot his load into her mouth.
“Okay then, I’ll see you after my day as a Police woman!” Brandi said as she walked out of the office, her hips moving in a seductive sway as she closed the door behind her.
***
“You’re shitting me!” exclaimed Detective Rick Stephens of the City Police Department as he gazed at the gorgeous busty blonde that graced the cover of that months FHM Magazine. It was none other than Brandi Vavoom, wearing an ultra skimpy black string bikini.
“I shit you not,” replied Sergeant Tom Robertson with a grin.
“You mean that babe is coming here for a couple of days to research for a role?” asked Rick’s partner, Detective Tony Mitchell.
“That’s right,” confirmed Tom with a nod, his grin widening, “and I hear she’s really as dumb as she acts in her films. Her agent is a good mate of mine and he told me to take extra special care of pretty young Brandi.”
Tom sat the front desk of the City Police Department, with his four best friends gathered around him, all gaping at the magazine with the glamour shot of Brandi on the front. There was Detective Tony Mitchell and his partner Rick Stephens, Uniformed Officer Danny Pates, and also Jerry Robertson who was not a cop at all, but was Tom’s brother. Jerry often came to the station to hang out with his brother and the other guys, he was a bit of a deadbeat who didn’t have a job and slept most nights on Tom’s couch.
“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” Jerry asked his brother, his eyes twinkling with mischief.
Tom flicked the magazine open to the interview with Brandi, a full-page picture from her recent movie ‘Topless Ninja Babes’ illustrating the article. The picture showed Brandi wearing nothing but a g-string, a strategically place nunchaku hiding her nipples as she held it out in front of her in a fighting pose.
“Hell yes,” Tom agreed. “We’re going to have some serious fun with this bimbo. Gather ‘round and listen up boys.”
***
Brandi Vavoom stepped into the City Police Department, almost shaking with nervousness. She had stayed up late last night watching all the Police Academy and Naked Gun movies so she had a vague idea how a cop was supposed to act.
Brandi was dressed in her most professional outfit, a black business jacket with a loose fitting white blouse beneath and a short black skirt that was slit up one side, letting her sleek thigh poke out as she walked. Brandi sauntered up to the front desk on her very high-heeled shoes, her expansive bosom jiggling inside her blouse as she moved.
“I’m here to see Captain Robertson,” Brandi told the officer behind the desk. Her hair was tied up in a bun behind her head and her face was perfectly made up. She looked like a picture right out of one of her movies. Only with more clothes on.
“Ah you mean Sergeant,” said the officer, picking up the phone on his desk and calling Tom’s number. “There’s a woman here to see you Sarge.”
A few minutes later Tom arrived at the front desk to greet Brandi. Tom was a big man, a few inches over six feet with a bulky build. Perhaps a little overweight, but in reasonable shape. He was in his late thirties although he didn’t carry his age too well, looking closer to fifty.
“Miss Vavoom I presume?” said Tom as he extended his hand towards Brandi.
“Yes, are you Captain Robertson?” Brandi asked, her voice shaking slightly as Tom towered over her.
Tom shook her hand, “It’s a pleasure to meet you Miss Vavoom, I’m a big fan!”
“Really?” Brandi said in surprise. “Please, call me Brandi.”
“I love your movies Miss..Brandi,” said Tom. “Especially the ninja one, you were incredible in that.”
“Thank you so much,” Brandi said, blushing slightly at the compliment.
“Follow me Brandi, I’ll show you around the station.”
Tom took Brandi through the police station, introducing her to the many cops there. Whenever she past a desk, the eyes of those behind her would be drawn to her wiggling ass as she swayed her hips through the station. Once Tom had taken her right through the station he took her out to the uniform and equipment room.
“You’re here with us for two days right?” Tom checked.
“Um yes I think so,” Brandi said, smiling sweetly. She then giggled, “I can’t believe I’m inside a police station, this is so exciting!”
Tom smiled indulgently. “I think today you can get a chance to head out on the streets with me in a squad car and get an idea of a day in the life of a uniformed police officer. Then we’ll hook you up with some detectives tomorrow and you can find out about investigation and undercover work.”
“Sounds like fun!” Brandi agreed readily. “Do I get to wear a police uniform then?” she asked hopefully.
“Well you can’t wear a proper uniform until you’re a fully trained officer,” Tom told her, watching her face fall in disappointment. “But I can get you a special trainee police officer outfit if you like.”
“That’ll be groovy!” Brandi conceded.
“Great it’s settled then,” said Tom, picking up a tape measure from one of the shelves beside him. “I’ll just measure you up and find you one, then you can get changed and we’ll hit the pavement.”
“Great!” Brandi exclaimed, happily clapping her hands together in excitement.
“Okay let’s see..” murmured Tom, crouching down beside her and measuring the outside of Brandi’s right leg, running his palm briefly across her smooth thigh. He turned and made a not of the measurement on a scrap of paper. Tom then wrapped the tape measure around Brandi’s waist, standing behind her and admiring her firm posterior as he noted first her waist, then her hips. Tom braved a light pat of Brandi’s skirt clad ass before he once again crouched down in front of her.
“Instep,” he murmured, running the tape measure up the inside of Brandi’s long legs. The lovely blonde actress gasped as Tom’s hand ran the tape measure right up under her skirt, all the way up to her crotch. Tom looked up her skirt as if to read the top of the tape measure, the back of his knuckles rubbing across Brandi’s pubic mound. He spent a moment admiring her skimpy white panties before extracting his hand at last and noting down the measurement.
“Okay, now the top,” he said, standing up in front of Brandi, trying to hide the anticipation on his face. He had her spin around and measured across the width of her shoulders then turned her back to face him. He ran the tape measure around her torso, just below the level of her bosom and measured it at the front, brushing the tops of his hands across the underside of her heavy breasts.
“Bra cup size?” he asked her.
Brandi blushed, “Um a Double D.”
“Really?” Tom asked her, tilting his head slightly and looking at her chest, her loose fitting blouse made it quite hard to tell just how big she was. “They look bigger.”
Brandi glanced down at her own chest doubtfully. “I think so,” she told him, suddenly uncertain herself.
“Let me check,” Tom told her assuringly. He reached out with both hands and gently cupped Brandi’s ample breasts. He let the big orbs fill his palms and rolled his hands around their girth. Tom hefted them slightly and gave them a gentle squeeze. Keeping his hands covering her tits, Tom stared thoughtfully off to the side as if measuring their size. He gave her breasts another squeeze, a little firmer this time. “Maybe you’re right,” he admitted, giving the lovely melons one final squeeze before stepping back away from her. “Okay I’ll grab you a uniform.” He said, heading towards the back of the room and picking out a few items of clothing.
He returned and led Brandi next door to a small room that had a mirror along one wall and a table and chairs in the center. “You can get changed in here,” he told her, handing her the uniform and leaving, closing the door behind him.
Tom quickly hurried through the next door along where Danny Pates was waiting for him. He got there just in time to see Brandi slowly unbuttoning the front of her blouse.
“Jackpot Tom,” Danny said with a grin, giving his fellow officer the thumbs up as the two of them stepped up close to the two-way mirror to watch Brandi getting changed. They both gave a sharp intake of breath as Brandi shrugged her blouse off her shoulders, unveiling her massive tits encased in a very sexy white satin push-up bra.
“They’re huge!” breathed Tom softly, licking his dry lips. Brandi’s bra looked as though it was a size or two too small, the ample flesh of her big tits bulging above the tops of her bra invitingly, her cleavage amplified ridiculously.
Brandi reached around behind her to unzip her skirt, the action causing her mind-boggling breasts to jut out even further from her chest. She then leant forward to pull down her skirt, her big boobs hanging only a few feet from the mirror as her skirt fell to her ankles.
“Oh my God!” gasped Danny as Brandi turned and bent over to pick up her uniform, she was wearing a tiny white g-string that left very little the imagination. Tom had got a good look at her panties earlier but now he saw the way the skimpy piece of lingerie left her perfect ass bare and felt his loins tingling in appreciation.
“What I wouldn’t give for a piece of that,” murmured Tom as he stared at the gorgeous blonde actress, now wearing only her underwear.
“You should have made her take her bra off,” Danny told Tom as they watched Brandi pull on a pair of skintight police issue trousers. The pants clung to every curve of her sleek thighs and nicely rounded ass. Brandi then put on a navy blue t-shirt that looked a couple sizes too small, stretching taut across her more than ample chest. Across her impressive rack was the letters CPD (City Police Department). Brandi didn’t notice it, but written on the back was ‘Trainee Cocksucker’.
“She’s a fucking wet dream,” Danny told Tom as Tom heading for the door to meet Brandi again.
“How do I look?” Brandi when she saw Tom emerge from the next door down the hallway. The bubbly blonde did a quick twirl so that Tom could see her new look.
“Fantastic,” murmured Tom softly in appreciation. His eyes were drawn to the way her expansive bosom stretched the letters CPD out across her chest.
Brandi smiled happily at the compliment and clapped her hands together. “So what’s next Captain Robertson?” she asked eagerly.
Tom was tempted for a brief moment to tell her to suck his dick but instead he answered, “Let’s head out on the road and see if we can get a little action.”
“Groovy!”
Tom smiled indulgently and led the voluptuous actress turned police officer down to the stations car park basement and to his squad car.
“This is, like, so cool!” Brandi squealed as Tom opened the door for her and she jumped into the squad car.
“First time in a police car?” Tom asked her.
“Yep!”
“Not even the back seat?” Tom asked with a wink.
“I’m not that kind of girl!” protested Brandi.
“No, I mean you’ve never been arrested or picked up by the cops,” explained Tom.
“Oh, no not me.”
“A good girl then,” Tom said with a smile, closing the door and heading around to the drivers side of the car.
“There’s so many buttons!” Brandi said to Tom when he got in beside her.
Tom patted Brandi’s knee, “Now no touching unless I tell you, Officer Vavoom.”
Brandi giggled, “I guess I am a police officer for now then.”
“Well a trainee anyway,” Tom agreed as he started the squad cars engine and they began their day on the road.
Tom drove the car out onto the streets of the City and headed for the run down side of town where they were more likely to see some action.
“So what’s the movie you’re researching for?” Tom asked Brandi as he drove through the streets, keeping his eyes pealed for trouble.
“It’s a Van Damme movie, my first major studio film,” Brandi excitedly told Tom.
“Wow,” said Tom. “Congratulations.”
“Thanks!” Brandi replied, blushing a little.
“See that car up ahead?” Tom asked her, pointing to a brown Cadillac that was weaving all over the road ahead of them.
“Yes,” nodded Brandi. “He’s not driving very straight.”
“Probably a drunk,” agreed Tom, flicking a switch on the dashboard in front of him and turning on the squad cars lights and sirens.
“Wee!” squealed Brandi enthusiastically as Tom took off after the drunk driver.
The driver pulled over as Tom drove up behind him, sirens blaring.
“Come with me,” said Tom as he opened his door, “I’ll show you how to test a drunk driver.”
“Groovy, I’m sure Officer Jenny Steele will need to know that!” said Brandi, slipping into her upcoming character a moment.
“Good evening occifer,” slurred the car’s driver as Tom and Brandi approached his window.
“It’s morning not evening,” corrected Brandi helpfully.
Tom ignored her, “Have you had anything to drink today sir?”
Brandi peeked into the car, the man in there actually looked a little like Tom, little did she know it was in fact Tom’s brother Jerry, pretending to be drunk.
“Maybe a beer or two,” admitted Jerry, “…or three.”
“Step out of the car please sir,” ordered Tom.
As Jerry made an over-exaggerated stumble out of the car, Tom turned to Brandi. “Okay Officer Vavoom, I’m going to have you administer the Field Sobriety Test to the suspect. It’ll be good practice for you, just do exactly as I tell you.”



“Okay Captain Robertson,” Brandi replied with an earnest nod as Jerry stood beside his car, leaning one hand on the hood for support.
“Tell him to walk along a straight line,” Tom quietly instructed Brandi.
Brandi summoned her most authoritative tone of voice, taking a deep breath and swelling her expansive chest, “Please walk along a straight line Mr Drunk Driver.”
Jerry held his arms out straight to balance himself as he very slowly stepped one foot in front of the other and tried to walk along a crack in the pavement. He made it about three steps before he started to suddenly twirl his arms wildly and tumbled sideways into Brandi’s arms. As Brandi caught the stumbling drunk he buried his face into her bosom.
Jerry rubbed his face briefly between Brandi’s big knockers before she pushed him back up straight.
“Now have him touch his nose with one hand then the other,” Tom told Brandi once she had extracted the lucky suspect from her cleavage.
“Touch your nose please,” Brandi told Jerry, more of a question than a command.
Jerry hiccupped then reached his finger up towards his face with exaggerated slowness, his poked himself in the lip a couple times and then the cheek and finally managed to track down his nose.
“That’s the first stage of the test completed,” Tom explained to Brandi. “If you still have suspicions about the soberness of the driver we have to go to stage two, the oral test.”
“I still have suspicions,” Brandi quickly told Tom. “What did you say the second stage was, is that like a breath test?”
Tom nodded, “That’s right, only we aren’t issued with the correct equipment so we use the old fashioned manual method. Kind of like a blood test.”
“Oh, okay,” Brandi quickly agreed.
“Please lean against the hood of the car sir,” Tom ordered his brother. Jerry sat back on the front of the car facing towards the two police officers. “Okay Officer Vavoom, please approach the suspect and unfasten his trousers.”
Brandi looked a little startled at this unusual instruction, but she nevertheless moved in front of Jerry, her hands shaking slightly with nervousness as she unbuckled his belt and unzipped his fly, being very careful to touch the smelly drunk as little as possible. “Okay,” she announced when she was done.
“Now take out the suspects penis,” Tom told her, being careful to use as clinical a term as he could think of.
Brandi looked back over her shoulder at the police sergeant in surprise. She then looked back at Jerry, looking down at the open front of his trousers. Brandi hesitated a moment more then stepped quickly up to Tom.
“Did you say his penis?” she whispered in his ear, leaning close enough so that her large breasts brushed Tom’s chest.
“Yes, surely you know that the blood flows rapidly to the male penis,” Tom said, his own loins feeling a rush of blood at the closeness of the beautiful actress. “The engorged penis contains the most accurate blood alcohol readings in the body.”
“Oh,” said Brandi, stepped back towards Jerry. “That makes sense I guess.” She turned back to Jerry and pulled the waistband of his underwear out from his body, reaching inside with her other soft hand and taking hold of Jerry’s penis, pulling it out. Jerry gave a sharp intake of breath at the feel of her cool hand around his cock and it twitched slightly in Brandi’s soft hand.
“Now what?’ Brandi asked, still holding Jerry’s now, slightly erect cock in her hand.
“Lean down and take the penis in your mouth and administer the oral test,” Tom told her. “You will need to taste the penis for signs of alcohol.”
“Okay,” Brandi said with a nod. She then did as instructed, leaning down, she wet her full lips with her tongue and then opened her mouth. Jerry gave a deep sigh as Brandi put the end of his penis inside her mouth and started to gently suck. Brandi slurped at the end of his cock a few times and then straightened up. “I’m not sure if I can taste it or not,” Brandi told Tom. By now Jerry’s cock was fully erect, and trembling slightly in the actress’s hand.
“Continue the test, sometimes it takes a little while,” Tom told her assuringly.
Brandi nodded and took a deep breath before returning her mouth to Jerry’s cock, taking him a little deeper this time and sucking diligently on his hardened shaft.
“Oh yeah!” groaned Jerry with obvious pleasure, his hips moving forward slightly and pushing more of his cock in between Brandi’s full lips. The lovely actress had a mouth made for sucking cock.
Brandi had given plenty of blowjobs in her acting career and although she was not thinking of this as a blowjob, but as a blood alcohol test, she began to instinctively bob her head and swirl her hot tongue around the tip of Jerry’s cock. Jerry started to push his cock into her mouth to meet her movements, but Brandi appeared to realize what was happening and pulled back in surprise. Jerry’s cock slipped out from between her lips and rubbed across her cheek.
“Don’t let him trick you and slip out of your mouth!” Tom said quickly. “You need to take him deep for the test to work.”
Brandi immediately recaptured the end of Jerry’s cock between her lips and sucked him deep into her mouth. To both Tom and Jerry’s surprise, Brandi reached around and grabbed Jerry’s buttocks, pulling his cock deep into her mouth.
“Oh yeah!” moaned Jerry, reaching down and grabbing the back of Brandi’s head, taking handfuls of her long blonde hair as she started to fuck his cock with her mouth, any hint this was something more clinical than a blowjob thrown out the window.
“That’s fantastic!” Tom encouraged Brandi from the sideline as his brother pumped his hips, fucking the beautiful actress’s face.
Brandi was now taking him all the way into her throat, each time Jerry lunged towards her, his balls slapped her chin and her nose was pushed into his pubic hair. Jerry gave Tom the thumbs up as his cock worked her willing mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked heavily on his erection.
“Oh fuck!” groaned Jerry, holding her head hard into his loins, his climax approaching.
“Doing good!” Tom told her, “Get ready for the taste test.”
“Ahh!” Jerry moaned, his buttocks twitching as he shoved his cock deep into her mouth and the cum started to explode from the end. Brandi immediately started to swallow his heavy load, wave after wave of cum shooting into her mouth. “Suck me you bitch!” groaned Jerry filled her mouth with his seed.
Brandi conscientiously gulped down all of Jerry’s semen, sucking him clean and tasting every single drop. Tom was about to ask her if she tasted alcohol when the squad car’s radio bleeped to life.
“Robbery in progress at the corner of Washington and Fifth, all units respond!” came the operators voice.
“Shit!” swore Tom, “Get in the car Brandi!”
The blonde actress, leapt to her feet, wiping her mouth with the back of her wrist as she hurried around to the other side of the squad car.
“What about the drunk driver?” she asked as she jumped in beside Tom.
“Never mind him,” Tom snapped as he started the engine, “Something more important, let’s go!”
They took off towards the scene of the robbery, leaving Jerry leaning against the hood of his car, his spent cock still dangling out of his trousers and a big smile on his face. He definitely owed his brother big time for this one. Brandi Vavoom had just given him the blowjob of a lifetime!
“Now when we get to the crime scene, stick close, it could be dangerous,” Tom told the now nervous looking actress.
“Okay,” she replied cautiously.
They screamed along the road, sirens blaring and tires squealing. Tom cut expertly through the heavy traffic and they were the first on the scene. As their squad car pulled up in front of the shop a man dashed out of the front door, holding a canvas bag in one hand and a baseball bat in the other. The robber immediately spotted Tom and Brandi and sprinted off down the footpath.
“Go go go!” yelled Tom, leaping out of the car and rushing off in pursuit.
Brandi burst out after him and ran as fast as she could. Brandi held her arms pressed to her sizeable breasts, she was not wearing a sports bra and they were jiggling wildly, flopping painfully around her chest as she dashed after the fleeing criminal.
The busty actress saw the two of them disappear around a corner about a hundred meters ahead of her and she hurried to catch up. As she rounded the corner she saw that Tom had caught the fleeing criminal and had him face down on the ground as he handcuffed him and read him his rights.
“Woohoo!” Brandi cheered her partner’s success.
Tom hauled the criminal to his feet, in reality it was another of Tom’s mates, Detective Tony Mitchell disguised as a robber.
“You’re nicked!” Brandi told Tony, prodding him on the chest with one finger as Tom started to lead the robber to the car. “I’ve always wanted to say that,” Brandi told Tom with a giggle as he shoved Tony into the backseat of their squad car.
“Hop in,” Tom told her, getting into the squad car.
“What do we do with him now?” Brandi asked, looking cautiously behind her to where Tony sat, his hands cuffed behind his back.
“We take him back to the station, book him, charge him and then interview him,” Tom explained.
“Oh, cool,” said Brandi.
“I’ll get you to process him, it will be great practice,” Tom told her as they started off back towards the station.
“Thanks!” Brandi agreed eagerly.
Back at the station Tom led Brandi through the suspect processing procedures, taking Tony to the booking desk and filling in the necessary paperwork and booking in the bat and bag of money as evidence. They then removed Tony’s handcuffs and took him into one of the interview rooms.
“The first thing you have to do now is search him,” Tom told her.
“What for?” asked Brandi with a frown.
“To make sure he doesn’t have weapons or any other evidence on his body. In fact a strip search is probably a good idea at this point,” Tom explained.
“Oh golly,” murmured Brandi, a little surprised. “Okay, what do I do then?” Brandi looked doubtfully over at where Tony sat.
“Tell him to assume the position, then start by patting him down,” Tom suggested.
Brandi nodded, “Assume the position please,” she instructed Tony.
Tony gave a sigh and stood up, placing both hands on the table in front of him and spreading his legs apart. He obviously was no stranger to police search procedures.
Hesitantly, Brandi approached the robber from behind, and, doing her best to emulate all the cop movies she’d seen she started to pat him down, searching for hidden weapons or other evidence. Brandi ran her hands up Tony’s sides all the way to his armpits and then back down, this time patting down the outside of his legs through his trousers.
“Okay he’s clean,” Brandi said, turning back to face Tom.
Tom shook his head. “That’s not a search. Do it again. And remember, he could be hiding a gun anywhere on his body. You need to search him thoroughly all over, not just down his sides. I want him searched from head, to toe.”
Brandi nodded and turned back to Tony with a determined expression on her face. She crouched down behind the robbery suspect and ran her fingers around his ankles, slowly working her hands up his calves, searching both the inside and outside of his legs. Brandi ran her hands up Tony’s outer thighs to his hips, then stroked her hands across his buttocks, unconsciously noting how firm his ass was. She then slipped her hands up the insides of Tony’s legs, causing the disguised Detective to gasp as her soft hands made their way up his inner thighs, stopping just short of his groin.
“All the way up,” instructed Tom helpfully from the sideline.
Brandi sucked in a deep breath and then cupped one hand up between Tony’s legs, feeling his crotch hard in her palm. Brandi stroked her fingers across his balls through his trousers and then ran them up the hardened length of his cock.
“Anything there?” Tom asked her.
“I’m not sure,” Brandi said with a frown. The long, thick cylinder she felt could possibly be a gun or a weapon, it was certainly hard enough. Still crouched behind him, she leant in closer, her cheek pressing to Tony’s buttocks as she now used both hands to fondle his hard cock through his pants. Tony gave a small moan as Brandi squeezed his hard length.
“Have him remove his pants if you’re not sure,” Tom told her.
“Please remove your trousers sir,” ordered Brandi, releasing his crotch.
Tony unbuckled his belt and let his pants fall to his ankles. Brandi immediately resumed her search of his groin, running her soft hand quickly up his now bare thigh and cupping his hard crotch through only his underwear now. Brandi once again encountered the long hard tube in the front of Tony’s pants and she ran her hands all over its length, still unsure what it was she was feeling.
“I think he has something in here,” Brandi said to Tom over her shoulder. The side of her face was still pressed into Tony’s backside and her hands were running up and down the length of his cock. “A weapon or something like that maybe.”
“Well?” Tom asked, addressing Tony this time. “Do you have a weapon in your underpants?”
“Sure do,” Tony said with a wink.
“Check inside,” Tom directed the pretty actress.
Brandi slipped her hand down the top waistband of Tony’s underwear, her fingers reaching deep into his pants. Tony groaned softly as Brandi’s bare hand closed around his rock hard cock, giving it a firm squeeze and then running her hand up and down the hard length.
Brandi frowned as her fingers moved to Tony’s balls and gently explored them before returning to grasp his hard cock. For some reason the weapon Tony had in his pants was warm and almost fleshy. When she gave it a squeeze it actually pulsed against her palm.
“Oh God,” blurted the blonde as she suddenly realized what it was she was holding. Her face went a deep red and she jerked her hand out of Tony’s underwear. “I’m so sorry sir!” she exclaimed in embarrassment.
Tony grinned down at her, “That’s okay ma’am. You can handle my weapon anytime you want.”
Brandi’s blush deepened, “I..” she stammered, not sure what to say.
“Can I pull up me pants now?” Tony asked her.
“Sure!” Brandi quickly agreed. “I’m so sorry.”
“Perhaps we’d better stop there,” Tom cut in smoothly. As much as he was enjoying the dumb bimbo’s embarrassment he had some fun of his own in mind.
“Good idea,” Brandi said with a nod, getting hastily to her feet.
Tom led her out of the interview room, making sure to lock the door behind them. “Well perhaps you need a little work on your searching technique.”
“That’s for sure!” Brandi said.
“Excellent!” said Tom, leading her into another interview room. “I’ll be happy to give you some tips, and then we can finish interviewing our robbery suspect.”
“Um, okay,” Brandi agreed, not really sure what she was getting herself into.
“You can play the part of the robber and I’ll be the cop,” said Tom as he closed the door to the interview room behind him.
“Alright, stick ‘em up!” Brandi said with a giggle, pointing her finger at Tom.
“You’re nicked!” Tom shot back at Brandi, using the same line she had used earlier on Tony. “Now, assume the position!”
Brandi smiled stupidly back at him.
“I said assume the position!” Tom snapped, raising his voice.
“Oh right,” Brandi said, remembering her role. She turned around and faced the desk, leaning forward and putting both hands on the table and spreading her legs.
“That’s better,” Tom remarked, admiring the way her tight fitting blue trousers clung to the curves of her nicely rounded ass. “Now I’m going to show you the proper way to conduct a thorough pat down and search,” Tom told her, stepping up behind her.
“Groovy,” replied Brandi as Tom started to run his hands across her back and up her sides to her armpits.
Tom then crouched down behind her, and just as Brandi had done to Tony, he started the search at her ankles, running his hands up her calves, thoroughly searching her for hidden weapons. His hands made their way up to Brandi’s toned thighs, sliding his palms slowly up the back of her thighs to her buttocks which he cupped in his hands and squeezed.
Brandi gasped and Tom slipped his hand up between Brandi’s thighs, rubbing his palms across her crotch through her pants.
“Oh!” she exclaimed in surprise.
Tom smiled to himself. “Please remove your trousers ma’am,” he told her.
Brandi was about to protest when she remembered that she had made the exact same request of the robber. This was just part of her search training. The obliging actress immediately peeled her trousers down to her ankles, revealing her magnificent ass, clad in a skimpy white g-string.
His cock stiffening inside his pants, Tom stroked his palm across the smooth flesh of Brandi’s left ass cheek, even though it was obvious that nothing was hidden there. He ran his hand around to her front and rubbed her pussy through the crotch of her panties.
“I don’t think you’ll find anything in there,” Brandi said after he continued to touch her longer than necessary.
Tom grunted something in reply and moved his hands to Brandi’s hips.
“Now the upper body,” he told her, his hands running up her sides to her armpits. Brandi flinched slightly in surprise as Tom’s hands came around to her front and cupped her big 40DD’s through her tight fitting t-shirt.
“Oh my,” she gasped as Tom’s hands closed over her ample tits and squeezed them through her clothing. He rubbed his palms over her round melons, clearly feeling the lace of her bra through her t-shirt. He then lifted up the two heavy boobs, squeezing them together. All in all the procedure for some reason reminded Brandi of the uniform fitting procedure.
“You’d be surprised at what a female suspect can hide in her brassiere,” Tom explained to Brandi as he gave her breasts another rough squeeze, pretty much kneading the full orbs now. “It pays to very thoroughly check. I was once surprised by a woman who had a small revolver tucked down her cleavage.”
Brandi nodded in understanding, wincing slightly as Tom gave her tits a particularly rough squeeze.
“Okay ma’am, it feels like you’re hiding something in there,” Tom said formally. “I need you to remove your shirt.”
Brandi was a little startled by the request, but nevertheless she pulled her police issue t-shirt up over her head and tossed it onto the table in front of her. Tom’s hands immediately reached around her body and grabbed her big tits through the white satin bra she wore. He gave them a quick squeeze and then let go.
“It’s too hard to tell, your bra is too bulky, please take it off as well.”
“Okay,” Brandi said, reaching behind her back and unhooking the clasp of her bra. She then let it fall forward off her shoulders and finally her huge breasts were bare. Tom was barely able to suppress a groan of lust as his hands pressed against Brandi’s naked tits. He was finally touching two of the most filmed breasts in Hollywood.
Tom’s body pressed against Brandi’s back and she felt his hard crotch against her ass as the cops groping hands closed tight over her big bare tits, squeezing them eagerly. Tom moaned softly as he started to squeeze and maul the perfect melons, pressing them together and sinking his fingers deep into the firm flesh. The lovely actresses nipples were hard against his palms as he fondled happily at her breasts, jiggling them in his hands and exploring every inch of the abundant mummeries.
After a few minutes of enduring Tom’s lustful groping Brandi realized that her tits were bare and there was no way she could be hiding anything there, so what was he looking for?
“Ah, Captain Robertson…” she began. “Perhaps we should finish the real interview now. I think I’ve got the hang of this searching thing.”



“Oh right,” said Tom, snapping out of his blissful fondling and reluctantly releasing her perfect breasts from his groping hands.
Tom stepped back from Brandi and watched her get dressed again. “I think you’re ready to interview our robbery suspect.”
“Okay, cool. What does that mean?” Brandi asked as she careful maneuvered her big boobs back into the cups of her brassiere.
“Because we didn’t actually see him commit the crime we need to get a confession out of him,” Tom told her.
“But we saw him running away from the scene,” Brandi said, arching her back as she reached behind her to refasten her bra. The position caused her huge tits to jut out invitingly towards Tom and he had to struggle to resist the urge to grab them again.
“That’s just circumstantial evidence,” Tom explained to her. “But don’t worry. I have every confidence that you’ll be able to make him confess.”
“Okay,” agreed Brandi doubtfully as she reached for her trousers.
Once she was dressed she went next door to interrogate Tony as Tom headed for the next room down where there was a two-way mirror through which he could watch the proceedings.
“If you need me, just yell,” Tom told her. “But I’m sure you won’t.”
Brandi closed the door behind her and looked nervously across the room to where Tony was sitting with his feet up on the table. She was very conscious of the fact that moments ago she had been sexually harassing him instead of searching him.
Steeling herself, Brandi strode as confidently as she could manage across the room and took a seat at the table opposite Tony.
“Name?” she asked him.
“I’m Tony, Tony Mitchell,” he said, extending his hand towards Brandi in a surprising display of friendliness.
“Brandi...ah Officer Vavoom,” Brandi replied, taking Tony’s hand. She expected him to shake her hand, but instead he placed a gentle, valiant kiss on the back of her hand.
“I think you’re supposed to turn the tape recorder on,” Tony said helpfully, pointing to the tape deck sitting on the table beside her.
“Oh!” exclaimed Brandi in surprise, “Right. Thank you.”
She turned the recorder on. “Now,” she said after a moment, leaning over and speaking directly into the recorder’s microphone to make sure she could be heard. “Now, do you admit to robbing the shop?”
“No,” replied Tony.
Brandi’s face screwed up slightly, she’d been hoping he would admit to the crime so she could look good in front of Captain Tom. After all, he’d been nice enough to show her how to conduct a strip search and alcohol breath test. She wanted to be the best cop she could be for this movie role.
“What were you doing outside the shop when we arrived then?” Brandi asked, trying a different tact.
“I was just doing my grocery shopping,” Tony replied with a shrug.
”Shit!” Brandi cursed aloud this time, immediately blushing and covering her mouth with one hand. This was not going at all like she had thought it would. In the police academy movies they never had to get confessions out of people like this! Brandi frowned, her brain hurting as she tried ever so hard to think of what she could ask him to get him to confess. “What was the bat for then Mr Smarty Pants?” Brandi asked at last.
“I like baseball,” Tony shrugged innocently again.
“Oh come on!” Brandi said with exasperation. “I know you did it! Just confess damn it!”
“No!” shot back Tony.
“Please?” Brandi said, almost begging.
“No,” Tony insisted.
“Pretty please?” Brandi pleaded desperately. “With kisses on top?”
Tony sighed, could this actress possibly be any more blonde? “I’ll tell you what,” he suggested. “Why don’t we cut a deal?”
“Oh yeah!” Brandi sat up excitedly in her chair. “Just like on the movies.”
“That’s right,” Tony smiled in agreement.
After a minute it became obvious that Brandi was waiting for him to speak. “You’re supposed to make me an offer now,” he urged.
“Huh?”
“Make me an offer,” repeated Tony. “To get me to confess you need to offer me something.”
“Like what?” asked Brandi.
Tony sighed again, this wasn’t going to be easy. He decided to cut to the chase. “Look, I’ll tell you what. You suck my cock, and I’ll confess to killing the Queen of England.”
“But I don’t care about the Queen,” Brandi said in confusion.
Tony almost screamed in frustration. “I mean I’ll confess to whatever you want me to confess to.”
“Like robbery?” Brandi asked hopefully.
“Yes!” Tony said angrily.
“Cool!” Brandi said smiling widely.
“So we have a deal?” Tony asked, still unsure if she was following him.
“What?”
“Will you suck my dick?”
Brandi frowned, “I don’t know about that…” he murmured. She knew that was not the way cops really got confessions, but she so wanted to impress Captain Tom, especially after she had stuffed up the strip search so badly.
“Well when you touched me before you got me all excited,” Tony told her. “It’s the least you can do after all.”
Brandi blushed rather guiltily at that. She still felt bad about touching him that way, no doubt he was aching for release. It had felt so much like a gun though. “Okay,” she said at last. “It’s a deal then.”
“Get on your knee’s then bitch,” ordered Tony as he pushed his chair out from under the table and sat facing towards Brandi.
Brandi took a deep breath and then knelt at Tony’s feet, a small tingle going through her loins. In her career as a top B-movie actress she’d sucked an awful lot of cock and always enjoyed the feel of a thick piece of meat between her lips. Brandi reached out and unzipped the front of Tony’s pants, reaching her small hand inside his open thigh and inside his underwear.
Tony sighed as her warm hand closed around his cock, which was still semi-erect from the frisking that the busty blonde actress had given him earlier.
Brandi pulled out Tony’s cock and began to gently stroke it. “Promise you won’t tell anyone about this,” Brandi said. The last thing she wanted was for Captain Tom to find out how she had obtained the robber’s confession.
“I swear on my honor as a criminal,” Tony told her, groaning as Brandi swiped her thumb across the tip of his growing cock.
Brandi seemed to accept this pledge as she leant forward and licked the end of his cock, swiping her tongue around the pulsing head and lapping up some of the sticky precum that had accumulated there. She then worked her tongue down the side of his now fully erect cock and licked gently at his testicles.
“Oh, that feels great!” groaned Tony as Brandi nibbled her way back up to the head of his penis. “Now put it in your mouth!”
Brandi teased the tip of his penis for another moment, smiling up at him playfully as her tongue traced the slit at the end of his cock. She then shot him a wink, parted her red lips and swallowed the head of his cock.
“Oh God!” groaned Tony, arching his back against his chair as the end of his cock was suddenly enveloped in warmth. Brandi slowly began to suck and work more of his cock into her skilled mouth. “Fuck that feels good!” gasped Tony as Brandi began to bob her head up and down over his lap, taking more and more of his hard cock into the wetness of her mouth.
Knowing the best way to get Tony off, Brandi used her hand to stroke the lower portion of his cock as she sucked heavily on the top end, making sure to keep eye contact with the robber and make as many sucking and slurping noises as she could. Tony reached down and ran his hands through Brandi’s incredibly soft long blonde hair, guiding her towards faster and deeper bobs of her head.
The actress then sat back on her heels, taking her mouth and hand right off his cock. “About time for that confession don’t you think?” she suggested. From experience Brandi new to always get a promise before she swallowed a load. The first couple of times she had sucked the cocks of casting directors she had not got the parts, despite her oral talents.
“Don’t stop!” Tony gasped, almost begging.
“Confess to the robbery,” Brandi repeated, leaning in and brushing her lips ever so gently over the tip of his cock, her tongue darting out to toy with him.
“Okay, I did it! I admit it!” Tony hurriedly confessed.
Without a word Brandi opened her mouth and plunged down onto Tony’s cock. She worked her lips further and further down the robber’s hard cock, relaxing her throat as his cock reached the back of her mouth. Tony let out a long deep moan of pleasure as her lips hit the base of his cock, the entire length of his shaft buried in her mouth. Brandi Vavoom was deep throating him!
“Oh fuck!” moaned Tony, he was very close to cumming.
With lustful urgency, Tony reached down and grabbed the top of Brandi’s head, humping his hips up off the chair and shoving his cock against Brandi’s mouth. The blonde actress was used to this approach and just relaxed her throat and mouth, submitting to Tony’s crude thrusts.
“Oh shit!” Tony grunted, fucking Brandi’s mouth for all he was worth now, his orgasm close, his cock trembling over Brandi’s tongue.
“Fuck!” he gasped, his balls slapping against Brandi’s chin as he used her mouth to sate his lust.
“Shit!” he groaned, the cum shooting up from his balls along the length of his cock. “Fuck!” he let out a final cry of pleasure as he exploded into Brandi’s mouth, flooding her tongue with cum. Brandi immediately started to swallow, her mouth too stuffed with cock for her to have any other options. Tony clutched her face into his lap as his hips jerked and he filled her with his cum, his release finally upon him.
“Fuck that was good,” murmured Tony at last as he sunk back into his chair. “You’re a fantastic cock sucker,” he gasped as Brandi was finally able to pull her mouth off his cock. She drew back and started to lick him clean, suckling gently at his sensitive organ.
“You’re under arrest for robbery!” Brandi said, grinning at her cleverness as she slurped at his cock. Once she was satisfied he was done she stood up, wiping her cum streaked chin with one hand and then heading out of the interview room.
“Nice work!” said Tom with a grin as he met her in the hallway and she told him she had the confession.
“Thanks,” Brandi replied with a modest blush.
“Well, that’s it for today,” Tom told her. “Start at the same time tomorrow?”
“Sure! That’ll be groovy!” agreed Brandi, clapping her hands together with excitement.
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Chapter Four: Mermaids Pride
Captain Lex McGinnity and his beautiful crew of buxom space pirates made their way to the docking bay of the Mermaid's Pride, the large B class Cruiser that was loaded with the cargo that they were to take to Ormond.
"Can you believe the way we tricked those two big titted sluts last night?" came the laughing voice of Billy Cameron from around the opposite side of the large cargo spaceship.
Kelly and Carmen, both looking rather hung over from the night before exchanged dark looks as the crew of the Scarlet Rapier made their way around to the front entrance of the ship to meet with their new fellow shipmates, the crew of the Buccaneers Revenge.
At the sight of Lex and his crew, Billy was immediately silent.
"Captain McGinnity I presume?" said Holly Sharp as the newcomers arrived. Holly was dressed in the same black trousers and blouse she'd had on earlier.
Billy and Jim immediately paled as they recognized Carmen and Kelly, who were sending dangerous glares their way.
"That's right," said Lex, stepping forward to shake hands with the beautiful blonde.
"My name's Holly Sharp, Captain of the Buccaneers Revenge and your new shipmate I understand."
"Excellent," replied Lex. "Let's all head in and get to know our new ship." He addressed the two crews who were both looking dubiously at each other. "We're working together as a team from now on so I expect full co-operation. For the duration of this mission we are one team, understood."
"Yes Captain," came a few unenthusiastic replies.
"We'll get you back for the other night," Carmen whispered to Jim and Billy as they boarded the new spaceship.
The ten space pirates entered the Mermaids Pride. It was a very modern, top the line cargo cruiser with all the features they could ever want.
"She's a beauty," murmured Pete Munro as the ten of them made their way through the new ship to the bridge.
"Aye!" breathed Red softly in agreement.
As they all entered the bridge they were surprised to see ten special gold uniforms laid out on tables for them all to wear. The uniforms were personalized with the names and ranks of each member of the new Mermaids Pride crew. There was Captain Lex McGinnity, Holly Sharp had been demoted to First Mate in the new crew with Pete Munro as second mate. Red was annoyed to see that her real first name had been used, Alison Taylor as Pilot.
Kelly Clayton was disappointed to see that she was only Assistant Mechanic, while that prick from the night before Jim Savage was Chief Mechanic. Billy Cameron was the gunner, Carmen Taylor the Medic, Elizabeth Holmes the Communications Officer and Harry Barnes the Navigator.
The men's uniforms were all the same, with golden pants and long sleeves golden tops. The women's uniforms came in three varieties, all were very tight fitting and revealing, much to the delight of the men on board. Holly and Red's outfits consisted of very tight fitting gold trousers that had lace up sides leaving their leg sleek legs partially bare, and skimpy golden halter tops that acted as push up bra's for their already impressive chests. Elizabeth's outfit was made up of a short loose fitting golden skirt that flared up and showed her panties if she moved around to quickly, and a golden vest that was barely more than two strips of material that came vertically across her chest over her breasts, leaving plenty of cleavage as well as the sides of her breasts bare. Kelly and Carmen both had tight fitting clinging mini-skirts that were slit up one side so plenty of creamy thigh was visible, with long sleeved, tight fitting tops that had a deep V shaped neckline, leaving most of their large breasts uncovered.
"Well everyone," said Lex as he took a seat in the Captain's chair of the Mermaids Pride and Holly took a seat beside him, her golden halter straining against the weight of her heavy E Cup jugs. "I think we're going to make an excellent team."
***
A few hours later the Mermaids Pride had launched and was making it's way towards the outer edges of the Clammix Solar System, with pilot Red Turner at the helm. Pete Munro, nervous at having someone other than him at the helm, stood behind the red haired beauty, watching her actions carefully. After watching her for the past hour, the grizzled old pirate veteran had to admit that Red knew how to handle a spaceship. Despite this he remained hovering above her shoulder for another half hour, as much to look down the front of her halter-top as to watch her piloting.
As the ship made it's way smoothly through space Lex and Holly, Captain and First Mate of the newly formed Mermaids Pride crew, sat on the couch in Lex's new quarter's, comparing notes on the information they had been given for this mission.
"So do you have any idea what's in there?" Lex asked his new blonde first mate, eyeing up her long legs, the smooth sides of which were left mostly uncovered by the lace up sides of her golden trousers.
"No Dominor didn't tell me," Holly replied, absently stroking her flat stomach, which was left bare by the halter-top she wore, with one hand.
"Maybe we should take a look," Lex suggested. "It could be dangerous."
"No!" Holly snapped abruptly, surprising Lex. "He said it was trapped, and that only our contact on Ormond could disarm it."
"Shit!" swore Lex. "I'm liking this mission less and less."
"Do you think our crews will work together okay?" Holly asked, changing the topic away from the cargo.
"They'd better," said Lex. "Although perhaps we should have a crew meeting and let them get to know each other."
"Might be a good idea," Holly admitted. "That doctor of yours was giving some of my crewmen some pretty black looks, there seems to be some animosity that's for sure."
"Strange," agreed Lex with a nod. "Perhaps we need to get to know each other a bit better as well?" he suggested, reaching out and resting a hand on Holly's knee, giving her a gentle squeeze. He realized that with this other crew on board he wasn't going to have as many opportunities to get his rocks off as he usually did. And it had been far too long since his last release.
"Um, okay," said Holly, not getting his meaning immediately.
"So how long have you been in the mercenary business?" Lex asked her, starting to run his hand up and down her thigh.
"Not all that long," Holly replied, the Captain was leaning in towards her and making her a little uncomfortable. "I inherited my ship from my father."
"That's nice," murmured Lex in reply, not really listening. He stroked his hand briefly across Holly's belly then let it rise up to cup one of her large E cup tits through her halter, giving it a gentle squeeze. "You're very beautiful you know," he sighed softly, her large tit filling his hand. She was definitely amply endowed, only Kelly had larger breasts of all of Lex's busty crew.
"Thank you," Holly replied, blushing deeply as Lex's other hand rose to her other breast and he started to knead the twin mounds in his hands. Holly was a little confused and unsure of herself. She had used her body to keep her crew in line, but she had always been in control of the situation and how much she gave them. Lex was effectively her Captain at the moment, her superior, and he was in control.
Lex gave her big tits another squeeze and then moved his hands up to the straps of her halter and pushed them off her shoulders. Lex licked his lips eagerly as he pulled her halter down over her immense breasts, revealing her hard nipples and bare melons.

"Wow!" he breathed, his hands closing over her now naked tits and fondling them vigorously.
"I don't know if we should be doing this," Holly said uncertainly as Lex leant forward and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth. His tongue felt wonderful swiping over her nipple and around the slopes of her tits, sending a shiver of pleasure through Holly's body.
"Just getting to know each other," whispered Lex as he moved across to suck on her other tit and he slid a hand up between Holly's legs, rubbing her crotch through her pants. Lex sat back in the couch, finally releasing Holly's big boobs and unfastened the front of his trousers, pulling out his hard cock.
"Oh my!" gasped Holly as his big cock was revealed. It was a throbbing read color and looked hard as a rock, the tip glistening slightly with leaked precum.
"Suck it!" ordered Lex.
Holly froze a moment in indecision, Lex had no intention of waiting and grabbed the top of her head, pulling her face down into his lap. When Lex's cock pressed against Holly's closed lips her tongue instinctively came out to swipe over his cock head.
Lex gave a moan as he felt her wet tongue on his shaft. "Oh yeah, that's it!"
Holly suddenly yanked her head out of Lex's hands and stood up. "We can't do this!" she said firmly and quickly fled the room, one hand doing it's best to cover her bare breasts as he hurried to her own quarters.
"Shit!" swore Lex, rubbing his painfully hard cock.
The Captain briefly considered jerking off to relieve the uncomfortable tension but then changed his mind. If Holly wasn't going to put out he knew four other women who would. He stuffed his cock into his golden pants and rushed out of the room, heading to the first cabin he came across. He had no idea who was inside, for all he knew it could be that ugly little dwarf guy from Holly's crew.
"Come in!" came a female voice at Lex's knock.
With some relief Lex stepped into the room and saw Kelly sitting in front of a mirror brushing her hair. She still wore her gold mini-skirt, but had taken off her top and was wearing just a white bra that had flowers patterned on it and pushed her expansive tits together to form a tidy looking cleavage.
"Oh, hello Captain," Kelly said in surprise as she turned to see who had entered.
"Kelly!" Lex said with some relief. "I've been looking for you, glad I finally found you," he lied.
Kelly smiled, obviously pleased, "How can I help you Captain?" she asked immediately.
Lex closed the door behind him and walked over to Kelly, standing right in front of the chair she was sitting on, between her and the mirror. He unzipped his fly and tugged out his still rock hard cock. "I was hoping you could help me with this," he told her.
Kelly smile broadened and she reached up and stroked his erection in her soft hand, "I'd love to," she purred. Kelly kept stroking his hardness with one hand while she reached up and gently rubbed his balls in her other. "Oo these feel tight," she told him, her thumb swiping across the head of his cock to smear the precum around his shaft. "It's a good thing you came to see me," she told him.
With that Kelly leant in and opened her mouth, sucking his hard cock into her mouth. Lex let out a long moan as the busty blonde started to slurp at his cock, her cheeks hollowing as she really went to work on him. Kelly had given Lex dozens of blowjobs but he never got tired of her talented mouth. The pretty blonde moaned softly as she started to bob her head up and down on his dick, her lips moving against the sensitive skin driving the Captain wild.
"I'm so worked up," moaned the Captain, reaching beneath Kelly's sucking mouth to cup and squeeze one of her big tits through her bra. "I won't last that long," he warned her.
Kelly briefly took her mouth off his hard penis, "That's okay Captain, just cum in my mouth whenever you're ready."
Lex gave a moan and place both hands on the side's of Kelly's face, holding her head as he started to thrust his hips against her, fucking his cock rapidly in and out between her warm lips. He fully intended on cumming down her throat when he had a better idea and pulled his cock out of her mouth. The tip of his shaft came free with a popping noise and Kelly looked up at him in surprise.
Without even bothering to take off Kelly's bra, Lex yanked down on the cups of the brassiere and popped her big tits out of the skimpy piece of lingerie. He then guided his throbbing cock into Kelly's deep cleavage and pushed her fat tits together around his dick.
"That's it Captain, fuck my tits!" Kelly urged, as Lex squeezed the huge mounds and started to thrust his cock between them. He was well lubricated with Kelly's saliva and his own precum, and his hard cock easily slid back and forth between Kelly's ample melons.
"Oh fuck!" groaned Lex, suddenly going weak at the knees and pushing his weight against Kelly. His cock slid up between Kelly's tits and jutted into the underside of her chin as it started to spurt. Kelly felt his cum shoot out from the end of his cock and splash into the underside of her chin, giving her a pearl necklace. The busty blonde mechanic couldn't help but remember the titfucking that Billy had given her in the alleyway the night before as her Captain shot his load over her tits.
"That's so much better," gasped Lex once he had spent his whole load over Kelly's ample chest. The accommodating blonde lifted his spent cock with one hand and guided it to her lips, sucking it back into her mouth and giving it several sloppy sucks, cleaning the cum from his shaft.
"Glad I could be of service Captain," Kelly said as she let his penis fall from her mouth.
***
Carmen had her first patient much sooner than she expected. The beautiful, voluptuous doctor was sitting in her lab, taking a look over her new equipment when there was a knock at the door. She went to answer the door and was surprised to see the ships navigator Harry Barnes there.
Despite the fact that the short man was as ugly as fuck, Carmen actually found his small statue quite cute and appealing, and she had an almost uncontrollable urge to mother him.
"Harry! Come on in," Carmen said pleasantly.
"Thank you Dr Taylor," said Harry, the one advantage of his height was that his eyes were at chest level with the voluptuous medic, instead of looking Carmen in the eyes as he spoke to her, Harry gazed at her firm gravity defying Double D's.
"Please, call me Carmen," said the raven-haired beauty as she led Harry into the lab.
"Okay Carmen," said Harry, "I guess you want to know why I'm here then?"
Carmen nodded.
"Well I need your help, I'm not feeling well at all," said Harry.
"Sit up here," said Carmen, patting the padded examination table as she looked at the diminutive navigator in concern. "What are your symptoms?"
Harry clambered up onto the table, unfortunately this meant he was no longer at eye level with Carmen's bust, but on the other hand he could now look down her top. "My stomach is aching, like a cramp or something and I feel dizzy, my legs feel weak like I'm going to collapse."
"That doesn't sound good," Carmen said with a frown. "Could you take your shirt off for me please Harry."
Harry peeled off the golden top and Carmen immediately bent forward and probed at his sore stomach gently with her hands. As she leant over him Harry got an even better look down the V-necked top that she was wearing. He could see a good portion of her big round tits and there was no sign of a bra. When Carmen started to poke at his lower abdomen and bent forward more Harry caught sight of a hint of the dark areola's that topped her big tits.
"Does that hurt?" Carmen asked, gently probing at the navigator's belly.
"Not really," he told her, "The pain is a bit lower."
Carmen stopped a moment and straightened up, brushing a stray black hair out of her eyes. "I'm going to need you to take off your pants Harry," she told him, trying to put it as delicately. "Don't be shy though I'm a doctor and I've seen it all before." The truth was Carmen was very nervous, due to the makeup of the Scarlet Rapier crew she'd worked almost exclusively with women as Lex very rarely got hurt or sick. She was also very curious to see if the dwarf's penis was in proportion with the rest of his undersized body.
Harry was definitely not shy. He unbuttoned his pants and yanked them down to his ankles.
To Carmen's surprise he wasn't wearing any underwear underneath. At the base of his belly was a thick patch of pubic hair with his thick stubby penis jutting out and a pair of large testicles beneath. His cock was still soft but looked around average length, which was big on the small man, but was very thick giving it an almost comical stubbiness, much like Harry's own build. His balls were huge, bigger than any Carmen had ever seen. All in all it was a very odd set of genitals, but not completely without appeal.
"Doctor?" Harry asked, noticing that Carmen had stopped and was staring at his crotch.
"Oh, sorry," said Carmen, snapping out of her daze. The beautiful medical officer reached out, almost gingerly and lifted Harry's stubby penis in her soft hand, sliding her other hand beneath to inspect his large testicles which she suspected were the source of the problem.
At the touch of her soft hand Harry's dick pulsed slightly and began to swell. As the attractive doctor held his cock between her fingers and stroked her other hand over his balls Harry's dick started to get semi-erect.
"Are they always this big?" Carmen asked the navigator, rolling his testicles on her fingertips.
Harry shook his head, "Careful there doc, they're very sensitive at the moment."
"Hmm," Carmen said thoughtfully, licking her lips and she cupped his testicles in her palm, still holding his growing cock with her other hand.
"Sorry about that," said Harry, looking down to see his cock almost fully erect in Carmen's hand. "I can't help it, it's just not every day that a little fellow like me has a beautiful women like you touching his unmentionables."
Carmen smiled, realizing for the first time that he was indeed hard now. She stroked his hard cock a couple times, causing Harry to moan softly. "You're far from a little fellow," she told him playfully.
"So what's wrong with me?" Harry asked.
"When was the last time you ejaculated?" Carmen asked the dwarf.
Harry thought for a moment, briefly remembering his recent journey into Holly's cleavage, which had only got him hard but he hadn't actually cum. "Over a month," he admitted.
Carmen raised an eyebrow in surprise, "That's your problem then."
"Huh?"
"An extreme case of blue balls I'm afraid."
"So what can I do about it?" Harry asked. "Can you give me something for it?"
Carmen smiled, "I could, but I think it would be more appropriate and professional for you to take matters into your own hands." As she spoke she let go of his erect cock and swollen balls and went to the sink to wash her hands.
It took Harry a moment to realize what she was referring to. "You mean I need to abuse myself?"
Carmen smiled again, "Well masturbate yes. You need to ejaculate to relieve the pressure and swelling."
"I can't!" exclaimed Harry, aghast. "It's a sin!" he told her passionately. Truth was Harry was my no means religious but he wanted to see just how far the busty doctor would go.
Carmen faltered a moment, unsure exactly how to deal with the dwarf. "It's perfectly normal and natural," she tried to assure him.
Harry however was adamant, "I'm sorry I can't do that."
"Well I think you're going to have to if you want to get rid of the pain," Carmen told him.
"Can't you do something doc?" Harry asked, looking hopeful. "You mentioned you could give me something?"
Carmen's expression turned to one of pity as she saw the look of desperation on Harry's face. "I suppose I could help you out. Manually I mean," she said uncertainly.
"Please Carmen!" said Harry, almost begging.
Carmen hesitated a moment as if judging Harry's sincerity before she agreed, "Okay then Harry." The busty medic pulled up a stool to the edge of the examination table where Harry sat. "Lie back and get comfortable," she told him, grabbing a towel and then sitting on the stool beside him. The lovely doctor laid the towel across Harry's stomach and then reached out with her soft hands, one hand wrapping around the base of his shaft for leverage, the other fisting his hard cock hear the head.



"Thank you again for this Carmen," said Harry, groaning slightly as Carmen began to jerk her hand up and down on his thick shaft, the motion causing her ample tits to jiggle slightly inside her top, drawing Harry's gaze.
"This is our secret," Carmen told him warily. Her hand stroked his hard cock faster and faster. "Don't tell anyone about this please."
"Of course," Harry agreed with a moan as her wonderfully soft hands caressed him.
Carmen continued to vigorously masturbate the happy looking dwarf, after about five minutes or so her arm got tired so she switched sides. To be honest the way his balls were swollen she hadn't expected him to last half the time he already had, and there was no sign of him finished soon either, in fact it almost felt as if his cock had softened slightly.
"Are you close?" Carmen asked hopefully.
"No, I'm sorry," apologized Harry. "Perhaps some extra stimulation would help?"
"Extra stimulation?" asked Carmen suspiciously, halting her stroking of his cock.
"Sorry, but could you take off your top? I think seeing your breasts would help a bit." Harry suggested.
"No Harry I'm a doctor, we have to keep this clinical!" insisted Carmen, resuming the pumping of her hand on his cock.
Harry shrugged, he wasn't sure of Carmen's definition of clinical but was pretty sure that giving the patient a handjob had already pushed her outside it. After another five minutes Carmen stopped again.
"Okay, but keep your hands to yourself," she told him. With that the buxom doctor peeled her golden top up over her head, her massive Double D's tumbled free, unfettered by a bra. They looked fantastic, large and perfectly round spheres, topped by small dark nipples and no sign of any sag.
"Wow! You've got a great rack!" Harry blurted out, unable to help himself. They were only a little smaller than Holly's but looked equally fantastic.
Harry reached out for one of Carmen's tits but she slapped away his hand. "I said no touching!"
"Sorry," the dwarf apologized.
Carmen took hold of Harry's cock with both hands, her arms very tired by now. She was encouraged as she felt it harden more as the horny little dwarf gazed at her now naked tits. The medic resumed jerking at Harry's cock, now with both hands wrapped around the thick shaft. Her tits jiggled even more enticing now they were bare, and Harry was almost hypnotized by the quivering melons.
Another five minutes and Harry still hadn't cum, the dwarf, sensing Carmen's defenses faltering, reached out and cupped his hand over one of Carmen's swinging breasts. This time the doctor didn't stop him, her arms were burning and she regretting starting this and just wanted him to get off as soon as possible. Harry moaned slightly and gave Carmen's big tit a squeeze.
"Oh that's good!" he groaned, urging Carmen faster as he pinched her nipple and then lifted his other hand up so he had a tit in each hand. The dwarf new he was getting close to cumming but didn't want Carmen to know, he wanted to push her just a little further. "Put it in your mouth," he told her.
"What?" asked Carmen in shock.
"Put it in your mouth, just the tip, it'll push me over the edge," Harry promised and he fondled Carmen's lovely breasts.
"No! I'm not a whore!" she snapped, stopping her pumping on his cock.
"Sorry," apologized Harry. "It just hurts so much and I can feel I'm so close. Just a bit more to finish me off."
"Okay, but warn me when you cum."
Carmen had a rather angry expression on her face, but to Harry's surprise she leant over his lap and opened her mouth, taking the end of him between her lips and sucking. As soon as her lips closed over the end of Harry's cock pulsed and started shooting. At the same time he bucked his hips up off the table and rammed his cock all the way into Carmen's mouth, grabbing the top of her head and forcing her head down. The horny dwarf gave a cry of pleasure as he came in Carmen's mouth, his cock thrusting over her tongue and squirting his load into her mouth.
Carmen had no choice but to swallow. She gulped rapidly as his huge load of cum filled her mouth, weeks of pent up sexual energy shooting from Harry's penis. The doctor tried to pull her head free as her mouth filled but Harry held her strong, bucking his cock up between her lips and practically fucking her face as he unloaded.
"Oh fuck that's so good!" he gasped.
Once his load was spent he finally let go of Carmen's head. The buxom doctor lifted her mouth off his dick and coughed and sputtered for air. She spat out what little of Harry's load was still in her mouth, most of it she had been forced to swallow.
"I said to warn me!" Carmen said angrily to Harry.
The dwarf ignored her protest,. "That feels so much better Carmen!" Harry told her happily, reaching down to rub his slightly tender balls. "You're an incredible doctor."
Carmen blushed a little, some of her anger deflating at the compliment, "Thank you."
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Chapter Five: Outer Space
"Thank you everyone for coming," said Pete, addressing the seven crewmembers of the Mermaids Pride that were gathered with him in the ships lounge.
The Captain and First Mate were on the bridge keeping an eye on the piloting to leave Pete free to run a team building exercise with the crew, to make them work as one unit.
"Okay I want everyone to pair up for this, make sure you're with someone who's not in your original crew, remember the purpose of this is to get to know each other better," he reminded them all.
They quickly partnered up, Jim tried to pair up with Kelly but was immediately ignored as she grabbed the closest Buccaneers Revenge crewman who happened to be Harry. So instead Jim paired up with Elizabeth, Billy partners with Red and Pete and Carmen teamed up.
"Righto," said Pete once they were organized. "We're going to do a short trust exercise. Both partners will get a turn at this. One of you will be blindfolded and the other has to lead them from here in the lounge to the entrance to the engine room down a floor." Pete pulled out four blindfolds and handed them out to the groups. "Let's say ladies first and then we'll switch for the trip back."
Once all four girls were blindfolded Pete instructed their partners to spin them around a few times to make sure they lost all sense of direction. Pete spun his partner quickly around, accidentally brushing one of her large breasts through her top as he did so.
"Okay, ready everyone?" Pete called out, winking at Jim who was crouched down in front of Elizabeth, peeking up her loose skirt at her white panties. "See you all at the engine room…Go!" the first mate announced, signaling the start of the exercise.
Billy hooked an arm around Red's shapely waist and started to lead her off down the corridor, although his eyes were mostly focused down the front of her halter-top as he kept her body pulled tightly against him. Pete's approach was to stand right behind Carmen, his body pressed against her back and both his hands on her hips. As this pair walked forward Pete made sure to regularly bump into Carmen's shapely ass with his crotch and at the same time let his hands creep up towards the sides of Carmen's firm breasts.
Harry was less subtle, hooking his arm into Kelly's and leading her down the hallway with the side of his arm pressed against the side of her large tit. As they walked he reached out with his other hand and gave the breast closest to him a firm squeeze. Kelly gasped but didn't protest so he left his hand resting there on her full bosom, giving it the occasional squeeze as they walked.
Jim and Elizabeth were last, Jim holding one of Elizabeth's hands out in front of him as he led her along the corridor and let his other hand rest on the small of the back to guide her. As they turned the first corner Jim let the hand on her back slide down to cup one of her firm buttocks through her skirt. Whilst the others all took off ahead, Jim guided Elizabeth to a stairwell and started to lead up the stairs.
"I thought the engine room was down?" Elizabeth said in surprise as Jim led her carefully up the flight of stairs. She felt Jim's hand slip under the bottom of her skirt and cup her panty clad asscheek under the guise of helping her up the stairs.
"The express elevator goes from the floor above us though," Jim explained, giving her ass a squeeze.
"Oh, good thinking," Elizabeth replied.
Billy and Red were at the front of the main group, Billy almost pushing Red along with the arm around her waist. Suddenly they both stumbled and tripped, falling to the hard floor with a crash. Red landing on her back as her young guide crashed on top of her, his face planting into her heaving bosom. On the way past Pete discreetly gave Billy a kick in the ribs, the older mans hands now brushing the sides of Carmen's ample tits as he pushed her along in front of him.
Harry and Kelly, and Pete and Carmen were the only ones to make it into the elevator before the doors closed. Pete stood leaning against the wall of the elevator with Carmen in front of him, leaning back against him. His crotch was pressed into Carmen's firm ass and he was as subtly as possible grinding himself against her through her miniskirt.
Harry, seeing an opportunity released Kelly and stepped in front of Carmen, reaching out and squeezing one of her big tits through her top. The pretty doctor yelped in surprise.
"What was that?" she gasped reaching out, but Harry stepped back away from her in time.
"Just Jim messing around," Billy said, winking at Harry.
"Asshole!" Carmen swore, remembering the blowjob Jim had forced upon her outside that bar previously.
Billy carefully reached around Carmen and squeezed both her tits through her top.
"Jim!" she said, "Quit it!"
Billy grinned and moved his hands back to her hips as the elevator halted on the ground floor. He slid them down the outside of her thighs and reached for the hem of her miniskirt. Just as the elevator doors slid open Billy pulled Carmen's skirt up, right the way to her waist.
"What's going on?" Carmen asked as her g-string panties and gorgeous ass were exposed.
"We're got to hurry!" Billy told her, pushing her forward in front of him. "We're in the lead!" he added, taking the chance to stare down at her ass, left bare by her skimpy g-string.
"Where are you?" Kelly called out back in the elevator.
"I'm here!" said Harry, regaining contact with his partner but pulling her against him. Due to his height his face was pressed right into Kelly's impressive cleavage.
"Thank goodness," Kelly breathed as Harry rubbed his face against her chest. "Let's go!"
Meanwhile, back upstairs Billy was helping Red to her feet, making sure to cop copious feels of Red's big tits and rounded ass as she got back to her feet.
"You clumsy idiot!" snapped the ships pilot.
"If we hurry we can catch up," Billy said to her, giving her a slap on the ass as he put his arm around her waist and hurried her on in the direction of the elevator.
***
Whilst the team building exercise was in full swing, First Mate Holly Sharp and Captain Lex McGinnity were on the bridge of the Mermaids Pride, keeping an eye on the autopilot and navigation systems while the rest of the crew was occupied.
Holly sat in the pilots chair going over the instrument read outs as Lex stood behind her, both his hands resting on her shoulders which he was massaging whilst looking down the front of her halter at her impressive tits that were almost bursting out.
As Lex rubbed the lovely blonde's shoulders his hands crept lower and lower, starting to rub her upper chest. Going for the jackpot, Lex's hands slid down inside the front of Holly's top to cup and squeeze her big tits, bare beneath the top. Holly gave a sigh of frustration and reached up, pushing her Captain's wandering hands back up to her shoulders.
"We've discussed this Captain, it's not appropriate," she told him assertively.
"Sorry," apologized Lex, "I slipped."
Holly was about to retort when a massive shudder rocked the Mermaids Pride. Lex who was still standing behind Holly was tossed across the bridge.
"What the fuck?" asked Holly in surprise, scanning the control panel for a clue to what happened.
Lex had a very familiar sense of déjà vu. "Balacheans!" he exclaimed, "we're under attack!"
As Holly started to try and pin point their attackers, Lex slammed his fist down on the alarm button and a siren blared through the ship, causing female crewmember to yank off their blindfolds and male crewmember to (reluctantly) yank away their groping hands from delicious pieces of female anatomy.
As the ship was rocked by another blast from the alien attackers Lex's voice came over the ship wide PA system, "We're under attack! Everyone to your battle stations!" Lex switched the engine room intercom, "Damage Report from that hit Mr Savage?"
"Just a small hull fracture near the engines, nothing essential hit," came the voice of Kelly, the assistant mechanic in reply. "Jim's still on his way here."
The ship shuddered for the third time and Lex didn't have to ask for Kelly's report. "That was the targeting computer sir!" the busty blonde announced.
"Shit!" swore Lex, "that's gonna make it hard to fight back."
Elizabeth, Billy and Red entered the bridge now, immediately taking their positions.
"Get that computer fixed!" Lex barked into the intercom.
"On it sir!" it was Jim's voice this time, he'd obviously reached his position.
"Get us around facing them Red!" ordered Lex to the buxom redhead pilot. Red was already taking Holly's place at the controls.
"Billy, see what you can do with our guns, the targeting computer is done so we're sitting ducks," Holly said to her gunner.
"Shields down to 50%," Kelly reported from the engine room as the last stragglers of the crew took their positions on the bridge.
"Found them!" Harry announced not long after he had taken his position in front of the navigational computer. "There's two of them, on the port side." Red immediately began getting the Mermaids Pride moving to face the enemy ships.
"Shit!" swore Lex.
Suddenly there was an explosion out in space as Billy fired the Mermaids lasers and scored a direct hit on one of the enemy ships, destroying it.
"Nice shot!" exclaimed Elizabeth from her position, she didn't have a lot to do in combat as comms officer so was watching the action intently.
"Computer back up?" Lex asked.
"Negative Cap'n," came Jim from down in the engine room.
"Very nice shot then," Lex complemented his new gunner. "Now get the other one."
The remaining Balachean attack ship fired a rapid volley of laser shots at the Mermaids Pride, as Billy shot off a few more misses the Pride was rocked by direct hits from their attackers.
"Shields done!" Kelly said over the intercom, her voice sounding alarmed.
"Get some speed up Red!" snapped Lex. "One more hit like that and it's game over, we need to make ourselves a harder target, we're sitting ducks at the moment."
"Aye sir," Red said, pushing on the throttle lever.
"Bingo!" said Billy as he launched a few more shots of his own. Lex looked over at him in confusion, then, seconds later their final attacker exploded in a fiery ball.
"That's all of them," Harry confirmed.
Everyone on the bridge cheered in relief.
"Good shooting Billy," said the Captain. "How'd you manage to hit them without the targeting computer?"
"The last ship I was on before the Buccaneer was an ancient Hawk Squad Ship, didn't even have a computer," Billy explained with a grin.
Holly couldn't help but beam with pride at the fact that it was one of her crew that had saved the day.
"No more team building," Lex said. "I want everyone to be on alert for the rest of this mission. We can't handle another mistake like that." The Captain then called up Jim on the intercom, "Jim, I want you and Kelly to get both the shields and the targeting computer back up. You're not off duty until they're working!"
"Yes Cap'n!"
"Pete, Elizabeth and Harry take the first watch, everyone else get some sleep. Holly, Red and Billy you'll be on second watch."
The Captain decided to remain on the bridge for a while longer just in case there was any trouble while the ship was still handicapped by the damage caused in the Balachean attack. Those going off duty headed to their quarters to catch some rest.
"Billy, can I see you for a moment," Holly said to her crewman as they made their way down to the living areas.
"Sure Captain," said Billy, momentarily forgetting the new rankings. "I mean First Mate."
Holly smiled and led Billy into her quarters, shutting the door behind them. "You did fantastic in there Mr Cameron," Holly said warmly. "You're shooting saved everyone's life, and I'm definitely proud of the fact you're part of my crew."
Billy grinned, "Thanks. Does that mean I get a special reward?"
"You do," Holly said, licking her lips seductively. "A B class reward."
Billy's eyes widened and he had to think for a moment what a B grading was. A blowjob! He'd never been lucky enough to get a reward that high before. "Fucking A!" he said, almost whooping with excitement, "so you're really gonna suck my dick?"
"That's right," Holly said with a smile. "You did great today, you deserve it." In truth based on previous rewards Holly had given out this was probably only a C+ reward, but for some reason Holly felt like sucking the handsome young gunner off. Maybe it was all the attentions that Captain McGinnity had been paying her recently, or perhaps it was the failed blowjob with the alien called Jones. "Why don't you take off your pants then lie on my bed and get comfortable."
"Hell yeah!" said Billy, hurried scrabbling out of his gold pants and then jumping on the bed, lying back and folding his hands behind his head, naked from the waist down with his erect cock pointing up at the ceiling.
Holly climbed onto the bed and knelt at Billy's feet, running one soft hand up his thigh. "Would you like me to take off my top before we start?"
"Yes please," Billy immediately agreed, reaching down and rubbing his cock as he watched Holly tug her halter top up off over her head, her massive tits falling free. "Wow!" he breathed softly at the incredible sight of her ample hooters.
The topless blonde reached out with one soft hand and stroked her fingers up the length of Billy's hard cock, murmuring slightly in appreciation. "You have a beautiful penis Billy," Holly said. She then bent over and gave the underside of his cock a long deliberate lick, her tongue swiping slowly up his full length and then swirling briefly around the head before she sat up again. "It tastes good as well." Holly continued to rub the young pirates cock, her other hand gently toying with his testicles.
"Kiss it!" Billy urged her.
Holly smiled and bent over his lap again, her heavy tits brushing his thighs as she pressed her soft lips against the head of his cock. Holly paused like that for a long moment, her lips pressed to the end of Billy's hard dick. Then she moved her head down, letting his thick cock push her lips apart and slide into her mouth and onto her hot tongue. Billy groaned, grabbing on tightly to the bed sheets as Holly paused again, holding the head of his cock inside her mouth and very gently sucking. Holly started to move up and down very slightly, her lips rubbing the sensitive area around the head of Billy's cock maddeningly as her warm mouth filled with saliva and sucked at him.
"Oh fuck that feels great!" groaned Billy. "Suck me, suck it all!"
Holly waited a moment more and then let her mouth slide right down his cock. Billy groaned as Holly relaxed her throat and let the head of his cock push into the back of her mouth and throat, her lips sliding right down to the very base of his cock as she deep throated his entire length.
"Holy shit!" groaned Billy, looking down to see his beautiful, busty Captain with her lips sealed around the very bottom of his cock shaft, his whole cock buried in her sexy mouth. It was just too much for the handsome young gunner to stand, he let out a loud groan of absolute pleasure and his balls tightened, his cock unloaded and huge load into Holly's throat.
The buxom blonde pulled back up Billy's cock after the first rope spurted straight down her throat, she held the head of his cock between her lips and felt the next rope shoot across her tongue. Holly moaned and started swallowing, sucking firmly as Billy filled her mouth with a surprisingly copious load of sperm.
"Oh God!" groaned Billy, his hips surging up off the bed and his cock shoving itself deeper into Holly's mouth as he shot more cum into her.
Holly almost choked at his sudden lunge, but managed to keep her calm. She reached up and grabbed the base of Billy's penis so he couldn't force too much into her mouth. Holly stroked frantically on the bottom of Billy's cock as she kept the end in her mouth and sucked out the rest of his big load. Once he was finally spent Holly gave his cock one last heavy suck and then sat up, grinning at her blissful looking crewmember.
"That has to be the best blowjob I've ever had," groaned Billy.
"Well you earned it."
***
Downstairs in the engine room Jim and Kelly were working hurriedly on the damaged targeting computer, having quickly been able to get the ships shields back up and running.
Kelly who hadn't worked on such sophisticated equipment stood rather helplessly behind Jim as he worked at the computer, trying to reprogram it back into action. She leant against Jim's back, unconscious of the fact her massive breasts were pressed against the senior mechanic's shoulders as she watched him work through the difficult targeting system.
"Damn!" swore Jim in frustration as the computer beeped angrily at an incorrect entry he made. Jim clutched the bridge of his nose and closed his eyes, "I've got such a bad headache I can hardly think. I hate working under all this fucking pressure."
"Can I help at all?" Kelly asked. She started to massage his shoulders, hoping to relieve some of the mechanic's stress. "Wow, you're all knotted up here," Kelly murmured as her thumbs probed at the tight muscles in Jim's upper back.
"Oh, that feels good," Jim said, relaxing slightly as he paused his work and leant back in his chair to enjoy Kelly's shoulder rub. "Where'd you learn how to do this?" he asked his lovely assistant.
Kelly blushed a moment. "I used to work in a massage parlor on Sheerin 16," Kelly told him.
Jim chuckled, "I bet this wasn't the only stress relief you gave your clients."
Kelly stopped rubbed and slapped him across the back of the shoulder, stopping her massage, "Get back to work prick." Kelly was fed up with the crude mechanic.
Jim sighed and resumed his typing at the computer, frowning as he struggled to spot the problem. For the next ten minutes he worked at his, occasionally swearing and threatening to blow up the computer.
"Is that targeting system back up and running?" came the insistent voice of Captain McGinnity over the intercom.
"Not yet Captain," Kelly spoke back, glancing over at Jim.
"Make it happen Kelly!" said Lex firmly. "I want that computer fixed. Do whatever it takes to get it done!"
"Yes sir!" Kelly said, switching off the intercom and turning back to Jim. "How's it going Jim?"
Jim looked up at her, frustrated by the interruption, "I can't think tonight for some reason."
Kelly hesitated a moment, and then, remembering the Captains instructions she once again moved behind Jim and started to massage his tense shoulders.
Jim let her work on him for a moment and then reached up and pushed her hands off him, "That's not helping I'm afraid."
Kelly frowned, "Well what can I do to help you concentrate?" she asked.
Jim spun around in his chair and pointed at his crotch. Kelly's eyes widened as she saw the tent his dick was making in his pants. "Can you help me with this?" Jim asked.
Kelly scowled in disgust, "You asshole!" The lovely blonde spun around and stomped angrily over to sit in a chair on the opposite side of the room.
Jim sighed and went back to his typing. "Didn't think so," he muttered under his breath.
"What the fuck is the problem down there?" came the now angry voice of the Captain.
"Sorry sir, we're working on it as fast as we can," Kelly replied into the intercom.
"Well it's not fast enough!" Lex told her. "We're sitting ducks at the moment, if we're attacked again we're dead. Get the fucking thing fixed. You've got ten more minutes!"
Kelly sat in her chair, weighing up her options for a moment. "Shit!" she cursed in defeat, standing up and moving across the room and then kneeling down beside Jim's chair. "What do you want me to do then?"



Jim grinned broadly, "Suck it for me babe."
Kelly groaned inwardly, but nevertheless she reached out and unzipped the front of Jim's trousers and fished out his hard cock. He was about average in length, and not yet fully erect. Kelly ran her soft hand up and down his shaft a few times, briefly remembering seeing the crude mechanic stuffing his cock into her friend Carmen's mouth whilst she sucked Billy's cock.
"Okay," Kelly agreed, still stroking him. "I'll suck your dick, but just this once, don't get used to it. I'm only doing it because we need to get that computer fixed."
"Thank you," Jim said with a smile. "Just this once, I promise. Now get sucking."
Kelly leant over into Jim's lap and fed his cock between her full lips. The mechanic gave a deep groan of pleasure as Kelly's mouth wrapped around the end of his cock and she began to suck.
"That's nice!" he moaned, one hand running through Kelly's short blonde hair as she took more of him into her mouth and sucked heavily. Keeping his cock trapped between her lips, Kelly shuffled around on her knees in front of him, to get a better angle for her oral assault. Her heavy tits pressed into the inside of Jim's thighs as Kelly pressed against him and start to take his cock deep into her mouth, her head bobbing rapidly over his lap.
Keeping one hand on the top of Kelly's head to guide her movements, Jim reached under her body with the other hand to squeeze one of her big tits through her top. Her heavy boob felt just as good as when he'd last groped it in the bar. It had cost him a shot of rum for that last grope, but this time it was free and he took maximum advantage, roughly squeezing and pinching at her huge F-cup sweater bumps as she sucked his throbbing cock.
"Billy was right," said Jim with a groan as Kelly's head bounced rapidly up and down over his lap, he looked down to watch the sight of his cock disappearing between her full lips each time she moved down in his lap. "You suck a mean cock." Jim now moved both hands to the top of Kelly's head and he pushed her down his shaft. Kelly gagged slightly as the mechanic's cock pushed part the entrance into her throat, but she managed to relax and take him down her. Jim kept pushing under her lips were sealed around the base of his cock and her nose was buried in his pubic hairs. "Oh God!" he groaned, holding her head down in his lap with his cock lodged all the way inside her mouth.
Jim then let her go and she quickly backed right off his cock, gasping for air.
"Again!" Jim said, grabbing the top of her head and pulling her mouth back onto his cock. Kelly resisted for a moment, catching another lungful of air before she relaxed and let Jim pull her back down his cock. Her lips parted and the middle-aged space pirate pushed his cock into her mouth, sliding it across her hot tongue and pushing the head into her throat. Jim's hips hunched up off his seat slightly as he tugged Kelly down by her ears, forcing his cock once again into her throat, buried to the hilt within that wonderful mouth.
Kelly shook her head gently and swallowed, her throat clamping onto Jim's cock.
"Oh shit!" groaned Jim, his shaft suddenly surging. Cum burst from the end as Jim let out a loud groan. The first rope shot straight into Kelly's stomach, she quickly backed off so that just the head was in her mouth. Her lips wrapped tightly around his cock as another rope of cum shot out from the end of his dick and splashed across her tongue. Jim writhed in his seat as Kelly drank down his load, her mouth gently rocking back and forth, milking his sperm from the hard shaft.
Jim wrenched his cock free from Kelly's sucking mouth with one hand and with the other he grabbed a handful of her hair, holding her head still. His hand was a blur on the shaft of his cock and he let out a low groan as he forced out another few spurt of cum, splashing them over Kelly's pretty face.
"Oh fuck that was good!" Jim moaned when he was finally spent. He sunk back in his chair as Kelly glared at him, her face covered in cum.
Jim winked at her and then tapped two buttons on the computer keyboard.
"Targeting computers fixed," he said with a grin.
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Still a little shell-shocked from her stepson’s friend Tommy’s visit, Sharon took a long swallow from her third glass of wine for the afternoon. She was already feeling a little tipsy and it was just past 3pm. Her earlier session with Tommy had left the voluptuous young woman feeling more than a little horny as well, and she eagerly looked forward to her stepson Billy arriving home. Her husband Howard was still away on business so they would have the whole house to themselves.
Sharon had finally got dressed, several hours after Tommy had left. She wore what her husband called her ‘young’ clothes, a pair of tight fitting black hipster pants that clung to the sleek curves of her ass and thighs and left the sides of her white g-string visible, and a tight fitting white baby t-shirt that showed off her big outthrust tits to great effect, aided by a sexy push up bra. The outfit let Sharon’s flat stomach and slim waist bare, it also accentuated her already youthful appearance, she’d even been asked for ID ordering a beer whilst dressed like this.
The sound of the front door opening caused Sharon to sit up.
“Hi Mom!” called out the sound of her young stepson’s voice. Billy was home!
Her loins tingling slightly in anticipation Sharon hurried to meet her stepson. She stepped through into the entrance hallway, ready to throw her arms around Billy, but froze in surprise when she saw he wasn’t alone.
“Hi Mrs Johnson,” said the shy voice of Billy’s best friend Tommy, the kid who had blackmailed her into sucking and fucking him earlier that very day. Sharon’s heart sank, it wasn’t just Tommy that was with Billy either, there was also two other young teenagers that the curvy blonde woman didn’t recognize, no doubt other friends from his high school.
“Hi Billy, Tommy,” Sharon said the surprise of the boys’ arrival evident in her expression.
“These are my mates from school,” Billy told her, gesturing to the two boys. “Dougie and Clint.”
Dougie was a tank lanky young man that dwarfed the rest of his friends, he had to be well over six feet tall. His companion Clint was about the same height as Billy and Tommy, but much stockier. He had a rough looking, brutish face and his eye gazed at Sharon’s sexy body with an undisguised lust that sent a shiver down Sharon’s spine.
“Hi Mrs Johnson,” the two boys greeted her as Billy headed for the lounge with his three friends in tow.
“Hi boys,” replied Sharon as they all walked past her, she blushed a little as Tommy winked at her on the way past.
The four eighteen years old sat down in the lounge and Billy flicked on the television, flicking through the stations till he found the football.
“Can I get you boys anything?” Sharon asked, feeling a little awkward with all four pairs of eyes on her.
“A beer would be great,” Clint suggested.
Sharon frowned, they’d let Billy drink beer on occasion, but he wasn’t twenty-one yet so she didn’t think she should be encouraging the teenagers to drink. “I don’t think that’s a good idea, how about Cokes?” she offered in reply.
Billy’s face darkened at her refusal and he stood up. He walked purposefully across the room, taking Sharon by the arm and leading her into the kitchen so he could talk to her privately.
“What the fuck was that about?” Billy demanded.
Sharon was really baffled now, “What are you talking about William?” she asked.
“The beer.”
“You’re not old enough..” Sharon started to reply.
Billy cut her off, “Listen here. Tonight you’re our slave, do you understand?”
“Billy I…” Sharon again started to protest.
“You’re going to do everything I command!” Billy insisted. “I heard what you did with Tommy and I’m not happy.”
Sharon paled, “It wasn’t my fault William, I..”
“I don’t want to hear it, and tonight you’ll call me ‘sir’”
“Yes,” Sharon hesitated, Billy sounded so assertive, so commanding, so sexy, “..sir,” she finished.
“That’s better. If you’re good tonight I’ll forgive you for what happened with Tommy,” Billy told her. He wrapped an arm around her slim waist and pulled her in against him, their bodies pressed together. His hand slid up her side from her hip, brushing across her full breasts and then reaching to her face where he softly stroked her cheek. “Do you understand Mom?”
Sharon nodded, his dominating behavior turning her on even though she tried to resist it. “Yes sir.”
Billy released her. “Excellent! Now go play good little waitress and get me and my friends a beer!”
“Right away sir!” Sharon said, warming up to the idea of trying to make things up to her stepson. As Billy headed back towards the football game, Sharon hurried to the fridge to grab four of her husband’s bottles of beers for the teenagers.
Doing her best waitress impersonation, Sharon served up the four beers to the guys. She had to bend low to hand the drinks to every boy, unconsciously giving the others a great view of her incredible ass as she bent forward to give each one their beer. The back of her sexy g-string was visible above her low-slung pants and the view excited the boys even more. When she bent over to give Billy the last of the beers, Tommy reached over and pinched her on the ass. She abruptly straightened up, yelping in surprise at the other teenager’s boldness. She couldn’t believe he just grabbed her ass in front of Billy and the others.
“Shhh!” hissed Billy impatiently at her outburst, before she could say anything to Tommy. “I’m watching the game.”
Sharon bit her tongue to stop from snapping angrily. “Sorry sir,” she said quietly and then headed for the door.
“How about some food?” suggested Clint, just as she reached the door. Sharon froze.
“Yeah, get us some chips or something,” ordered Billy.
“Okay sir,” said Sharon, heading back in the direction of the kitchen.
“She’s a good little waitress,” Sharon heard Clint say with a laugh as she left.
“Your Mom’s hot!” Dougie added, causing all four of them to laugh. Sharon couldn’t help but blush as she listened in to their conversation while she pulled out a packet of potato chips from the cupboard.
“Stepmom,” Billy corrected emphatically.
“Wish I had a sexy blonde waitress at my place,” continued Clint.
“With a big rack,” this was added by Tommy this time. Sharon couldn’t believe the way Billy’s best friend was acting today. He’d always been so shy in the past, maybe something to do with him losing his virginity at Sharon’s hand earlier on that morning.
All four boys laughed at Tommy’s observation.
“You guys ever been to Chevy’s Bar?” asked Dougie, who got no reply from the others. Due to his height he’d been able to get in bars while all the others wouldn’t have a hope of getting past the bouncers. “The waitress’s there are topless,” he told them, grinning broadly.
“That’s where we need to go!” Clint said excitedly, all four of them were only half watching the football game on TV at this stage.
“Topless Waitress huh?” repeated Billy thoughtfully.
“Yeah,” Dougie confirmed enthusiastically, “and if you tip them they sit in your lap for a bit.”
“Sweet!” said Tommy, just as Sharon returned to the room with the bowl of chips and put in on the coffee table in front of the couch that Dougie and Clint were seated on.
“Could you do us a favor Mom?” Billy asked her, his tone surprisingly soft compared to the tone he had used when they had spoken alone in the kitchen.
“Sure William,” replied Sharon automatically. She bit her lip as she realized she had not called him sir like she had been ordered to.
If he noticed he didn’t say anything. “Me and the guys wanna know what it’s like to have a topless waitress,” Billy told her, and she immediately paled. “Can you take your shirt off for us and get us another beer?”
Sharon opened her mouth in surprise, trying to say something in reply. She was literally speechless at his suggestion. Sharon couldn’t believe her stepson was trying to make her do something like that in front of all his friends.
“That’d be soo cool Mrs Johnson!” Tommy said eagerly.
“Yeah take your top off!” Clint said in excitement.
Sharon was still stunned, how could Billy do this? And how could these boys actually expect her do go through with it.
“Come on Mom, be our topless waitress.”
The firm tone of Billy’s voice was not lost of Sharon. She didn’t want to disappoint her stepson, and after all he and Tommy had already seen her naked before. Sharon stood frozen in the center of the room, all four boys eyes firmly on her, their expressions filled with lust. The thought of exposing herself in front of the boys made Sharon’s stomach churn.
“Please Mrs Johnson?” Tommy said in his familiar begging tone of voice.
She was wearing a bra beneath her t-shirt, Sharon thought to herself, it was pretty harmless really wasn’t it? Sharon wanted to keep Billy happy, she absolutely hated the idea of him being mad at her, and she did owe him for betraying him with Tommy didn’t she?
“I don’t know if that’s a good idea..” Sharon began, still not convinced, but her determination was wavering. It would give the boys a harmless little thrill. She glanced over at Billy and saw that he had a black look of anger on his face. “Okay why not?” she said with a shrug that caused her full breasts to jiggle slightly under her shirt.
“Cool!” exclaimed Tommy. Dougie and Clint’s eyes widened at her agreement, that hadn’t for a second expected Billy’s sexy stepmother to actually agree to something like that.
“For real?” gasped Dougie in astonishment, he couldn’t help but stare at Sharon’s ample chest, her t-shirt tightly clinging to the large orbs of her breasts.
Sharon smiled shyly, suddenly feeling very self-conscious . She reached down and grabbed the bottom of her small t-shirt and tugged it up over her head, exposing her ample chest and white satin push up bra. All four boys sighed in admiration at the sight of her full tits, pushed up and almost exposed in her sexy brassiere.
“So what can I get you gentlemen to drink?” Sharon asked with a smile and a blush, doing her best waitress impression.
Clint was about to order a beer when Billy held up his hand to stop him. “That’s not a topless waitress,” Billy said. “Take off the bra too Mom.”
Sharon’s heart leapt up to her throat as Billy’s command caught her by surprise. She hadn’t even considered that Billy would ask her such a thing. “O..okay sir,” she stammered slightly as she agreed to his command. It made sense, after all she had agreed to be a topless waitress and she didn’t want to even imagine how upset Billy would be if she reneged on her agreement now.
Sharon reached behind her back to unhook her bra, the action pushing her expansive chest out even further, her full tits jutting invitingly towards the four eighteen year olds.
“Holy shit,” breathed Dougie softly as Sharon released the white bra and the satin cups fell away from Sharon’s big melons, revealing her incredible tits in all their naked glory. Although they weren’t fake they were well rounded and high placed, not even a hint of sag. The large mounds of firm flesh were topped by small dark nipples that jutted mouthwateringly from the center of her large jugs.
“What a rack,” gasped Clint in admiration.
Sharon’s blush deepened as all four boys stared lecherously at her. She stood awkwardly in the center of the room in front of the Television, trying to resist the temptation to cover her breasts with her arms.
“Four more beers please waitress,” said Billy, snapping them all out of their daze.
“Yes sir,” Sharon said with a nod, her heart soared as she looked over at Billy and saw the wide grin and look of happiness on Billy’s face.
Sharon had an extra bounce in her step as she paraded topless out of the room, her heavy tits jiggling as she moved and entrancing the four teenagers.
“I can’t believe she did that!” exclaimed Dougie as soon as Sharon had disappeared from view.
“Your Mom is the coolest!” agreed Tommy.
“The night is early still my friends,” Billy replied with a mysterious grin as he turned back to the football game, his groin tingling excitedly. The evening was shaped up very well so far.
Sharon returned quite soon and gave each young man a new beer, they all eagerly eyed the way her large tits hung as she bent to serve their beers. When she reached Clint, who was last to receive a beer the stocky teen pulled a one dollar bill from his pocket, waving it at Billy’s stepmother.
“What’s that for?” asked Sharon with a frown.
Clint grinned wickedly. “Dougie said that if you tip topless waitresses they sit on your lap,” he explained, licking his lips in anticipation.
Sharon glanced over at Billy for guidance, things were fast getting out of hand and she didn’t at all want to take things any further. Billy merely nodded at her. Feeling like an animal caught in the headlights of an oncoming truck Sharon nodded slightly and then carefully sat herself down on the edge of Clint’s knees, feeling very uncomfortable with the way the whole night was shaping up.
Clint wasn’t completely sure how far Billy’s mother could be pushed, but he planned to take a risk and make the most of the situation. He reached out and pulled her by her bare waist further back onto his lap. Sharon gasped as she was jerked backwards, falling against Clint as she felt her ass pulled right onto his groin. She felt a definite bulge pressed against her firm ass.
With one hand resting on Sharon’s hip Clint took a long swallow from his new beer. He then put it back on the table and rested his cold hand back on Sharon’s other hip. The lovely older woman wasn’t quite sure how to act as she perched unnervingly on the eighteen years old lap.
“This is soo cool,” breathed Clint as he pushed things to the next level, running his hand up from her hip to slide it across her right tit, letting the large orb fill his palm. Sharon gasped his shock as Clint gave her ample boob a squeeze. “Your Mom has some real nice hooters,” Clint murmured to Billy as he groped his friend’s hot stepmother. The teenager gave Sharon’s rapidly hardening nipple a pinch, sending a shiver down the older woman’s spine. Sharon realized things were getting a little out of hand so she stood up, prying herself out of Clint’s grasp.
“Yoo hoo!” called out Dougie, waving a dollar bill of his own as he won the race between him and Tommy, who was also going for his wallet, to be next to have Sharon on his lap.
The voluptuous blonde could hardly refuse Dougie after she had sat on Clint’s lap so she made her way over to the tall teen and sat gently on his lap.
Dougie, having seen how much Clint had already got away with was not so cautious. He immediately pulled her right into his lap, pressing her ass to his crotch as one of his hands came up without any hesitation to fondle Sharon’s big bare boobs. The gangly teen let out a low moan of appreciation as his big hand roughly kneaded Sharon’s right breast, her now hard nipple jutting against his palm as he squeezed and massaged the huge melon.
“Oh wow!” he breathed as his free hand rose to her left breast and he squeezed one full jug in each hand, their weight and firmness amazing him. Sharon felt the hardness of his erection jutting against her ass as she shifted slightly on his lap, his fondling a little too vigorous for her comfort or pleasure. Dougie’s hands pinched at Sharon’s nipples, shaking her tits and watching, entranced as the ample flesh quivered and shook across her chest.
“This is much better than Chevy’s!” Dougie enthusiastically told the others as he rolled the tips of Sharon’s big boobs around with his fingers.
“My turn!” called out Tommy, waving a five dollar note above his head, which he had finally managed to extract from his wallet.
Sharon didn’t hesitate, and immediately extracted herself from Dougie’s groping hands and made her way over to where Tommy sat, the baby-faced eighteen year’s old face plainly exhibiting his excitement. As Sharon got close, Tommy impatiently reached out and dragged her onto his lap. She practically fell forwards, somehow ending up straddling his lap, face to face with the horny young man.
With the throbbing swell of his crotch pressing directly against Sharon’s pussy, Tommy’s hands reached around behind her, grabbing her by her nicely rounded ass and pulling her tight against him. Sharon gasped in surprise as Tommy buried his face between her bare breasts and squeezed her firm buttocks in his groping hands. The normally shy young man rubbed his face in Sharon’s cleavage, moaning heavily as her soft breasts pressed against his cheeks.
“Take it easy Tommy,” Sharon said softly. Ignoring her request, Tommy kneaded Sharon’s supple ass and ground his hips up off his seat, practically dry humping her as he began to lick her full breasts.
Dougie and Clint watched on wide eyed as Tommy enjoyed their friend’s stepmother. As much fun as they had with her, Tommy was pushing it to a new level.
“That’s enough Tommy!” snapped Sharon, struggling with the boy and trying to push his head away from her bosom as he started to suck one of her hard nipples into his mouth. As she wrestled free from the teenager, Sharon fell backwards off his lap, landing on the floor, her bare tits wobbling wildly over her chest and the air whooshing from her lungs.
Dougie had a slightly worried expression on his face, perhaps they had taken this game a bit too far? So far Sharon was playing along, but this was all too weird to be true.
Without a word of complaint, Sharon climbed to her feet, looking over at Billy, expecting to see him holding out a tip for her. Billy however kept his money in his pocket, happy to sit back and direct the action at this point in time, content in the knowledge he could have Sharon whenever he wanted to.
“Have you guys ever seen a real naked woman?” Billy asked the other guys.
Dougie and Clint both shook their heads. Sharon’s stomach flipped again, immediately knowing exactly where Billy was heading with this.
“Would you like to see Sharon here take off the rest of her clothes?” Billy asked them. Tommy sat quietly knowing his questions were directed at the other two.
They both nodded without a word, Clint’s eyes darting between Billy and his stepmother, trying to tell if she would suddenly snap and things would go back to reality.
Billy now addressed his stepmother. “Why don’t you take off those trousers?” he suggested. “Show the guys that cute ass of yours.”
“Billy..” began Sharon, trying to quickly think of an excuse not to go through with it.
“Go on Mrs Johnson,” urged Tommy. “You’ve got a great body, don’t be ashamed.”
“I think this has gone far enough,” Sharon said, one final protest before she gave herself completely over to her stepson and his friends.
“Take them off,” Billy firmly instructed her.
Her defenses gone, Sharon unfastened the front of her tight black hipsters and pushed them down over her sleek thighs, she was now almost naked in front of the four eighteen year olds, only a g-string to cover herself with.
“Holy shit,” gasped Dougie softly.
“Turn around,” this time the order came from Tommy instead of Billy, but Sharon did as she was told, turning to display her fantastic heart shaped ass, only the skimpy strap of the tiny g-string covering it.
“She looks like a stripper! What an ass!” exclaimed Clint, practically drooling at the sight of the incredibly sexy blonde.
“Bend over Mrs Johnson!” suggested Dougie. Sharon leant forward, resting her hands on her knees as she thrust her shapely ass out so the boys could get a better look at it. They could see the bulge of her pubic mound pressing against her white g-string between her ass-cheeks as she bent forward. Sharon’s ass looked so firm and smooth, every one of the four teens now had a throbbing erection.
“Okay, now lose the panties,” Billy commanded her.



Sharon straightened up and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her g-string and peeled it down to her ankles, as she leant forward the boys all got a flash of her now bare pussy.
“Oh. My. God!” groaned Dougie laughing. “This is too much!”
“Turn back around,” Billy told her. Sharon turned to face them, now completely naked, they all gazed at her sexy body in open admiration and lust.
“She’s fucking gorgeous!” commented Dougie, the way the four boys talked about her as if she were not even there, as if she were a picture or something made Sharon feel even sexier and aroused herself. For some reason the idea of being a sexual object for these four young men aroused her beyond belief.
Billy letting the others have a moment to take in the incredible sight of his stepmother before he sent her off to get them all another beer, even though their current one’s had been barely touched.
“This is the best Billy!” said Clint, “you fucking rule man!”
“Hell yeah!” agreed Dougie.
“How would you like her to suck your cock?” Billy asked them.
After seeing Billy’s hot stepmother strip off and let them play with her tits, Dougie and Clint thought that nothing could surprise them again. They were wrong.
“You’re shitting us?” Clint said in disbelief, although everything he had seen so far suggested that Billy was deadly serious.
“How would you like to fuck her?” Billy asked.
“Oh God!” groaned Dougie, rubbing his rock hard erection through his pants. “Are you messing with us? Is this candid camera or something?”
Billy didn’t respond to Dougie’s questions. “Let’s play a little game,” Billy said, grinning to himself as he warmed up to the idea. “Pick a team,” he said Dougie, pointing to the football.
Dougie shrugged, his mind still firmly fixated on the memory of Billy’s naked stepmother, the football was the last thing on his mind. “I dunno, New York,” he replied.
Billy nodded. “Okay here’s the deal. If New York score next then you get to do Mom.” He then turned to Clint. “If Dallas score then you get her first Clint. That sound good?”
“Hell yeah!” Clint eagerly agreed.
“And don’t worry if your team doesn’t score,” Billy added. “We’ll all get a turn tonight.”
The four boys turned back to the football game with renewed interest.
“This is amazing!” exclaimed Dougie, adjusting the crotch of his pants in anticipation.
“Go Dallas!” Clint cried out, grinning from ear to ear.
By the time Sharon returned with another four beers, neither of the teams had scored. She served the four boys their drinks, still naked, putting up with a few pinches and gropes. Then Billy called her over to sit on the floor beside his chair and watch the game with them.
For Dougie and Clint it was a painfully long eighteen minutes before a touchdown was scored.
“Yes!!” yelled Dougie at the top of his lungs when New York scored a touchdown off a thirty three yard pass. He leapt excitedly to his feet, whooping for joy, giddy with excitement.
“Ah shit!” grunted Clint in disappointment, slumping back in his chair.
“Congratulations Dougie,” Billy said calmly. He then turned to Sharon, “Crawl over to Dougie Mom, and give him his reward.”
Sharon nodded subserviently and got up onto her hands and knee’s, crawling towards Dougie who had stopped jumping around and now stood, rather nervously, watching the sexy older woman crawl towards him, her curvy ass swaying with each movement and her immense breasts jiggling beneath her.
“Sit down Dougie,” Billy ordered him as Sharon was almost to him. “Take his cock out Mom,” he ordered Sharon as she stopped in front of the tall teenager, still kneeling.
Sharon took a deep breath to steady herself and then reached for the front of Dougie’s pants, carefully unzipping his fly with her manicured nails.
“Oh fuck!” groaned Dougie, trembling in anticipation, he’d never got very far with a girl, this was a dream come true.
Dougie’s cock was as hard as a rock and the tip was glistening with precum. Sharon pulled his long shaft out of his pants and stroked it gently in her soft hands as she knelt in front of him, waiting for further instructions. The tall teenager moaned softly as Sharon’s fingers glided up the length, one of her fingernails gently tracing the slit at the head.
Dougie looked over at Billy almost pleadingly.
“She’s your prize dude,” Billy said with a chuckle. “You tell her what to do.”
“Suck on it!” Dougie almost choked at Sharon, he was so overcome with lust. The stunning blonde woman smiled up at him, eager to taste another cock. She paused for a moment to slowly lick her full lips with her pink tongue, then she bent over Dougie’s lap and without any preamble she sucked his hard cock deep into her mouth. Sharon knew that if she toyed with Dougie too much he would probably cum prematurely so she immediately started working his cock in her mouth.
“Oh fuck!” gasped Dougie, arching his back and thrashing slightly in on the couch as Sharon swallowed the entire length of his cock in one smooth movement. Her lips were wrapped around the base of his cock with the shaft buried in her throat. “Fuck!” he repeated as he felt her tongue twitching just under the sensitive head of his cock.
Sharon held him deep in her throat for a moment and then backed off slightly, sucking forcefully on the tip of his cock. The tall eighteen year old groaned again as Sharon started to bob her head over his lap, his hard cock sliding unbelievably back and forth between the tight seal of her lips.
Dougie wasn’t sure if it was the incredible sensation of his cock skimming over Sharon’s quivering tongue or the mere sight of Billy’s gorgeous stepmother on her knees in front of him with her lips wrapped around his cock, but he was more turned on than he had ever been and was dangerously close to losing his load. As if sensing his impending orgasm, Sharon drew back off his cock, sitting back on her heels and getting toying with his balls with her fingertips.
“My pussy feels even better than my mouth Dougie,” Sharon said softly to the boy.
Dougie let out a strangled grunt of lust as he lurched to his feet, moving around behind Sharon who braced herself on the edge of the couch. With her bent forward in the doggy style position, Dougie knelt behind her, taking hold of her hip with one hand as he used the other to guide his trembling cock towards her dripping wet pussy.
“I can’t believe I’m actually gonna fuck your Mom dude!” Dougie said to Billy as he pushed the tip of his penis towards her cunt-lips.
“Stepmother,” Billy corrected.
Dougie gave a long groan as he shoved his cock forward into the kneeling blonde, sinking deep into her pussy. His cock was enveloped in sudden clutching warmth, and she was right, it did feel even better than her mouth.
“I can’t believe how tight she is,” Dougie said to Clint, who was sitting on the couch beside the fucking pair, keenly watching the action.
“This is great!” Dougie said with a moan as he grabbed Sharon’s hips in his hands and started to slowly thrust against her. The sensations of actually fucking a woman was incredible so it took it slow, wanting to make this last for as long as he could stand.
“Bet you wished Dallas had scored eh Clint?” Tommy said with a laugh, watching the action.
“Lucky bastard Dougie!” Clint said with a laugh.
Dougie had an expression of absolute bliss on his face as he sawed his hard cock in and out of Sharon’s pussy, the slapping of his hips against her buttocks audible above the din of the still ongoing football game that no one was watching. “Hell yeah baby!” Dougie cried out, laughing almost hysterically as he fucked Billy’s sexy stepmom.
“Her other end is free now you know,” Billy pointed out to Clint.
“Huh?” Clint grunted, he hadn’t really been listening to what Billy had said, he was so engrossed in the hot action unfolding on the couch beside him.
“Her mouth is free,” Billy repeated.
“Really?” Clint asked, glancing from Billy to Sharon and back again. Despite everything that was happening in front of him the actual reality of getting any sex with Billy’s stepmom himself still seemed unreal.
“Go ahead!” urged Billy.
Clint glanced hesitantly at Sharon as if seeking her permission or approval, but with Dougie starting to fuck her more vigorously now she didn’t even look Clint’s way.
“Do it Clint!” Tommy egged him on, rubbing his own cock through his pants now. If Tommy hadn’t of fucked Sharon that morning he probably would have cum in his pants by now.
“She’s a great cocksucker dude!” Dougie added enthusiastically, the tall teen reached briefly under Sharon’s thrusting body to capture and squeeze one of her big tits before his hands returned to her hips to control the speed of their thrusts.
That was all the encouragement Clint needed, he unzipped his fly and tugged out his painfully hard cock and then knelt up on the couch. Clint shuffled his way in front of Sharon, putting his crotch between Sharon’s face and the back of the couch. Clint held the base of his cock with one hand and with the other he reached out and took a handful of hair from the top of Sharon’s head. He tugged her head up to face towards him and directed his dick towards her full red lips.
Sharon, who had heard none of their conversation, being so caught up in the vigorous fucking that Dougie was giving her, knew immediately what the other boy wanted. She obediently parted her lips as Clint fed this thick cock into her warm, wet mouth.
“Oh God!” groaned Clint, his moans joining Dougie’s to fill the room. Sharon’s mouth felt incredible. The busty stepmother immediately began to suck hard on the new cock that filled her mouth as Clint ran his fingers through her long blonde hair.
“This is fucking great buddy!” Dougie said across Sharon’s back to his friend, not once slowing down his lunges into her pussy.
“Tell me about it!” agreed Clint, his hips lunging forward as well, pushing his cock deeper into Sharon’s throat, his balls slapping into her chin.
Billy was now starting to get turned on himself as well, as he watched his gorgeous stepmother getting fucked from both ends. If only his father could see this now, what would he say? Billy smiled as he saw the absolute delight on Clint and Dougie’s faces, he should charge an admission for this stuff!
“I don’t think I’m gonna last much longer,” Dougie moaned aloud, running his hands across Sharon’s smooth back. He looked up at Clint, whose eyes were closed in pleasure. Clint had one hand on the top of Sharon’s head and was pushing her pretty face into his groin, his other was reaching underneath her and squeezing and groping at her heavily hanging tits.
“Should I pull out?” Dougie asked over his shoulder at Billy.
“No need,” Billy replied casually.
“Oh fuck!” grunted Dougie, at that very moment he felt his cock surge inside Sharon. He stopped the pumping of his hips and shoved his cock all the way to the base into Sharon’s tight cunt, holding it deep within her. “Oh fuck, I’m cumming!” he cried out as the cum burst from the tip of his cock, shooting into Sharon’s pussy.
Sharon moaned around the cock filling her mouth as she clearly felt Dougie’s cock pulsing and spurting inside her vagina. Dougie clutched desperately at Sharon’s hips and his loins jerked against her ass, all his control gone as he deposited his load inside Billy’s stepmother. “Holy fuck!” he groaned, his cock still shooting, it felt as though he was cumming in gallons. “Oh yeah,” he breathed, rolling his hips more gently now, coasting along as he enjoyed the last few bursts of his climax.
When he was finally spent he slipped backwards out of Sharon, causing a shudder of pleasure to run through the older woman’s body as his warm cock was pulled away. Without pausing Sharon managed to pull her mouth off Clint’s cock, despite the boy’s insistent hands and pushed him down so that he was sitting on the ouch in front of her. Desperate to once again full her suddenly empty pussy, Sharon moved up onto the couch, straddling Clint. She reached between her legs and took hold of the boys thick cock, steering it towards the lips of her vagina. With a loud moan of her own Sharon sat down on Clint’s cock, feeling his hard length sliding into her pussy.
“Oh God!” gasped Clint as Sharon mounted him, his hands rose to her curvy hips as the busty blonde began to move herself up and down on his hard pole. Dougie was right, this fucking thing was great! Sharon started to hump herself up and down on Clint’s cock, it was shorted that Dougie’s but considerably wider, it felt fantastic.
Sharon rolled her hips and really started to fuck the young man beneath her, she wanted to feel his cum shooting within her. Clint’s hands rose up from her hips to cup and squeeze her big tits that were swaying in front of his face. He moaned and pressed his face into her cleavage, squeezing and pressing the ample mounds together around his cheeks and smothering himself in her ample assets.
Billy suddenly stood up from his seat and moved behind were Sharon was riding Clint’s lap. He unzipped his fly and drew out his cock, stroking it in anticipation. Billy reached out and took Sharon by the shoulders, pulling her back towards him. His busty stepmother lost her balance slightly as she fell back towards Billy, only the thick cock buried in her cunt stopped her from tipping off Clint’s lap. Her full tits slipped from Clint’s hands as Billy lent her right back so that she was lying horizontal on Clint’s lap, his cock still stuffed into her cunt.
Holding Sharon up from falling by his hands under her shoulders Billy stepped forward so that he was straddling her face and lowered his hanging testicles down towards her mouth. Sharon immediately started to lap at his offering with her tongue, her soft hands reaching up to stroke the cock she loved so much above the balls she was licking.
Keeping his cock buried in Sharon’s clutching pussy, Clint rose up on the couch onto his knees so he could get a better angle of attack on Sharon’s cunt. He held her by the hips and started to fuck her rapidly, loving the feel of the new angle Billy had pulled her into.
Sharon pulled Billy’s cock downwards so that it was pointed down vertically towards her mouth and she opened wide. Billy bent his knees and fed his erection into his stepmother’s warm mouth, letting out a gentle sigh of satisfaction. “That’s it Mom,” he moaned as he started to pump his hard cock in and out between her lips by bending and flexing his knee’s. “Suck my cock.”
Clint lifted Sharon’s legs up so that they were resting on his shoulders and her position was not quite so awkward. He then held her by the legs and really started to fuck into her hard, each of his rough thrusts shoving her against Billy and causing his cock to go deeper and deeper.
“Oh yeah, that’s good Mom, suck my cock,” repeated Billy, the angle of her leant back head was perfect for deep throating, his cock sliding all the way to the base each time he dipped it down and fed it into her mouth.
“I’m gonna cum soon too!” gasped Clint as he pounded away at Sharon’s other end, his eyes fixed on the sight of Billy’s big cock disappearing into Sharon’s mouth. His earlier blowjob had felt fantastic and he loved the way the sexy older woman looked with a cock between her lips. “Can I cum in her mouth?” Clint asked Billy.
Billy hesitated a moment, he was loving the way his blowjob was feeling, then he relented. “Okay dude,” he said, pulling out of his stepmother’s warm mouth. “It’s all yours.”
It took a moment for the two boys to extract themselves from Sharon’s orifices and get Sharon back on her knee’s. Clint then stood up in front of her and fed his trembling cock once again into her warm mouth. Sharon had a pretty sore jaw from the deep assault of Billy’s cock but she did not want to let Clint down who was obviously very excited at the idea of cumming in her mouth. Besides she had quite liked the way he had tasted when she had sampled him before, it amazed her how much variety in cum flavors she had sampled recently.
More aroused than ever, Clint held Sharon’s head tightly in his hands and immediately started to pump his cock forcefully in and out of Sharon’s mouth, fucking her pretty face as if it was her cunt. He had no care for if she was enjoying it, only interested in getting himself off and seeing that pretty mouth of hers filled with sperm.
Clint’s balls slapped against Sharon’s chin as he worked her mouth, pulling on her hair as shoving his cock deeper and deeper. “Oh shit, here it comes…!” he let out a startlingly loud shout of pleasure as his seed rocketed into the back of Sharon’s throat, almost gagging her. The submissive stepmother immediately started to swallow, eagerly drinking down the rough teen’s cum as he shot rope after rope of his hot sticky cum into her mouth. Clint groaned loudly and clutched at her head, pushing her hard into his crotch as he spent himself between her full lips.
“Holy fuck that was fucking incredible!” murmured Clint when he finally stepped back from the kneeling blonde, his penis glistening with saliva and the cum sucked completely clean from the tip.
“My turn now?” asked Tommy eagerly as he stood up and walked towards where Sharon was kneeling. He stepped in front of her, holding his hard cock out towards her lips.
Sharon reached up and took his penis in her hands, leaning forward and swiping her tongue around the glistening tip. Her jaw was getting really sore now after the violent face fucking she had endured from Clint so she was not keen to suck more cock till she’d rested it.
“God you’re sexy,” breathed Tommy as she licked up the underside of his shaft. He reached down and cupped his hand over one of her plump DD tits, giving it a squeeze of appreciation.
This gave Sharon an idea, she slid her hands up under her heavy breasts and lifted them up towards Tommy’s cock as she twirled her tongue around the head. Tommy gave a small whimper of pleasure as Sharon wrapped her big tits around his hard cock and started to rub them up and down the shaft. He bent his knees slightly and placed his hands on her shoulders for leverage and started to thrust forward to meet the movement of her boobs, fucking her tits.
“Your Mom’s a real slut dude,” laughed Dougie as he picked up his peer and took a seat back on the couch, his attention now divided between young Tommy fucking Sharon’s tits in the center of the room to the football game unfolding on the TV screen.
“I’ve always loved your big boobies Mrs Johnson,” breathed Tommy as he continued his boob-balling efforts, as the tip of his cock jutting out from the top of her cleavage, Sharon bent her head forward and licked it with her tongue. “Ahh!” he moaned in pleasure at the touch of her wet tongue, this was such a fantasy come true for the young teenager he wouldn’t last much longer.
“That’s it Tommy!” Clint encouraged from the couch, “Fuck those big titties!”
With each thrust of Tommy’s hips he jammed his cock into Sharon’s cleavage, her breasts jiggling wildly as his hard cock thrust between them. Sharon licked the head of Tommy’s cock again and he started to moan loudly. Sharon let go of her tits and wrapped her soft hand around Tommy’s trembling cock, rapidly stroking him, jerking him off with the head of his cock pointed at her tits.
“Oh man!” gasped Tommy as Sharon’s hand was a blur over his cock. He gave a sudden grunt, his knee’s sagging slightly as he came, sperm bursting out from his cock and splashing over Sharon’s tits. “Oh fuck!” he groaned as Sharon’s skillful hand milked his cock. He grunted and another rope of sticky cum splattered onto Sharon’s chest. “Oh wow!” he moaned as the beautiful woman squeezed the last of his cream out. She leant down and sucked the head of Tommy’s cock into her warm mouth, bathing him in heat as she sucked him clean.



Before Sharon could even finish polishing Tommy’s cock Billy had grabbed her by a handful of her long blonde hair and tugged her painfully to her feet. He shoved her against the back of his chair, bending her forwards over it to do her doggy style. Sharon was exhausted and thoroughly fucked so she didn’t have the energy to object as her stepson bent her over the chair and shoved his big cock up into her well-fucked pussy.
“Go Billy!” cheered Clint, raising his beer in a mock salute.
“Yeah buddy,” grinned Dougie, “Fuck your Mom!”
“Stepmother!” Billy corrected between grunts as he roughly fucked Sharon. One of his hands still had a handful of her hair and he pulled on it, causing her to arch her back towards him as he thrust against her. Billy pounded faster with his hips, his balls slapping against her as he rammed deep. He was fast approaching his own orgasm, extremely horny from watching all his friends have a turn with Sharon. Up until today he hadn’t been allowed to cum inside her pussy, today he planned to change that.
Keeping a fistful of soft blonde hair in one hand Billy thrust against Sharon’s ass, his cock sliding rapidly in and out of her clutching cunt. With his other hand he slapped the side of Sharon’s ass, almost as if he was whipped a horse to go faster.
“Here it comes Mom,” grunted Billy, slamming his cock deep into her. For some reason he had no problem calling her Mom, but if anyone else suggested it he would remind them she was only his stepmother. “Ahhh!” Billy’s cock surged inside Sharon’s womb, filling her with his seed. The fact it was her stepson cumming in her barely registered in Sharon’s mind, she was so overwhelmed by the sudden orgy.
Billy’s hips jerked against her in short, sharp stabs as he shot his wad within her pussy. “Oh yes! Oh fuck!” he gasped and moaned, releasing Sharon’s hair and causing her head to drop forward.
Breathing heavily, Billy remained buried in his young stepmother’s cunt for a few minutes, soaking in the pleasure of their act. He finally withdrew and Sharon went weak at the knees, stumbling slightly as he pulled out of her.
“Go get us another beer waitress,” Billy ordered her as he sunk back down into his chair.
“You’re a fucking legend Billy!” Dougie said to his friend as his mother headed obediently back out to the kitchen to serve the four teens.
“You owe me big time for this,” Billy reminded them both.
“No argument there dude,” agreed Dougie with a laugh.
There were a few minutes of silence as the four eighteen year olds drank on their current beers and returned their attention to the football game. Sharon had taken the time in the kitchen to have a drink herself and get a little cleaned up so it was almost ten minutes before she returned with their new beers. As Billy’s voluptuous, naked stepmother gave them all another beer, Clint suddenly leapt to his feet, whooping for joy.
“Touchdown Dallas baby!” he cried out, pointing gleefully at the television. The other three guys seemed a little surprised by his outburst. Clint turned to Sharon, “Get over here and start sucking bitch,” he told her. “Time for my reward this time.”
Sharon’s expression blackened a little, despite the submissive role she had found herself in she didn’t appreciate Clint calling her names.
“That’s true Mom, you have to reward him,” said Billy with a laugh before Sharon could complain.
Grinning broadly Clint sat back in the couch, sipping on his beer as Sharon crawled over and knelt on the floor in front of him. She pulled out his cock, which was limp and a little sticky from their earlier encounter and put it in her mouth, suckling on it and feeling the blood surging in. Clint rested his hand gently on Sharon’s head and let her go to work on him, this time not fucking her face as he had done earlier to sate his initial lust, but letting her do all the work.
The other three lads watched Sharon work his cock for a few minutes, but their attentions soon drifted back to the football. Sharon began to bob her head up and down on Clint’s hard shaft as she felt it grow and stiffen, filling her mouth.
“Does she take it up the ass?” Clint asked Billy after about fifteen minutes of Sharon’s oral attentions.
“Sure,” replied Billy with a casual nod and wave of his hand.
“Sweet!” exclaimed Clint, pulling Sharon’s head up from his lap and pushing her onto her hands and knee’s once again in the middle of the lounge.
Clint placed his hands on Sharon’s smooth buttocks, pulling them apart slightly and exposing the puckered hole of her ass. Clint’s cock was almost dripping saliva from the thorough mouth-job Sharon had given him and her own gorgeous body was glistening with sweat from the afternoon activities. Clint spat on Sharon’s ass for a little extra lubrication and then used the tip of his cock to spread it into her anus. Sharon gasped as she felt the thick head of Clint’s cock prodding at her asshole.
“God that’s tight,” he commented as he started to slowly push his hard cock into Sharon’s ass. Sharon moaned at his painful intrusion, her body taking a moment to relax before he could push deeper. “Oh yeah bitch!” grunted Clint as he pushed more of his cock into Sharon’s tight ass. He took hold of her by the hips and started to slowly thrust against her, beginning to fuck her ass in earnest.
Sharon moaned as the young teenager’s thick cock started to pump into her ass, each rough lunge driving her forward. With each thrust he now pushed his entire cock into Sharon’s tight anus, and his nuts slapped against her pussy. “This is fucking incredible!” gasped Clint as he squeezed his cock into her again, her extended oral work over coupled with her sweet ass meant he was already close to orgasm.
Clint started to roughly pound Sharon’s ass, moaned louder and louder. “Ahh!” he let out a sudden grunt and shoved his cock to the hilt into Sharon’s ass. His buttocks twitched as he unloaded into the kneeling blonde, groaning and gasping. “Oh shit!” he grunted, his fingers sinking into Sharon’s ass as he spent himself completely. Clint pulled out of Sharon’s tight rear passage, his cock glistening. Sharon fell forward, breathing heavily.
“I can’t believe I fucked your stepmother up the fucking ass!” Clint said to Billy, beaming with pride.
“I’ve gotta have a turn at that!” exclaimed Tommy as he got up and pushed Clint aside. The eager young man lifted Sharon’s hips back up, pulling her ass in towards his crotch. His cock was already hard from watching Clint have his way with the mature blonde so he lined the head of his erection up with Sharon’s well lubricated anus, not caring that he was having sloppy seconds. “I hope your ass is ready for me Mrs Johnson,” Tommy told her. Sharon did not bother to mention that Clint’s cock was considerably bigger than young Tommy’s so she was more than ready.
Tommy gave a deep throaty moan as he pushed his cock into Sharon’s ass. “Fuck! You’re right Clint, this is great!” Tommy gasped as he grabbed Sharon by the hips and started to slowly pump into her ass. He looked down, enjoying the sight of his hard cock sliding in and out of the beautiful woman’s asshole. He couldn’t believe that the woman he had such a crush on was actually letting him fuck her up the ass!
“Don’t mind if I join in there do you?” asked Billy as he stood up and walked towards Sharon’s front end.
“Hell, she’s your mother,” Tommy replied with a chuckle as he pumped away eagerly at her ass.
“Stepmother,” corrected Billy as he sat down in front of his stepmother. Sharon expected him to pull her mouth down onto his cock, but instead he laid down and slid underneath her. Billy shuffled all the way down so that his cock was lined up under Sharon’s pussy. He reached up and pulled her down towards him, Tommy having to sit back further on his heels to remain buried in her ass as Sharon was pulled down.
“Hey you fag!” joked Tommy, “Your fucking dick poked me!”
“Shut up jackass!” snapped back Billy as his cock found Sharon’s pussy and slid up into her. Sharon let out a loud groan of pleasure as she felt both of her holes suddenly filled with eighteen-year-old cock.
“Oh God!” gasped Sharon as the two young men, slightly awkwardly started to thrust into her. She felt completely and utterly jam-packed with cock.
“Jesus Christ!” murmured Dougie from the couch. “Never thought I’d see fucking double penetration outside a fucking porn movie!”
“Her mouth’s free Dougie,” suggested Tommy as he fucked away at Sharon’s asshole. This was all so fantastic, Tommy’s cock was harder than it had ever been.
Dougie didn’t have to be asked twice. He almost ran over to Sharon’s face, lifting her head up in both his hands and feeding his long cock in between her lips. Sharon immediately started to suck at Dougie’s cock as he began to slide it in and out across her hot tongue. “Triple timing!” Dougie laughed as the three boys worked Billy’s stepmother over.
For the next few minutes no one said a word, the room filled with slapping flesh and groans of pleasure as the three teenagers pumped away at Sharon’s respective orifices, lost in their own gratification.
Tommy was the first to lose it, he let out a loud moan of pleasure and rammed his cock deep into Sharon’s ass, his whole body shaking as he came, pumping a second load of sticky cum into Sharon’s ass. “Oh fuck Mrs Johnson! I’m cumming!” Tommy cried, rapidly emptying himself. “Oh yeah!” he breathed, slowly pumping into her ass as he finished his climax. He pulled out reasonably quickly, his cock very sensitive to the fact he could feel Billy’s cock pumping her pussy through the thin membrane separating them.
Dougie gave Sharon’s mouth a few more thrusts and then stepped back away from her as well, letting Billy have his stepmother all to himself.
“You know, we’re actually missing a pretty good game of ball here,” Clint pointed out to Dougie as the other boy returned to his seat on the couch.
“Fuck the football,” scoffed Dougie, “look at that bitch go!” He pointed to where Sharon was riding her stepson, he big tits jiggling as she bounced up and down on his cock, no longer constrained by the other two dicks inside her.
Billy reached up and started squeezing and playing with Sharon’s big tits, his hips hunching up off the lounge floor to meet Sharon’s bounces. Billy abruptly stopped pumping up and pushed Sharon off him, climbing up to stand in front of her.
“Come on guys,” he called to the other three. “Circle jerk time!”
Clint was immediately up standing next to Billy, his cock in hand pointed at Sharon as she remained obediently kneeling before them. Tommy and Dougie were a little slower, Tommy’s cock limp as he’d just finished shooting his load.
All four teenagers started to stroke their cocks, pointing them at Sharon. The lovely blonde leant forward and licked the head of Billy’s cock as he rapidly jerked on the shaft, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head and causing her stepson to moan. She then turned to Clint beside him and sucked the head of his thick cock into her mouth, the slightly foul taste of his cum and her ass still present. While Sharon bobbed her head over Clint’s cock, behind her Dougie reached down and grabbed her hand, bringing it to his own cock. She immediately started to stroke his cock, giving him a clumsy handjob as she sucked Clint’s growing cock.
“My turn!” said Tommy, grabbing Sharon’s head and pulling her off Clint’s cock. He then fed her his own, still limp cock which she immediately began dutifully suckling on.
“You guys almost ready?” asked Billy with a slight moan.
“Close,” agreed Clint as Sharon’s free hand rose to work on his cock.
“Oh fuck that’s good!” gasped Dougie as Sharon swapped cocks, leaning over to suck the tall lanky teens erection.
“Get ready Mom,” groaned Billy, his hand a blur on his cock. Sharon gave one last long suck on Dougie’s cock before she sat back on her heels, closing her eyes and opening her mouth, ready to receive the four boys loads.
“Drown her in it!” grunted Clint. He gave a strangled grunt as his cock burst, his load shooting out and striking Sharon on the side of her cheek. “Oh yeah!” he gasped, another rope shooting her in the forehead. Beside him Billy gave a moan of his own as he also unloaded, his cum shooting more accurately, going directly into Sharon’s open mouth. Sharon moaned as the two boys drenched her in their loads.
Tommy, who was only partially erect, far to worn out from his previous explosion in her ass to actually cum now, stepped back, breathing heavily and watching Clint and Billy cumming on Mrs Johnson.
Off on her other side Dougie was stroking rapidly at his hard cock, but was unable to cum.
“Oh yeah! That was great!” gasped Clint as he finished milking his load onto Sharon. She opened her eyes, sensing the boys were done and then sucked first Billy, then Clint into her warm mouth, washing their spent penis’s clean with her tongue.
“You limp dicks,” Clint laughed at Dougie and Tommy as he got his cock cleaned off in Sharon’s willing mouth.
“Alright, go get cleaned up Mom,” Billy told her as he sat back down on his chair, breathing heavily.
The four teenagers all sat back down to watch the end of the football game, their cocks spent and lust sated.
“This has been the best football game ever!” Clint enthusiastically told his friend Billy.
“Hell yeah!” agreed Dougie. “So can we come around next week to watch the football?” he asked. He was still a little horny and frustrated that he hadn’t been able to cum during the circle jerk.
“Nah, my Dad will be home next week,” Billy replied.
“Bummer.”
They watched quietly for the next ten minutes or so and Sharon returned, all cleaned up and started to clear away their empty beer bottles. Tommy called her over to him and pulled her down onto his lap and he began to casually play with her big tits, squeezing and fondling them as he half-heartedly watched the football game.
The game was almost over and twenty minutes later the full time hooter sounded.
“Well, we’d better get going now Billy,” said Clint, yawning in contentment.
“Yeah I guess so,” Dougie said with some disappointment. “Any time you want to do this again just let me know though dude!”
Billy chuckled. “Will do.”
They got up and Billy showed them to the door. “Are you going to come and say goodbye Mom?” Billy asked Sharon who was still sitting on Tommy’s lap enduring his eager groping.
“I haven’t finished using her yet!” complained Tommy as Sharon started to get up, extracting his hands from her breasts.
“Shut up Tommy!” snapped Billy as he led Dougie and Clint to the front door.
“Thanks again Billy,” said Clint.
“Hang on,” said Billy. “Mom, you should kiss them goodbye first,” he said to his naked stepmother.
Sharon nodded docilely and stepped over to Clint, putting her arms around his neck and pressing her lips softly to his. She intended to just give him a quick peck, but Clint was having none of that. His arms wrapped around her waist and pulled her tightly against him as his tongue slid hungrily into her mouth. Both his hands slid down to cup and squeeze her lovely firm ass as he lustfully French kissed her. After a full minute of plunging his tongue down her throat and kneading her ass he finally released her and she moved on to Dougie.
Dougie was a little more reserved. He merely ground his hard crotch against her thigh as his tongue ploughed her mouth.
“That’s not right,” Billy said with a frown once Dougie finished his kiss. “You should kiss their dicks goodbye, not their lips. After all it was their dicks that were entertaining you all evening.”
Sharon begged to differ on just who was entertaining who, but she didn’t argue with her stepson. Instead she went meekly to her knees in front of Clint, pulling out his very limp and spent cock. She lifted it in her soft hand and pressed her full lips to the head, soundly kissing him.
“You can do better than that,” urged Clint. Sharon sighed, she had a feeling she wasn’t going to get away with it that easily. The kneeling blonde parted her full lips and sucked Clint’s soft penis into her mouth, bathing him with heat and slurping noisily.
“Oh yeah, that’s the stuff!” groaned Clint in satisfaction, reaching down and stroking the top of her head. Sharon slurped away at Clint’s cock for a full minute before she finally released him and hobbled over on her knees to Dougie.
When she reached inside the taller boys pants his cock burst out at her, slapping against her cheek, fully erect.
“Oo, go Dougie boy,” laughed Clint as he saw his friend’s raging erection.
Dougie gave a deep moan as Sharon gave the throbbing head of his cock a wet kiss and then sucked him into her mouth. Her hand stroked at the base of his hard cock as she bobbed her head over the end, sucking heavily and noisily.
“Oh yeah, that’s great Mrs Johnson,” Dougie breathed, resting one hand on the top of her head and thrusting his hips to push his cock deeper into her mouth. “Suck that thing,” he gasped, pushing her head down further onto his cock.
Billy and Clint watched on with mild amusement as Dougie grabbed Sharon’s head in both hands and started to fuck her face roughly, Billy’s busty stepmother almost gagging on Dougie’s long cock. “Oh yeah!” grunted Dougie, desperate to relieve the growing urge in his loins. He thrust his cock deep into Sharon’s sucking mouth, each thrust slapping his balls into her pretty chin.
When he could take it no longer Dougie let out a roar of pleasure, his cum flooding into Sharon’s mouth, causing her to swallow frantically. Dougie thrust his cock deep as he shot his load, clutching her blonde head hard to his crotch as he gave a satisfied moan, finally spent.
“Okay..we can go now,” Dougie said to Clint, breathing heavily as he pulled his cock out of Sharon’s mouth.
Clint laughed and slapped his friend on the shoulder, “Okay then, let’s go stud.”
Billy closed the door behind his departing friends and headed back into the lounge with his sexy stepmother trailing behind him.
“Is it alright if I spend the night here?” Tommy asked as they returned.
“Sure buddy,” Billy said with a smile. “I’m sure we’ll have a lot of fun…”
to be continued…
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Day Two
Brandi Vavoom arrived the next day at the City Police Department running a little late. Brandi was a famous B-movie actress who was about to get her big shot in Hollywood, with a co-starring role as a police officer opposite Jean Claude Van Damme. Brandi’s agent had arranged with a friend of his for Brandi to spend a couple days with the police department, researching her upcoming role.
Yesterday she had gone on the road with Sergeant Tom Robertson to learn the ins and outs of basic uniformed police work. They’d even arrested an armed robber. Today she was to learn about undercover detective work.
The buxom blonde actress jogged up the front stairs of the station, her impressive bust jiggling inside her tight fitting blouse as she rushed through the front doors. Her stomach was fluttering like mad, she hadn’t been this nervous since her very first movie audition for a small role in the movie ‘Busty Surfer Aliens’.
“Sorry I’m late!” apologized Brandi as she burst through the doors and was greeted by Tom.
“No problem,” he assured her as he ushered her towards the uniform and equipment room.
“I thought I was going undercover today?” Brandi said in surprise when she saw Tom reaching for the tape measure again.
“You are,” Tom told her, “I just need to size you up for your disguise.”
“Oh, of course,” Brandi gave Tom a big smile. As Tom crouched down to measure her legs and hips again it never crossed her mind that he already had her measurements from the day before.
“Today you’re going to be working with the vice department,” Tom told her and he ran the tape measure up the inside of her thigh. She was wearing trousers today so he didn’t get such a good grope of her crotch as he had the day before.
“What’s the vice department?” Brandi asked with a frown as Tom ran the tape measure around her hips and butt then stood up in front of her.
“They deal with drugs and prostitution, you know, like Miami vice?” Tom explained as he measured her waist and chest just below her breasts.
“Oh yeah, cool!”
“What cup size did you say your breasts were again?” Tom asked her as he casually reached up with both hands and cupped her big tits through her blouse, hefting their impressive weight.
“Forty Double D,” Brandi replied as Tom started to nonchalantly squeeze and grope her tits.
“Ah that’s right,” said Tom, giving her tits once more squeeze then turning to the clothes wrack and picking out and undercover disguise for Brandi.
He gave Brandi a very skimpy pink tank top that looked more like a 34C than a 40DD, a tiny black leather mini-skirt and a pair of extremely high-heeled shoes.
“Is this it?” Brandi asked him, looking doubtfully at the skimpy collection of clothes in her hands.
“Yep.”
“What exactly is my cover going to be?”
“You’ll be disguised as a hooker,” Tom told her.
“Oh right,” Brandi said with a sigh of relief, now that she thought about it the costume was rather like the one she had worn in the movie ‘Vigilante Hookers 3’. She disappeared into the changing room as Tom hurried off to quickly arrange a few things with his friends for today’s adventure.
When he returned his breath was taken away at the sight of Brandi Vavoom in full prostitute attire. The skimpy pink top was several sizes too small and pushed her massive tits up and together, almost spilling them out of the garment and creating a mind-boggling cleavage that Tom ached to bury his face in. The super short mini-skirt displayed Brandi’s long legs, Tom had been so distracted with her big tits that he hadn’t noticed how good the actress’s legs were until now. Had she been a real hooker she would have made an absolute killing.
“You look perfect!” exclaimed Tom.
Brandi blushed a little, “Thanks.”
Tom led Brandi down to his car, this time an unmarked Cadillac for their undercover operation. On the way down Brandi turned the heads and raised the dicks of almost every man in the station. Tom helped Brandi into the car with a hand on her ass and then got in the other side.
He handed Brandi an earpiece as he got into the car. “Now you’re going to be working solo on this operation so make sure you’re careful,” Tom explained as he started up the engine. “If you feel you are in any danger, all you need to do is speak out loud and I’ll be able to hear you.”
“Okay,” Brandi nodded, looking a little nervous at the mention of danger.
“Don’t worry,” Tom assured her as they started on their way. “I’ll be listening the whole time and you’ll be completely safe.”
“Alright then. So what do I need to do for this?”
“Well you’ll be posing as a prostitute,” Tom told her, reaching over and patting her knee. “Our aim to arrest a few men for soliciting, catch them red handed.”
“Or red dicked,” Brandi said with a grin.
“Exactly. The signal for us to come in and arrest the men is ‘Just Push Play’. When you say those three words we’ll come and get them. Got it?”
“Just Push Play,” Brandi repeated.
“Good. Now the important thing to remember is that we can’t arrest them until they actually give you the money. It’s not a crime unless they pay you,” Tom told her carefully.
“Okay, I understand,” Brandi replied diligently.
“That’s very important,” stressed Tom. “They must physically give you the cash.”
“How much?” Brandi asked Tom.
“What?”
“How much should I get from them?” Brandi said.
“Oh right, maybe twenty for a blowjob, fifty for a fuck and a hundred for anything kinky,” Tom told her, picking prices pretty much at random.
“Okay.”
“Remember the signal is ‘Just Push Play’ and don’t forget to get the money first,” Tom instructed her one final time as he pulled the car into the side of the road.
“Are we here?” asked Brandi, looking out the windscreen of the car at the dodgy looking neighborhood Tom had taken her to.
“Yep this is it,” confirmed Tom. “Now I don’t want to blow your cover, so we’ll pretend I’m your latest customer dropping you off. I’ll get out of the car and give you some money before I send you on the way.”
“Okay,” nodded Brandi, her eyes wide. Tom could tell she was very worried.
“And relax,” said Tom as he opened the car door. “You’ll be fine.”
Brandi shot him an anxious smile as he got out and went around to her side of the undercover cop car to let her out. As she came out to stand before him he pulled her against him, wrapping his arms around her waist, her body tight against his.
“Remember to act like a whore,” Tom whispered, before she could reply he planted his lips against hers, kissing her forcefully. Brandi moaned in surprise as Tom thrust his tongue into her mouth, running both hands down her back and grabbing at her firm ass through her mini-skirt.
Brandi felt the definite bulge of Tom’s erection press against her as he roughly kissed her and groped her ass. One of his hands slipped up between them to give her right tit a quick squeeze before he finally released her.
Tom took twenty bucks from his back pocket and handed it to Brandi.
“Just push play,” she said quietly.
“Very funny,” replied Tom dryly as he sent her on her way with a slap on the butt. He got back into the car and drove off, leaving Brandi to walk the streets and begin her undercover assignment.
The busty actress suddenly felt very uncomfortable as she paced back and forth on the street corner, dressed in the revealing whore’s outfit she had been given. It was one thing to have her body on display for the cameras, but out here on the sidewalk she felt totally alone and exposed. The only thing that kept her from fleeing was the fact that she knew she could call on Tom at any moment.
“Hi there baby!” a males voice suddenly cut through Brandi’s wildly racing thoughts. She turned towards the source to see a young looking man, probably in his early twenties approaching her. He was dressed in torn jeans and wore some kind of heavy metal t-shirt. He had long grubby looking hair, and carried a backpack slung over one shoulder. He was probably a college kid.
Brandi immediately fell into character. “Hi there big boy,” she said, her voice dropping into a sexy purr as she walked towards the young man, her hips swaying seductive as she almost undulated up to him.
“Fancy a date?” Brandi asked, stroking her hand across the young man’s chest.
The man grinned oafishly, staring at her chest rather than looking her in the eye. “You’re mighty fine for a hooker,” he told her, reaching up and cupping her left breast through her top. “Nice jugs,” he breathed as he gave her a squeeze.
Brandi reached up and peeled his hand away from her tit, “No sampling the merchandise till I see some cash big boy.”
“Lose the kid!” came the voice of Tom Robertson in her earpiece. Tom hadn’t expected Brandi to be propositioned so quickly.
“So how much to fuck that sweet ass of yours?” the long haired man asked her, running his hand around over her hip and around to get a feel of Brandi’s firm ass.
“What?” Brandi blurted out, she had been distracted by Tom’s voice in her ear. She’d almost replied to Tom out loud but then remembered the kid standing in front of her.
Her hopeful client circled around behind Brandi and pulled the back of her mini-skirt up, revealing her fantastic ass in her skimpy thong.
“I could suck on that all day,” the guy said, reaching out and grabbing handful of her buttocks.
“Sorry I don’t do anal,” Brandi told him, quickly pulling out of reach and tugging down her skirt. Hopefully her refusal would get rid of him.
“Shame,” he remarked regretfully. “How much for just a fuck.”
“More than you can afford,” Brandi said, scornfully striding away from him.
“Cock-tease!” he sneered, stalking away in the opposite direction, adjusting the erection she had given him inside his pants with a tug.
Brandi wasn’t left alone for long. A long convertible Cadillac pulled up to the sidewalk near Brandi, this time her new client was Detective Rick Stephens, just as Tom had intended. He stopped the car and wolf-whistled loudly.
“This one?” Brandi whispered quietly, hoping that Tom could hear her.
“Yes this one,” confirmed Tom. “Remember get the money before you give us the signal.”
“Got it,” she replied under her breath as she sauntered up to the car.
“Fancy a date?” she asked the driver as she reached the side of the car and leant against the door, giving the man behind the wheel a good look down the front of her top.
“I do indeed,” the man said, reaching out of the car and running his palm up the back of Brandi’s leg, reaching around to grab and squeeze her ass. “How much?” he asked her, his hand running up her side and reaching for her tits.
Brandi gasped as the man squeezed her right breast through her top. “Twenty for suck, fifty for fuck,” she replied. The man was now kneading her ample breast in his hand.
He mauled her tit a moment longer as he appeared to hesitate and make his decision. “Get in,” he told her.
Brandi suppressed the urge to clap her hands in delight. She hurried around to the other side of the car and jumped in beside the man.
As he pulled away from the curb he reached down into his lap and unzipped his fly. “Why don’t you get that sweet mouth of yours down here and warm me up while I find us somewhere private to go,” he suggested, pulling his hard cock out of his pants.
“Oh my,” breathed Brandi, her eyes going wide as she looked down at his crotch. She wasn’t really sure what to do, after all it was too soon to call in Tom.
“Hurry up bitch!” snapped Rick, reaching out and grabbing a handful of Brandi’s blonde hair. He yanked her head down into his lap, his hard cock prodding against the side of her face.
Left with little else to do, Brandi turned her head, her lips brushing the tip of Rick’s cock. “That’ll be twenty bucks,” she told him, trying to get the money off him so she could call in Tom.
“Oh don’t worry, I’ll be getting more then just head,” Rick told her, his cock twitching against her lips. “Now start sucking!”
Brandi surrendered, her lips parting as Rick pushed down on the top of her head. She felt Rick’s hard cock slide between her lips and across her tongue, lodging in the back of her mouth.
“Oh yeah baby that’s the stuff!” he groaned, enjoying the feel of being engulfed in the warm mouth of Brandi Vavoom. His hand dropped onto the top of Brandi’s head and he pushed her mouth up and down on his cock as he drove slowly down the street.
Moaning in pleasure, Rick steered the car down an alleyway, driving behind a large dumpster so that they were out of sight from the street. As they pulled to a halt Brandi sat back up, wiping her mouth with her wrist.
“Hop in the backseat honey,” Rick told her as he climbed over to the rear of the car.
“Suck and a fuck, that’s seventy bucks,” she said, taking a seat beside him in the back and holding out her hand.
“Nice try bitch!” growled Rick. “I’ve been burned by too many whores to fall for that one. Climb aboard and earn your money first.”
Brandi felt a momentary panic as Rick pointed at his cock, still hard and glistening with her saliva from her earlier attentions. It was obvious that Rick wasn’t going to pay her up front so there was no way she could call her backup. Fucking him was the last thing she wanted to do, but if she was going to impress Tom she couldn’t think of another way around the problem.
“Hurry up!” ordered Rick, sensing her hesitation. He rolled a condom down over his cock and gave the hard length a few strokes with his hand.
Brandi made her decision and straddled Rick in the backseat of his car. She reached down between her legs, pulling aside the crotch of her g-string to expose her vagina as Rick lined himself up for entry.
“Oh yeah!” gasped Rick as the gorgeous actress lowered herself down his pole. He couldn’t believe he actually had his dick inside Brandi Vavoom!
Brandi braced her hands on Rick’s shoulders and began to ride him, his thick cock throbbing inside her hot pussy. Rick’s hands slid up to grasp Brandi’s big tits, tugged the bottom of her tank top up over the ample mounds so they were left bare for him to grope and play with.
Rick buried his face between Brandi’s tits, squeezing them together around his face with his hands on the sides of the large melons. His hips bucked up urgently off the car seat to meet the rolling of Brandi’s hips and she could sense that he wouldn’t last long.
“Oh Brandi!” Rick moaned, muffled slightly by a mouthful of her hooters.
“Fuck me!” gasped Brandi, grinding her cunt down onto his cock. He squeezed hard on her big tits and bit down on her left nipple.
“Brandi!” grunted Rick, his back arching and his cock surging within her.
Brandi? How did he know her name. Brandi felt his cock spurting and twitching inside the condom and the man let out a loud cry of pleasure.
Before Brandi had time to puzzle over how he’d known her name there was the flashing lights of a police squad car as it pulled up beside them. That was odd as well, Brandi hadn’t given the signal, shit! She hadn’t gotten the money off the man either.
“Give me the cash quick!” whispered Brandi into Rick’s ear, hoping he hadn’t noticed the police car right next to them in the alley.
Rick was still moaning in orgasm and barely heard the police car, let alone Brandi.
“Out of the car please lady,” said the gruff voice of officer Danny Pates.
Brandi climbed up off Rick, a little surprised it wasn’t Tom. She clambered out of the car, pulling her top back down over her big tits. Rick meanwhile sunk back into the car seat, basking in the pleasure of his recently spent climax.
“Turn around and assume the position,” Danny ordered Brandi, reaching to his belt for his handcuffs.
“Huh?” exclaimed Brandi in surprise, it looked as though he was talking to her. “Me?”
“No the other hooker,” Danny replied dryly. “Hands on the hood of the car right now!”
“But, I’m a cop!” protested Brandi. “I’m working with Captain Robertson.”
“There’s no such Captain in the City Police,” Danny told her honestly.
“That can’t be! I’m a cop honest!” Brandi felt a sudden sense of dread and confusion. What was going on here?
“Show me your badge then.”
“I don’t have one, I’m not a real cop I’m an actress…”
“Turn around and put your hands on the hood now!” yelled Danny, losing his patience and interrupting Brandi.
The actress had to admit it sounded a little far-fetched. She turned around and assumed the position, deciding she was best off just going along with the cop for now, and sorting things out back at the station.
Danny stepped up behind Brandi, running his hands up her long legs, left bare by the skimpy mini-skirt. She gasped as his hand stroked right up across her pussy. She hadn’t had a chance earlier to straighten her g-string and his hand now pressed right up against her bare cunt.
“Oh!” she gave a sharp intake of breath as she felt Danny slip a finger up inside her cunt, which was still sensitive from her recent fucking. “Wh..what are you doing?” she gasped as Danny’s finger probed inside her.
Danny didn’t reply, but he did pull his finger out of her, standing up behind her now and running his hands down her back. He went all the way to her ass, which he gave a pinch before his hands slid back up her front this time. Danny’s hands brushed across Brandi’s tits, giving them a quick squeeze, but nothing like Tom had done.
He then stepped back and reached for his handcuffs again.
“I don’t think you searched me properly,” Brandi told him, remembering her training.
“Excuse me?” Danny was a little taken aback at this.
“You’d be surprised at what a female suspect can hide in her brassiere,” Brandi told him, quoting Tom from her training the day before. It didn’t quite occur to her that she wasn’t wearing a bra.
Not one to turn down the chance of handling a pair of world-class breasts like Brandi’s, Danny shrugged and stepped back up behind her. He reached around her and immediately slipped his hands up underneath her top, closing them over her ample bare breasts. The cop gave a small moan as he started to squeeze and knead Brandi’s big tits, the huge melons more than filling his palms as he gave her a very thorough groping.
Danny leant in against her, the bulge of his crotch pressing against her firm ass as he pinched and tugged on her nipples before once again closing his hands over the expanse of her big round tits and mauling them roughly.
“You’re clean,” he said at last, stepping back from the voluptuous actress. He then slapped the handcuffs onto her wrists and led her to the back of his squad car.
“Aren’t you going to arrest him as well?” Brandi asked, nodding her head in Rick’s direction.
“Just get in the car,” Danny told her, ignoring her protest. He helped her into the car by putting his hand up under her skirt and onto her ass, pushing her into the backseat.
Danny climbed in the front and started to head for the police station.
“Just call Captain Tom Robertson, he’ll straighten this all up,” Brandi told the officer, struggling a little to get comfortable in the seat with her hands cuffed behind her back.
“Yeah sure honey,” dismissed Danny.
“It’s true. My name’s Brandi Vavoom. I’m an actress!” she insisted.
“Right, and you’re only hooking until you land a big part.”
“No!” she objected, “You don’t understand.”
“I understand just fine,” Danny assured her. “Now why don’t you just sit there and shut up and make both our lives easier.”
Brandi slumped back in the seat in defeat, biting her lower lip as her mind raced. How had she gotten herself into all this. And was a part in a Van Damme movie really worth all this hassle.
When they reached the station Danny helped her out of the car and dragged her into the booking room. It was the same station where Tom had been so she couldn’t understand why the officer didn’t recognize his name.



Danny pushed her into a seat in the foyer. “Stay there and shut up!” he ordered her, heading up to the desk to start the paperwork to book Brandi.
Brandi sat, her hands cuffed behind her back still, looking desperately around the foyer, hoping to catch a glimpse of Tom or anyone she recognized.
“What did they get you for?” asked a voice from behind her.
“What?” Brandi asked, a little startled, she turned in her seat to see a rough looking man sitting beside her. He was dressed almost completely in denim and his arms were heavily tattooed. His head was shaven and he looked like a rather dangerous individual.
“What did they get you for?” he repeated.
“Oh, I’ve been arrested for…” Brandi hesitated a moment, she blushed realizing she didn’t want to tell someone she was a prostitute. “I was arrested for smoking.”
“Smoking?” the man said in surprise. “Oh you mean dope?” he realized.
“No, cigarettes. I was smoking in a non-smoking area,” Brandi lamely replied, immediately realizing how stupid that sounded.
“Bastards,” swore the man. “Hey, you’re real pretty.”
Brandi’s blush deepened further, she wasn’t quite sure how to take a complement from the coarse looking criminal. “Thanks.”
“You’ve got a great rack,” he continued, reached out with one hand and grabbing Brandi’s left breast, giving it a squeeze through her top.
Brandi, with her hands cuffed behind her back was helpless to defend herself from his groping hand. He gave her left tit another squeeze and then slid his hand across to her other breast, cupping it in his palm and lifting it slightly, feeling it’s weight.
“Keep your hands off me!” Brandi snapped, trying to squirm away from him.
“Aw come on baby,” the man replied, his other hand rising to her chest so that he was squeezing a large breast in each hand. “A little feel won’t hurt.”
“Stop it!” demanded Brandi as the man tweaked her nipples through her top.
“These have to be the biggest hooters I’ve ever had my hands on,” the man breathed, kneading the ample orbs eagerly and completely ignoring her protests. “Let’s take a quick look at them, I’m sure you won’t mind satisfying my curiosity.”
“I would mind!” insisted Brandi, but she was once again ignored as the criminal lifted the front of her tank top, bunching it up above her tits by her chin.
“Wow!” he breathed, his big hands now closing over Brandi’s bare breasts. The man started to squeeze and fondle Brandi’s tits, rubbing his hands all over them and sinking his fingers deep into the firm flesh as he squeezed and pinched at her fantastic melons.
“Excuse me! Officer!” Brandi called out to the cop who was still busy filling in the arrest paperwork at the desk about six feet away.
The cop ignored her and the criminal beside her continued to play with Brandi’s bare tits. He seized her breasts by her nipples and shook them, his face breaking into a wide smile as her ample flesh jiggled and shook across her chest.
“These are great!” he breathed, squeezing and kneading. “I could play with them all day.”
“Officer!” Brandi shouted this time.
“What?” growled Danny, turning to see Brandi being molested by the criminal.
“Get this creep off me!” begged Brandi as her breasts were roughly groped and manhandled.
Danny sighed and walked over to her, yanking her to her feet and out of the hands of the criminal. “Come with me then,” he told her.
Danny pulled her top back down over her big tits and led her through the police station to the stairs at the rear. He took her down to the basement level where the holding cells were.
“The judge is busy so you’ll have to be locked up overnight,” Danny explained as he led her through the cellblock. All of the cells seemed to be filled. Brandi’s heart sank at idea of being locked up. She was not a criminal! This was all getting very out of control.
They stopped outside one of the cells right at the end of the hallway and Danny unlocked the door and pushed Brandi inside. To her horror she saw that she wasn’t alone in the cell, there was a man sleeping on the bottom bed of the bunk.
“Who’s he?” Brandi asked as the cell door was pulled shut. Things were just getting worse and worse.
“Sorry about that,” Danny apologized. “We’re a bit overloaded tonight so you’ll need to share cells.”
“But he’s a man! A criminal!” Brandi looked back at the man on the bed, he looked strangely familiar but she couldn’t quite place him.
Danny shrugged, “Nothing I can do about it.”
“Don’t I get a phone call?” Brandi asked desperately as she saw Danny start to depart.
“Sorry, phone’s broken.”
“Can I talk to my lawyer,” Brandi pleaded.
“Tomorrow, when you see the judge,” Danny told her.
“You can’t leave me here!” Brandi begged the cop. “I’m not a criminal.”
“Tell it to the judge in the morning,” with that Danny walked off, leaving Brandi to get to know her new cellmate.
Brandi’s new cellmate was in fact Jerry Robertson, Tom’s brother and the drunk driver that Brandi had tested the day before. Brandi did not recognize him however and she meekly made her way to the chair in the back corner of the prison cell and sat down, crossing her long legs and revealing a good portion of her creamy thighs below the ultra short mini-skirt.
Jerry patted the bed in front of where he was lying, “Why don’t you come and lie down here beside me?”
“I’m okay,” Brandi quietly replied. “Hey,” she said with a frown as she took another look at the criminal, “Do I know you?”
Jerry shrugged, “No, never seen you before. We’re cellmates now though. We should get to know each other better.”
“I’m Brandi,” the busty actress replied dubiously, she had no intention of lying down with the man.
“I’m Jerry,” the man said. “I always like to get up close and personal with my cellmates. Only I’ve never had one as pretty as you. What are you in for?”
Brandi was starting to feel very uncomfortable now, “Um prostitution.” She had given up trying to hide that now.
“Really?” Jerry said in mock surprise. “You’re way too pretty to be a hooker.”
Brandi couldn’t help but blush at the complement. “Thanks,” she said shyly.
“You’re not a hooker,” Jerry challenged her.
“I am!” Brandi insisted.
“Suck my dick then!” Jerry ordered her, reaching down and pulling out his cock from his pants.
Brandi paled at the crudeness of the criminal, then her face fell, “Okay I’m not a hooker. I admit it. I’m an actress doing some research for a new role.”
“Really?” Jerry appeared to brighten with interest at this.
“Yeah, you might have seen me in Topless Ninja Babes?” Brandi suggested.
“Sorry, must have missed that one. So what sort of research are you doing in jail?” Jerry asked.
Brandi frowned for a moment, he did have a point there, and she was supposed to be learning what it was like to be a cop, not a robber. “I..ah..” she stammered. “I guess I’m here to learn what it’s like in jail.”
Jerry grinned wicked at her, causing Brandi to shrink back slightly. He looked like a wolf salivating over his prey. “Are you going to rape me?” Brandi asked him nervously as he stood up from the bed.
“Well you did say you wanted to learn what it’s like in jail,” Jerry told her, stepped up in front of her and grabbing her by her slim waist with both hands.
“Hey! Wait just a minute!” protested Brandi as Jerry’s hands rose up, cupping the undersides of her full breasts through her tight fitting tank top.
“What?” asked Jerry innocently as his hands closed over her huge mounds and squeezed them firmly.
“I thought that jails were normally all men?” Brandi asked him, gasping as Jerry gave her big boobs a particularly rough squeeze.
“Yeah,” Jerry said with a nod, his fingers finding her nipples through her tank top and gave them a pinch.
“So if they don’t have pussy’s how can you rape them?” Brandi asked him. “Ha!” she said, pleased she had outsmarted the criminal. “Gotcha!” he was obviously just trying to get into her panties. It wouldn’t be the first time someone had tried to trick her to get laid.
“That’s true,” the criminal agreed, lifting up the bottom of Brandi’s tank top, letting her huge breasts fall free. His hands moved to close over the bare melons, their summery warmth overflowing his palms. “But there’s another orifice we use.”
“What are you talking about?” Brandi asked with a frown as Jerry jiggled her big bare boobs in his hands.
God this bitch is dumb, Jerry thought to himself. “Why don’t you bend over and hold onto those bars over there,” Jerry instructed her. “And I’ll show you what it’s like to be in jail.”
Brandi smiled broadly. “Fantastic! Thanks for your help mister.”
“Anytime,” he replied gallantly. “Now turn around and bend over bitch.”
Brandi gave a little giggle, this was all going so well, and she would be the best cop that Jean Claude had ever seen at this rate! The busty blonde turned around and bent forward, holding herself up by gripping the cells bars and presenting her perfect, round ass towards Jerry, clad in the tight mini-skirt she wore.
Jerry stepped up behind her, pushing her short skirt up to her hips revealing her breath-taking ass clad in a skimpy thong. The horny criminal ran his hand over Brandi’s smooth buttocks and then yanked down her g-string. He grabbed and squeezed her firm butt-cheeks, running his thumb up the crack of her ass.
“This is your man-pussy,” Jerry explained to her as he pushed his thumb into her ass. It felt mighty tight in there. There mere thought of fucking Brandi Vavoom up the ass had Jerry’s cock rock hard.
“You’re gonna put your cock in my ass?” asked Brandi as she heard the sound of Jerry’s zipper sliding down on his pants.
“That’s right slut,” Jerry told her, the bimbo gasped as she felt Jerry’s bare cock press against her firm buttocks. Jerry held her by the hips and ground his crotch firmly into her ass, God she felt good!
“Oh my!” gasped Brandi as Jerry pressed the head of his rock hard cock against her anus. She gave a sharp gasp of breath as Jerry nuzzled the tip inside her ass, it felt as though he was splitting her in two!
“You’re my bitch now,” Jerry said with a grunt as he pushed a little more of his cock into her tight ass. He held her firmly by the hips and started to thrust with his cock, sliding just the end at the moment back and forth into her asshole. Brandi gave a small moan as Jerry pushed more of his thick cock up into Brandi’s tight little asshole, the sight of his hard penis disappearing into the sexy movie star’s ass was quite breathtaking.
“So…ah!” gasped Brandi as Jerry began to pump against her, his hips slapping against the smooth cheeks of her buttocks. “I..ah..is this..oh..what normally…eh..ah..goes on in..ohh my…prison?” Brandi moaned.
“You’ve got a much sweet ass than my usual cellmates,” replied Jerry as he really started to ream Brandi’s sweet rear entrance. As his thrusts became more forceful, the busty actress found she had to push back against him to stop from banging her head on the cell bars. Her lovely butt pressing back against his cock turned Jerry on even more and he started moaning as he pumped her sweet behind.
“Oh God you feel so big in my ass!” moaned Brandi.
“Oh yeah, take it bitch!” grunted Jerry, slapping the side of her ass with one palm as he drove her forward against the bars. Brandi pushed back against him, his cock driving to the hilt into her tight asshole. “Oh fuck!” gasped Jerry, he couldn’t believe how tight she felt around his hardness. He drove her harder forward, his balls slapping against her pussy and churning as he approached his orgasm.
Jerry leant forward, running his hands underneath her body to capture and squeeze her two breasts, which still swung free of her bunched up halter. Brandi moaned as Jerry tugged on the hard nipples, his body hunching over her back, his cock hammering against her ass.
At the last minute Jerry suddenly pulled out of Brandi’s tight anus, spinning her around to face him and pushing her to her knees. With a long groan of pleasure Jerry rapidly stroked his hard cock to completion, aiming the throbbing tip straight at Brandi’s face. Jerry gave a lustful grunt as his cock exploded, splattering Brandi’s sweet face with his hot seed. The fake criminal cried out as he jerked at his cock, another rope of cum spurting from the tip and striking Brandi on the chin. Jerry moaned and his knee’s sagged slightly as he milked the rest of his cum onto her face.
“Oh shit that was good!” he gasped, pushing the sticky head of his cock insistently against Brandi’s closed mouth, forcing her reluctant lips open and shoving his cock inside. “Oh God, that’s it, suck me clean!” he ordered her, pushing his cock in to the root between her full red lips. Brandi gagged slightly at his sudden oral invasion, but obediently started to suck on his cock, drinking the last drops of his semen, she was supposed to be his prison bitch after all.
“Oh yeah, that’s it bitch,” murmured Jerry, leaning back on his heels and closing his eyes as Brandi slurped at his cock, cleaning his cock dutifully. When it finally became too much Jerry stepped back, his sensitive cock popping out of the beautiful actresses mouth.
“That was perfect Brandi,” Jerry said with a smile as he half collapsed back onto the cell’s bed. Brandi blushed slightly at the complement. This Van Damme movie was gonna be a synch!
***
Don Franco chuckled to himself as his good friend, Sergeant Tom Robertson led him towards the back of the police station where the holding cells were located.
“Here she is Don,” Tom said as they reached the cell at the very end.
Don looked inside and frowned as he saw that only one of the two bunk beds was filled. A man lay in the lower bunk, his hands folded behind his head and a stupid grin on his face.
“Where?” Don asked in confusion. And then he saw the blankets moving up and down over the prisoner’s mid-section. Don smiled as he realized the movement was Brandi’s head moving up and down over the man’s groin.
Don and Tom waited a moment and then Tom loudly cleared his throat. “Ahem!”
Brandi Vavoom’s pretty face suddenly popped up from under the blankets, a small trickle of either saliva or cum on her chin.
“Captain Tom!” she said happily, relieved to finally see the policeman so she could get out of jail. As much as Jerry was teaching her about prison life, her ass and jaws were really starting to ache.
“Donnie!” Brandi’s mouth dropped open at the sight of her agent. “What are you doing here?”
“We came to get you out baby,” Don replied with a warm smile as Tom opened the cell door.
Brandi climbed out from on top of Jerry and straightened up her tank top and skirt.
“Nice outfit,” Don said with a grin. “Looks a bit like the one you wore in ‘Vigilante Hookers 3’”
“Yes! That’s what I said as well!” Brandi said as Don and Tom led her back out of the holding cell area. They walked back through the police station were the cops and detectives were all hard at work on their cases, Don’s arm slipping around Brandi’s slim waist as he guided her out.
“Hey!” Brandi said as something suddenly startled her. “Just wait a damn moment!” she said, extracting herself from Don’s arm. She rushed back to the desk they had just passed where Tony Mitchell and Rick Stephens were working on their paperwork. “You’re not a cop!” she exclaimed, pointing an accusing finger at Tony Mitchell.
Tony, who hadn’t noticed them passing through up until now, looking up from his papers and was shocked to see Brandi glaring down angrily at him. “Shit!” the detective swore softly.
Brandi looked back at Tom, “Captain! He’s not a cop! That’s the guy we arrested yesterday! You know, the robber!” Brandi glanced across to the other side of Tony’s desk where Rick was sitting. “And you! You’re not a copy either! You’re the prostitute!”
Rick didn’t bother to correct her and tell her that it was in fact her who was the prostitute, he was the one who picked her up.
Rick opened his mouth to reply, but Tom quickly stepped in.
“Very good Brandi!” Tom said, putting an arm around her shoulder. “Excellent spotting! You’ll make a great cop. These two are real detectives, they were posing as criminals to help me out with your training, so you wouldn’t be in any danger.”
“Oh wow!” exclaimed Brandi, her angry face breaking into a smile. “That’s so clever!” She then turned back to Rick and Tony, “you guys did a great job!” Then she frowned again and something seemed to click in her mind. “And the guy in the cell is the same guy who was drink driving! Another detective?”
Tom nodded. “My brother.”
“Wow!” Brandi said again, clapping her hands and almost bouncing with excitement, her big boobs jiggling wildly in the tight tank top she still wore. “You guys were great! I learnt so much about being a cop.”
“Van Damme’s not gonna know what hit him!” Don agreed.
Just then Officer Danny Pates entered the room. “There’s a few reporters out the front, maybe you should leave out the back door?” he suggested.
“Good idea,” agreed Don as he started to lead Brandi back through the station.
“You were in on this too?” Brandi asked Officer Pates.
Danny grinned. “We had to get you into prison somehow,” he admitted.
“I owe you guys big time for all your help,” Brandi said as they headed for the back door that led directly out into the police station car park. They were joined there by Jerry who had now been let out of his jail cell.
Brandi paused at the back door and turned to say goodbye to her new police friends. She stepped up to Detective Tony Mitchell first and gave him a big hug. The detective’s hands immediately slid down to cup and squeeze her lovely firm ass through her short skirt, and pull her body tightly against his.
“You made a fantastic robber,” Brandi said gratefully to him. “And the ahh…interrogation…”
“I’ll keep it a secret,” he assured her, giving her ass another squeeze, God she felt good!
After she stepped back from Tony Brandi moved on to Detective Rick Stephens and wrapped him up in another hug. Rick also slipped a hand down onto her exquisite ass, his other moving upwards and between them, groping one of her glorious double D’s.
“You were pretty convincing as a prostitute,” Brandi said, once again getting the terminology incorrect. Rick however was too busy squeezing her gigantic right breast to notice. “But you slipped up when you called out my name as you came,” Brandi said with a laugh, kissing the detective on the cheek.
Brandi then moved on to Danny Pates and just like the previous two officers she gave him a big hug, his hands immediately seizing and squeezing her ass. Before she could speak Danny’s mouth covered hers in a hungry French kiss, his tongue slipping past her lips and seeking hers. Brandi moaned around Danny’s kiss, his hands lifting up the back of her skirt and kneading her well shaped ass, covered only by a skimpy g-string.
“Thanks for all your help,” Brandi said, rather breathlessly when Danny finally broke off the kiss. “You do a great weapons search,” she added as she stepped back from him and moved on.
Jerry was next in line and also got a warm hug from Brandi. Jerry slipped a hand up her side, sliding it up under her tank top and finding a large, warm breast to toy with as they hugged. Brandi gave a little moan as Jerry’s fingertips flicked across her bare nipple. “I learn so much about being a prisoner from you Jerry, it was quite a night.”
Brandi gasped as Jerry gave her huge tit a rough squeeze. “I don’t know if I have to play a prisoner at all in this movie, but when I do I’m sure I’ll remember how.”
Brandi then moved on to Tom who was last in line. She stopped in front of him a moment, smiling with genuine affection at the Sergeant. “And Captain Tom, you arranged this whole thing. I’ll miss you the most,” she said, borrowing the line from the Wizard of Oz. Brandi hugged Tom fiercely, his hands not straying too far from her back like the others.



“Can you do me a favor?” Tom asked when they finally broke apart.
“Sure!” Brandi immediately agreed. “Anything!”
“Well,” Tom looked a little nervous which seemed so out of character for the gruff policeman. “The thing is..”
“Anything,” Brandi repeatedly, trying to reassure the suddenly self-conscious Sergeant.
“Well I was wondering if you’d suck my dick before you go,” Tom said at last.
This took Brandi aback, she had not expected him to ask something like that when she’d agreed to do anything for him.
“I.. ah…” she stammered a moment.
“You did say anything,” Don reminded her.
Brandi nodded, she owed Tom big time for all his help. “You’re right Donnie! Okay Captain Tom, I’ll give you some head.” With that she moved to her knees with practiced grace before the now horny policeman. Tom unzipped his pants and she reached inside, pulling out his thick cock, which was already hard at the mere thought of having Brandi Vavoom’s big red lips wrapped around it.
“Thanks for this Brandi,” Tom said as the busty actress leant in and kissed the head of his erection.
“Just like the Field Sobriety Test,” Brandi said as her pink tongue slid up the underside of Tom’s cock, sending a shiver of pleasure up his spine. Tom moaned in agreement as her tongue swirled around the head of his cock.
“Good isn’t she?” Jerry said to his brother as he watched Brandi lean underneath him to lap gently at his balls, before returning to the head of his cock.
“Oh yeah!” agreed Tom with a sigh as Brandi finally sucked the head of his hard penis into her mouth. The sexy blonde actress started to slurp loudly, moving her lips further down his shaft and taking more of him into her hot wet mouth. The Sergeant reached down and stroked the top of Brandi’s blonde head as she started to bob her head rapidly over his cock.
“She’s had a lot of practice,” Don explained with a wink to his buddy.
Brandi said something else but it came out rather muffled by the cock that filled her mouth and no one understood her. She diligently continued to bob her head, Tom’s hips starting to thrust forward to meet her movement, shoving more and more of his hardness into her mouth.
“That’s so good!” he groaned, holding the top of her head and starting to pump her mouth.
“Show him how you deep throat,” Tony suggested from behind, remembering the feel of having his cock completely engulfed in her famous mouth.
Brandi nodded slightly on Tom’s cock and then relaxed her throat, pushing herself right down on the policeman’s throbbing manhood, letting the head of him slip into her throat. “Oh fuck!” cried out Tom as he felt Brandi’s lips touch the base of his shaft and her nose press into his pubic hair. He almost came right then as Brandi’s tongue slipped out and the tip touched his balls. Brandi then backed off slightly, just the end in her mouth, her hand coming up to stroke the base as she started to rapidly move on him, the tight seal of her lips feeling fantastic as it pumped up and down him.
“Jesus she’s good!” gasped Tom as Brandi started to really go to town with her hand and mouth, knowing he would not last a whole lot longer. Tom stared down at the busty blonde actress’s head as it rapidly bounced over his cock, he could see her full lips sliding up and down his thick shaft and it was all too much. With a loud grunt Tom arched his back, gripping the top of Brandi’s head and pushed her down further on his cock as it swelled inside her mouth.
Brandi almost choked as Tom’s cock exploded in her mouth, his hot sticky cum shooting across her tongue and filling her mouth.
“Oh fuck!” the policeman groaned, his buttocks clenching as he came. Brandi started to rapidly swallow, not wanting to spill a drop of the helpful cops cum. She sucked hungrily at his cock as it throbbed and swelled in her mouth, rope after rope of seed bursting from the end.
As Tom finished his orgasm Brandi continued to lick and suck at him, completely draining him of his semen as he basked in the pleasure of her mouth. She continued to suckle him for a couple of minutes after he was spent, polishing his shrinking cock with her tongue and lips.
“That was amazing!” groaned Tom when Brandi finally released his cock and stood up again.
“That’s how Brandi got the lead role in ‘Bikini Rockstars Hit LA’,” Don said with a laugh. The agent then once again slipped his arm around Brandi’s waist and led her towards his car.
The five men waved to the busty actress as she departed.
“That was fun,” Jerry said to the other four men.
“It was,” Tom agreed, tucking his cock back into his pants.
THE END
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Joe Dingle excitedly took his seat in the large TV studio, where the brand new hit game show – ‘XXXX’ was being filmed. Joe had been a huge fan of the risqué show, which played late nights on the T&A Cable Channel. Joe had won a place in the studio audience after filling in an Internet survey on one of the porn websites he subscribed to.
As he sat down, he saw that the show’s crew was busy arranging the set for tonight’s show, and the show’s curvy co-host – Bambi “Triple Double D” Buchanan was warming up the crowd. Joe had the biggest crush on Bambi, last week’s celebrity guests had been Pamela Anderson, Stacey Valentine and WWE’s Debra, but Joe had barely noticed them when he’d watched the racy episode, his attention almost exclusively devoted to the show’s busty co-host.
Tonight Bambi looked incredible. She was dressed in an ultra low-cut white tank top and a matching white micro-miniskirt. The outfit offset her well-tanned body perfectly and displayed almost every inch of her voluptuous body for the leering stares of the predominantly male audience. Bambi’s version of warming the crowd up, involved moving around the audience and sitting on random lucky audience members laps and letting them squeeze her big boobs through her top.
“This is great,” Joe said with an enthusiastic grin to the pretty young blonde woman that was sitting beside him to the right, she looked around twenty years old, probably a college student. The girl smiled politely back at Joe as he eagerly watched Bambi sit down on an old gray haired man’s lap. The old geezer grinned stupidly at Bambi and the busty co-host had to actually grab his hands and lift them to her bust. Joe wouldn’t need any urging himself if Bambi perched herself on his lap, that’s for sure.
Joe gave a little moan as the old guy fondled Bambi’s huge jugs.
“She’s got a great rack eh buddy?” Joe said to the guy sitting on his left, smiling stupidly.
“You can say that again,” the man nodded, sporting an equally stupid smile.
“She’s got a great rack eh buddy,” Joe repeated with a laugh, Joe wasn’t exactly the funniest guy in the world, despite his own opinion of himself. The other guy grimaced at Joe’s poor attempt at humor and diverted his attention back to Bambi as she moved on to a young man’s lap and rubbed her warm cleavage in his face.
“Ten minutes till Showtime!” one of the crewmembers called out to Bambi.
“Well I’ve got to get down there now folks,” Bambi said apologetically to the audience, Joe was rather disappointed she hadn’t got anywhere near his seat. “I hope you all enjoy tonight’s show, it should be a doozie!”
With that the buxom blonde co-host jiggled her way back down out of the audience, heading down to the set to get ready for the show to begin.
“I wonder who tonight’s celebrity guests are gonna be?” the man beside Joe asked.
“Did you see Pamela Anderson last week?” Joe asked.
“Yeah, she looked hot!” the guy agreed.
Joe sat rather quietly for the next few minutes, watching the crew put the finishing touches on the set. He strained for another peek at Bambi, but for now she remained out of sight. Just as he was starting to get impatient the studio was filled with the familiar theme music that told the audience that ‘XXXX’ was about to begin! Joe could hardly contain his excitement and cheered loudly along with the rest of the crowd.
“Here we go!” he said excitedly to himself. This was fantastic!
The announcers voice filled the studio. “Good evening everyone and welcome to ‘XXXX’ the sexiest, raciest, most risqué game-show on television!” A loud cheer went up from the audience as the ‘applause’ light was lit. “Here’s your host…Kent Hamilton!”
There was another thunderous cheer as Kent jogged out onto the stage, waving his arms at the crowd. Kent was a good-looking silver haired man with very chiseled, Charlton Heston like features. He wore an expensive looking suit that was a deep red color and had a golden ‘XXXX’ pin on the lapel. In one hand he held a golden microphone.
“Welcome everyone,” he said, flashing his big teeth in a winning smile. “I’m Kent Hamilton and this is ‘XXXX’!” There was another cheer from the audience as the theme music started pumping out of the studio PA once again and Kent made his way over to the podium in the center of the stage. “Can you all give a big round of applause for my lovely co-host, Bambi ‘Triple Double D’ Buchanan!”
The clapping, cheering and whistling was deafening this time as Kent’s sexy co-host sauntered seductively out onto the set, wearing the sexy white halter and mini that Joe had seen her in previously. Joe glanced at the monitor that showed the director what the viewers at home would be seeing and noticed that the cameraman was zooming in on Bambi’s jiggling chest as she walked on stage.
“You look divine tonight Bambi,” said Kent warmly as he put an arm around Bambi’s waist and pulled her in close as they begun their usual opening banter.
“Thanks Kent,” Bambi replied sweetly, she gasped slightly as Kent pinched her backside.
“And the puppies look as lovely as ever as well,” Kent continued with a cheeky wink, he reached up with both hands and cupped and squeezed Bambi’s big tits through her halter.
Bambi gasped in feigned surprise as Kent felt her up, despite the fact that this was a nightly ritual.
“Are they bigger than last night?” Kent asked. He leant his head to one side and lifted her tits up one by one as if judging their weight.
Bambi giggled as the handsome presenter groped her. “Don’t be silly Kent.”
“What do you think folks?” Kent asked, turning to the audience but his hands not stopping their squeezing of Bambi’s large hooters. “Do you think they’ve grown?”
The shouted reply from the audience was a mix of yes’s and no’s.
Kent frowned. He finally released Bambi’s boobs and stepped back. “I don’t think the audience knows either Bambi. Maybe we need to take a look?” Kent turned to the audience and raised one eyebrow enquiringly. “Do we need to have a look at her puppies?”
This time the roar from the audience was a unanimous yes! “Puppies, puppies, puppies, puppies!” a group near the front began to chant. Joe joined in the chant, grinning from ear to ear.
“I think you better show us the puppies Bambi,” Kent said, trying to look as serious as possible.
Bambi gave a shrug and then reached up to her halter. She peeled up the bottom and lifted it to her chin, unveiling her huge jugs to the wild cheering of the audience. Bambi giggled and shook her torso, causing her ample tits to catapult impressively around her chest. There was a few wolf whistles from the audience as Bambi took a big tits in each hand and shook them around, then pinched the nipples. Joe saw on the monitor that the cameraman was zooming in ultra-close to catch all the action. Joe was very pleased that he had set his VCR at home to record tonight’s show, just as Bambi had said earlier, it was going to be a doozie!
The question on the growth of Bambi’s hooters was left unanswered as she pulled her top back down and show’s theme music started up again. As Bambi returned to her place the words ‘ROUND 1: MENTAL CHALLENGE’ appeared on the screen, the main part of the show was about to begin. Ten gorgeous, busty models walked out onto the stage, each in a difference fancy dress costume. There was a police woman, an Indian, a nurse, a woman in lingerie, a cowgirl, a sexy maid, a spacewoman, a nun in a particularly revealing outfit, Wonder woman and a Robin Hood style outlaw. All the costumes were skimpy, low cut and displayed plenty of curvy flesh.
“Hello ladies,” said Kent smoothly in greeting. “Please select the ten contestants for round one!” The ten models all curtsied gracefully towards Kent and then stroke purposefully towards the studio audience.
Joe trembled in excitement. The beautiful models would select ten men at random to take part in the first round, the general knowledge questions. The ten would then be eliminated down to three men for round two and then one man for round three.
Joe saw that the lucky old man who had already had Bambi sitting on his lap earlier on was now being selected my the sexy woman in lingerie to take part in the show, lucky bastard!
“Hey, they’re coming this way,” said the man beside Joe, nudging him excitedly. Joe looked to where the man was pointing and saw that two of the models, the maid and the outlaw were indeed heading up the stairs in their direction.
Joe looked down towards the front and saw that Wonder Woman was leading a rather young looking college guy towards one of the barber chairs where the contestants were seated, at this point most of the contestants had already been grabbed.
Suddenly Joe felt a soft hand take his. He looked up in surprise and saw that the buxom brunette in the maids costume had actually chosen him as a contestant. Holy shit! He was going to get the chance to compete in ‘XXXX’!! This was too good to be true! He couldn’t help but giggle nervously as the pretty maid led him down the stairs towards the stage. He eyed up her long, black-stockinged legs that were left bare by the super-short maid’s dress. He was almost mesmerized watching the seams that ran up the back of her long legs as she walked gracefully down the stairs.
“My name’s Holly, don’t be nervous, you’ll do great,” the lovely maid whispered reassuringly as she helped him into the barbers chair on the stage, she had obviously felt his hand trembling.
“I’m Joe,” he croaked in reply. He glanced to his left and saw that the spacewoman was helping a large fat man into the chair beside him, on his right the nun was standing beside a good looking man in an expensive suit, he looked like a lawyer or accountant or something, not the usual audience for ‘XXXX’.
Once all ten men were in position the music once again quieted and Kent Hamilton addressed the contestants and the audience. “Our ten lucky contestants have been chosen for the Mental Challenge by our lovely models. Ladies, please take your positions,” Kent instructed.
The ten dressed up models moved around in front of their chosen contestants and knelt on the padded cushions by their feet. Joe couldn’t help but stare into the open top of Holly’s dress were a considerable portion of her deep cleavage was visible from his angle.
“Bambi,” said Kent, turning to his lovely assistant. “Could you please explain the rules of the Mental Challenge to our viewers at home?”
“Sure Kent,” the buxom blonde replied. “Each contestant will be asked a general knowledge question and they have ten seconds to answer. The questions get progressively harder and as soon as they answer a question incorrectly or run out of time they are eliminated. This continues until we only have three contestants left for round two.”
“And that’s not all, is it Boobie..I mean Bambi?” Kent helpfully added.
Bambi ignored his faux pas, “That’s right Kent. To make it harder for our contestants to concentrate, while they are being asked the questions our lovely models will be giving them head. If they cum they are also eliminated.”
“Not that they’d care if they were eliminated, they just got their cocks sucked,” Kent chuckled. “I love this game,” he added. “Okay ladies, please get ready to begin.”
Joe swallowed nervously as Holly reached into his lap and unzipped his pants, she reached inside and pulled out his semi-erect penis, stroking it in her soft hand. Joe glanced along the line of contestants and saw that all the models now had a cock in their hands.
“On your marks!” called out Bambi. “Get set…Suck!” With that all ten beautiful models dipped their heads into their chosen contestants laps, sucking cocks into mouth eagerly.
Joe gave a groan as Holly’s warm mouth encircled the head of his penis and she began to suck heavily on him, her head immediately starting to bob over his lap. The studio was filled with the sounds of slurping as the model’s lapel mics picked up all the action.
“Right, contestant one,” Kent began, addressed the man at the start of the line who was having his cock sucked by the sexy cowgirl. “What is six times six?”
“Thirty six!” the man replied.
Kent moved to the second contestant, who was the older man who had been chosen by the model in lacy lingerie. “What is the capital of Australia?”
“I..ahh…oh yeah that’s it baby!” the man groaned as the lovely lingerie clad model sucked hungrily at his cock. “I umm..” he was obviously having trouble concentrating on anything other than the glorious blowjob he was receiving. “Ahhh..yesss!”
Suddenly the buzzer sounded. “Sorry contestant two, you’re times up!”
The man looked very disappointed as the pretty model lifted her head up from his painfully erect penis.
Kent moved onto the next man, who was on Joe’s right.
“Contest three,” Kent said as the nun slurped at the man’s cock. “How many meters in a kilometer?”
The man hesitated a moment, “A thousand,” he answered.
Kent then moved on to Joe, as he was about to ask Joe a question there was a loud groan from the other end of the line. Joe and Kent looked over to see the lovely policewoman jerking her contestant’s cock as it squirted cum all over her face.
“Contestant Ten has cum and is eliminated,” Bambi announced.
Kent laughed to himself and then turned back to Joe. “Contestant four, who is the female star of the movies Terminator and Terminator 2?”
Joe was breathing heavily, God Holly sucked a mean cock, and he could hardly hear himself think over her noisy slurping. He opened his mouth to answer and at that very moment Holly moved down on his cock, taking him right into her throat and burying her nose against his belly.
“Oh shit!” gasped Joe. “Linda Hamilton!” he managed to blurt out as Holly deep throated him. As Kent moved on to the next man, Joe looked down at Holly and saw her wink up at him mischievously. She had obviously deep throated him on purpose to try and put him off.
“Contestant Five,” said Kent addressing the fat man. “Which band recorded the song ‘You Shook Me All Night Long’ in 1980?”
The fat man had both hands on the spacewoman’s head and was pushing her down on his cock, he was obviously enjoying his blowjob. “ACDC,” the man replied as he breathlessly fucked the model’s face.
“Contestant Six,” Kent moved to the man getting head from the sexy Indian model, her feathered headdress bobbing over his lap. “What is 65 divided by 5?”
The man squinted his face slightly and Joe saw his lips moving as he tried to work out the equation. Joe had always hated division and was glad it wasn’t his question. “Twelve?” the man blurted out doubtfully, just before the buzzer sounded.
“I’m sorry, the correct answer is thirteen,” Kent said. Suddenly the nun servicing the businessman beside Joe sat back on her heels and started coughing violently as the businessman sank back on the chair, grinning happily.
“Contestant Three has cum and is eliminated,” Bambi announced.
There were six left as Kent moved to the youngest of the men, the college student who was being done by Wonder Woman. “Contestant Seven, in which Country is the city Edinburgh?”
“Scotland,” he replied almost immediately.
“Contestant Eight,” Kent said to the man with the sexy nurse at his feet. “To the nearest megabyte how much information can a 3 and a half inch floppy disc hold?”
The man was obviously enjoying his blowjob and took a little while to answer, “Ahh 10?”
“Incorrect,” said Kent, moving onto the last person left on the line, a middle aged, bearded man who was with the outlaw model.
“Contestant Nine, Which movie trilogy was directed by New Zealander Peter Jackson?”
“The Godfather?” the man replied doubtfully.
“Incorrect, we’re down to the final four,” Kent told the audience over the slurping sounds coming from the kneeling models. “One more person to eliminate.”
“Oh fuck!” yelled out the first contestant as he exploded into the cowgirl’s mouth, holding her head to his groin as he filled her sucking mouth with his seed.
“And there we have it,” Kent said with a laugh. The ‘XXXX’ theme music once again started up and the three remaining models stopped sucking cock.
Holly smiled up at Joe as she stood up once again, but left his erect penis poking out from the front of his shorts. The lovely maid wiped her chin with her apron and then gently kissed Joe on the cheek. “Well done,” she whispered into his ear.
The words ‘ROUND 2: PHYSICAL CHALLENGE’ appeared on the screen as the losing contestants were lead back to their seats by the models.
“Welcome back folks,” Kent said to the camera, at home there would have been a commercial break playing as the losers returned to their places and the excess chairs were moved away. The three remaining contestants sat in their chairs, their erections still left poking from their pants and their respective models standing behind them. “Let’s meet our contestants for Round Two,” said Kent.
The camera zoomed in on Joe first, “Our first successful contestant is Joe Dingle, a parking enforcement officer from New York City.” There was a slight hiss from the audience as Joe’s job was announced and he couldn’t help but blush a little. The camera then moved on to the fat man beside Joe. “Next up we have Owen Banks, a music store owner from New Jersey,” said the voice of the announcer. “And last, but not least, is Scott Anderson a university student from Boston. Please give our luck contestants a big round of applause.”
The applause light came on and the three contestants were all cheered. It was time for Round Two.
“I see you’ve all got your pistol’s loaded for our first game,” Kent said with a laugh as the camera panned across the three contestants throbbing erections.
“Which is good ‘cause they’re gonna need ‘em!” Bambi added, stepping up beside Kent and running a hand across his chest, inside the lapel of his red jacket.
“That’s right Bambi,” agreed Kent. “The first game is going to test your range! For each foot you shoot you’ll get 20 points. Our record is 8 feet 5 inches.”
Bambi moved forward towards Joe who was first in the line, Joe swallowed as Bambi stroked her soft hand down across Joe’s chest right the way down till she grabbed hold of his cock. Joe gave a slight moan as the sexy co-host squeezed his cock and turned back towards Kent. “Now Kent, when you say shoot, do you mean with these guns?” she asked him, stroking Joe’s cock. If he hadn’t been sitting down Joe was sure he would have fainted in excitement.
“Exactly!” Kent said with a grin as Bambi gave Joe one more stroke and then she walked back to stand beside Kent. “Our lovely models will be assisting our contestants to load and fire their pistols, and Bambi, I think you should perhaps give these boys a little incentive to hit the record, don’t you?”
“Good idea Kent,” Bambi agreed.
With that the three models crouched down beside their chosen contestants and once again grabbed hold of their erect penises. Bambi stripped off her halter-top and mini-skirt, down to just a sexy pink g-string. The gorgeous co-host then stood on the 8 foot 5 inches record mark and started to caress her gorgeous body.
“Now gentlemen,” Kent addressed the three contestants as their models continued to warm them up. “If you manage to hit Bambi and set a new record you’ll get this wonderful bonus prize.”
On the screen in the center of the set a small video clip appeared showing a huge range of pornographic videotapes and a busty model strolling through the racks. The voice of the show’s announcer came over the load speaker. “A years supply of adult movies which will be ‘hand’ delivered by our lovely model Jane who’ll make sure you enjoy the first film.”
Joe was barely watching the tape, his attention was fixed on the near naked woman of his dreams. Bambi Buchanan stood less than nine feet away from him, stroking her glorious body, and he couldn’t believe she had actually touched his penis a few minutes earlier! Joe gave a soft moan and Holly increased the speed of her strokes on his cock.



“Are you ready Joe?” Kent asked him.
“Oh yeah!” grunted Joe, barely able to hold out any longer, Holly’s soft hand and Bambi’s glorious body driving him wild.
The crowd let out a cheer of encouragement as Joe arched back in the barbers chair and his cock exploded. His sticky white cum rocketed out from the tip, flying towards Bambi who thrust her massive tits out invitingly. “Ahhh!” Joe cried out at his release, willing his cum towards Bambi. Unfortunately it fell just short, but was an impressive distance nonetheless.
“Wow, amazing!” whispered Holly softly as she milked the last few drops out of Joe’s cock as Bambi measured his shot.
“Six feet, ten inches!” Bambi announced.
“One hundred and twenty points!” Kent said. “Great effort Joe, that’s gonna be tough to beat.”
“Are you ready Owen?” Kent asked, turning to the overweight music storeowner.
“Not yet,” the big man shook his head. The sexy spacewoman at his feet leant around and started sucking the head of his thick cock, stroking the base rapidly at the same time to speed up his ejaculation.
“What about you Scott?” Kent asked the young college kid as Wonder Woman stroked his cock.
“Oh I’m ready!” Scott replied, nodding with considerable urgency. Bambi quickly moved in front of Scott, running her hands up her sides and lifting and squeezing her big breasts.
Scott gave a loud cry as his cock erupted, his cum shooting out towards Bambi. His explosion made it over half way to the busty blonde but fell shorter than Joe’s. As Wonder Woman leant around and licked Scott’s cock clean Bambi measured the young man’s ejaculation.
“Five feet, two inches!” she called out.
“A close contest,” Kent said. “One hundred points for Scott. How are you liking Carol’s mouth there big Owen?” Kent asked, as Bambi moved back in front of the last contestant.
“Great!” Owen replied, nodding rapidly.
“So are you ready?” Kent asked.
“I think so,” Owen said, breathing heavily.
Carol, the spacewoman pulled her mouth off the fat man’s cock and started to rapidly jerk it in her skilled hand, pointing it straight out at Bambi.
“Oh fuck yeah!” Owen gave a coarse grunt as his cock burst. A jet of thick cum burst from the end of Owen’s cock, it didn’t fly far but splashed onto the studio floor.
“Nice volume,” Bambi commented as Owen groaned and Carol squeezed out more of his substantial sperm. Bambi quickly measured the big guys shot. “Three feet, seven inches!” she announced.
“At the end of the first game we have Owen in third place with sixty points, Scott second with one hundred points and in first place with one hundred and twenty points is our parking meter maid Joe!” said the announcers voice. “We’ll be back with our sexy celebrity guests right after the break.”
As the crew came on to tidy things up for the next game, the three contestants were given towels to clean up with and Kent and Bambi went back stage for a quick drink and freshen up. The three contestants were all given a glass of water.
The stage manager came up to check all three contestants were doing okay. “Good job out here so far gentlemen,” the large man assured them. “But the best is yet to come,” he added with a wink.
After about ten minutes the crew had finished setting up for the next game and Kent and Bambi returned to the set. After a short blast of theme music and an enthusiastic cheer from the studio audience ‘XXXX’ was back underway.
“Welcome back ladies and gentlemen,” Kent greeted the camera. “It’s time to bring out our three celebrity guests for the second game of our Physical Challenge. Our first guest is one of the very sexy stars of Baywatch and MTV, she’s a walking wet dream, the rockstar groupie of the year! Carmen Elektra!”
The crowd roared it’s approval as the gorgeous celebrity walked on stage, she was dressed in a pair of skin-tight black leather trousers that were long slung over her hips revealing the sides of her pale blue g-string. Her ultra high-heeled black shoes matched her pants and she wore a tight fitting leopard-print tank top that was very low cut displaying her huge, perfectly rounded breasts. Carmen waved at the very appreciative crowd and made her way on stage where Kent put his arm around her shoulders.
“Hi Carmen, welcome to the show,” Kent welcomed her.
“Thanks Kent, a pleasure to be here,” she gave him a hug in greeting. For the benefit of the audience Kent winked over her shoulder and ran his hands down Carmen’s back, grabbing her firm ass in both hands and giving it a squeeze. The audience laughed enviously.
“Our second guest is the very curvy supermodel with the nicest bazoobies on the web, Katie Price Jordan!” Kent announced as the crowd yelled in excitement. Jordan strode out onto the stage looking incredibly sexy. She had a pair of knee-high black boots and a short white skirt that was slit up one thigh, displaying plenty of her long sleek legs as she walked over to Kent. She wore a tight white t-shirt through which her nipples could be plainly seen jutting from her huge breasts, making it obvious she was braless beneath.
“Bazoobies?” Jordan playful asked Kent as she reached his side.
“Yeah, these things,” Kent said, reaching up with one hand and squeezing one of Jordan’s huge breasts through her t-shirt. “Welcome to the show Jordan,” he said as his hand slid over to her other ample jug before releasing her.
“Pleasure to be here Kent,” Jordan replied.
“And our last guest is the naughtiest vixen we’d had on the show to date, the hottest porn star on the planet! None other than Jenna Jameson!” The crowd continued to go nuts, it was quite a line up.
Jenna wore a skimpy pink vinyl dress that was very short at the hem and very low around the neckline. The busty blonde porn star’s ample tits jiggled as she walked, threatening to burst free with each step. Jenna threw her arms around Kent as she reached him, shoving her tongue hungrily into the slightly surprised hosts mouth.
“Welcome to the show,” Kent said with a breathless laugh when they finally broke off their kiss.
“I’ve been wanting to do that for ages,” Jenna said with a wicked smile. “Thanks for inviting me along handsome.”
As the three busty celebrity guests took their seats at the rear of the set, Bambi came forward to stand at Kent’s side as they introduced the second game.
“I’m sure all our contestants have a very good idea of what our three celebrities’ hooters look like, but what we’re going to test tonight is how those lovely jugs feel,” Kent said.
“I’m sure you can tell us what Jordan’s jugs look like,” commented Bambi, rolling her eyes theatrically.
“Like you wouldn’t believe,” Kent said with a wink. He then turned to the three lovely celebrities. “Perhaps we can start by having you ladies take off your tops?” he suggested.
“We thought you’d never ask,” Jordan said with a smile as she yanked her tight white t-shirt up over her head, her absolutely perfect breasts falling free. They were high placed and huge, topped by dark nipples and covered with a deep all over tan.
“Oh wow,” Joe murmured aloud as Carmen next pulled off her tank top, revealing her own large breasts.
Jenna Jameson was last, her tits just as mouthwatering as she pushed the straps of her dress off her shoulders and peeled it down to just above her waist.
“Well this has to be the biggest collection of tits we’ve had for some time,” said Kent, licking his lips. “I bet you feel right at home Bambi?”
“Sure do, it’s not often I feel average,” said the buxom blonde, hoisting her own tits up in her palms. Bambi then turned to the three wide-eyed contestants. “I hope you have busy hands guys,” she told them with a sly wink. “Blindfolds please ladies.” The three assistants were still standing obediently behind the contestants and at Bambi’s request they placed black cloth blindfolds over the three contestants.
Joe’s world suddenly went black.
“Good luck,” he heard Holly whisper in his ear.
Suddenly a pair of hands took hold of his as one of the celebrities stood in front of him. Likewise his two opponents also had a busty celebrity stand before and take hold of their hands.
Kent Hamilton addressed the three men. “Joe you have Celebrity Tits 1 in front of you, Owen, you have Celebrity Tits 2 and Scott you have Celebrity Tits 3. You will have thirty seconds with each Celebrity Rack and at the end each of you must guess all three. You will get fifty points per correct guess.”
“On your marks!” called out Bambi. “Get set…Grope!” With that all three contestants found their hands lifted to a pair of naked Celebrity breasts. Joe let out a groan as his palms were suddenly filled with firm, warm titflesh.
“Oh wow!” he breathed aloud as he squeezed the unknown woman’s ample tits. They felt very big, but that didn’t really help as all three celebrities were very well endowed. They also felt incredibly firm, probably fake, but once again that could apply to any of the three girls. Joe gave the massive mounds a squeeze and started to knead the firm flesh. He figured there was no way of telling them apart so he would have to just guess. He might as well enjoy his groping while he could.
Joe’s fingers found the woman’s nipples, giving them a firm pinch before he once again covered her big tits with his hands and sunk his fingers deep into their summery warmth. He heard a gasp from the woman beside him, Owen was obviously being a little rough with his groping. Joe wasn’t sure, but he could have sworn that it was Jenna Jameson’s moan he had heard, which meant the breasts he was now playing with belonged to either Carmen Elektra or Jordan. The mere idea that it was either pair of knockers that were filling his groping hands was enough to make him stiffen in his pants, despite his six-foot eruption earlier on.
“Change!” called out Bambi who was acting as timekeeper.
Joe reluctantly released the lovely tits, keeping his arms out in front of him. Moments later his outstretched hands were once again filled with tits as the next Celebrity leant into his palms.
“Joe you now have Celebrity Tits 2, Owen you have Celebrity Tits 3 and Scott now has Celebrity Tits 1,” Kent told them.
According to Joe’s best guess that meant it was now Jenna Jameson’s breasts he was fondling. He gave a little moan and started to knead the firm flesh, it seemed they were a little smaller than the last pair he had been handling, but they still more than overflowing his groping hands. Joe pinched on what he assumed was Jenna’s nipples and then shook the perfectly round orbs, wishing he didn’t have a blindfold on so that he would watch the quivering flesh.
Joe made sure he got in plenty of squeezing and groping before the next change was called, he couldn’t wait to get home so he could watch himself feeling up the sexy blonde porn star.
“Joe you now have Celebrity Tits 3, Owen you have Celebrity Tits 1 and Scott you have Celebrity Tits 2 in your hands.”
Joe licked his dry lips as his fingers sunk into the last pair of breasts he would get to feel. The nipples on this pair were like bullets, whoever it was she was obviously enjoying the manhandling her tits were getting from the three contestants.
“These are fantastic!” Joe murmured as the celebrity arched her back and pressed her big boobs harder against Joe’s palms. The horny parking warden groaned and squeezed harder at the woman’s breasts, kneading the incredibly firm flesh with mounting passion. The woman reached up and pulled Joe’s face down into her cleavage, rubbing her big tits briefly against Joe’s cheeks before she straightened up and let him continue to feel her up.
“Time’s up!” Bambi called out and three pairs of hands were reluctantly disengaged from three pairs of boobs.
The Celebrities returned to their seats and once they were in place the contestant’s blindfolds were removed. Joe was a little disappointed to see that the three ladies had their tops back on again.
“Okay time for your guesses please gentlemen,” Kent said. “First up who do you think Celebrity Tits 1 belonged to? That was your first pair Joe, you had them second Scott and those were the last ones you felt Owen. Joe, you guess first.”
“Carmen Elektra?” Joe said.
“Scott?”
“Jenna Jameson.”
“Owen?’
“I’m gonna be different and say Jordan.”
As they announced their guesses Bambi marked them up on the board. “Okay Celebrity Tits 2. Owen first this time?”
“Jenna Jameson.”
“Scott?”
“Jordan?”
“Joe?”
“Jenna Jameson.”
“Now Celebrity Tits 3. This was your first pair Scott, what’s your guess?” Kent asked.
“Carmen Elektra.”
“Owen?”
“Can I say Jordan again even though I said that first?” Owen asked.
“Hedging your bets?” Kent asked.
“Something like that,” Owen agreed.
“Sure, why not. And Joe who do you think Celebrity Tits 3 belonged to?”
“Jordan?”
“Okay Bambi, can you reveal the winners please?” Kent instructed his buxom assistant.
“Certainly,” agreed Bambi stepping behind the chairs where the three celebrity guests sat. “Celebrity Tits 1 belong to Carmen Elektra!” As Bambi announced this she stepped up behind Carmen and reached over her shoulders, pulling up her tank top and once again unveiling her big boobs. Bambi gave Carmen’s nipples a quick tickle and then moved on. “Celebrity Tits 2 belong to the saucy Jenna Jameson!” Bambi declared, sliding her hands down inside the front of Jenna’s dress and squeezing playfully. Bambi then stepped behind Jordan and cupped the lovely models impressive jugs through her top. “And these puppies are Celebrity Tits number 3.”
“So that means Joe ‘Busy Hands’ Dingle wins game two as well with the maximum score of 150. Owen you got 100 points and Scott! Zero!” Kent said.
“At the end of game two, leading the bunch is Joe on 270 points. In second place is Owen with 160 points and trailing the pack is Scott on 100 points. But it’s early days yet!” Bambi added.
“We’ll be right back after these messages from our sponsors,” said Kent towards the camera.
During the break the three celebrity guests were led off stage, although Joe knew from previous viewings that they would be back to help with the final third round. He saw Bambi putting on her kneepads as everyone got into position for the next game.
“Welcome back to ‘XXXX’ folks,” Kent greeted the camera as the theme music rolled once again. Kent turned to Bambi, “I see you’ve got your kneepads on for the third game of the Physical Challenge Round.”
“Sure do Kent,” Bambi said, she then licked her lips. “And I’m eager to get started!”
“Our computer has randomly selected Scott to be first up,” Kent said as he turned to the three contestants. “We’ve already tested your range, this next game is to test your stamina. My enchanting co-host Miss Buchanan here is going to give each of you a blowjob. For each minute you last without cumming you will gain 30 points. So far the record is eight minutes. Let me assure you that Bambi is very good,” Kent said, flashing the audience a wink. “I’ve personally undertaken some very extensive testing of her oral abilities and I’ve yet to break the five minute mark.”
Joe swallowed nervously, he was about to get his cock sucked by the girl of his dreams, Bambi Buchanan! Even though he’d known it was coming he could still hardly believe it was true. Joe pinched himself as Bambi knelt down in front of Scott and unzipped the young students trousers. Scott was partially erect and Bambi gave his penis a few quick strokes and gently toyed with his balls.
“On your marks!” called out Kent, it was his turn to start things off. “Get set…Suck!” With that Bambi dived forward and immediately engulfed Scott’s cock in her warm mouth. Scott gave a deep moan of pleasure as his penis was swallowed to the root and Bambi’s cheeks immediately hollowed as she forcefully sucked on his rapidly hardening length.
Keeping his cock completely buried in her mouth, with her lips tight around the base of his shaft, Bambi filled her mouth with hot saliva and sucked heavily, the contestant’s cock quickly growing to full erection and filling her mouth.
Joe watched wide-eyed, his own cock involuntarily hardening as Bambi drew her mouth back off Scott’s now rock hard erection. The college student was quite well endowed and Joe wondered where Bambi had stuffed all that cock-meat. His question was answered as the beautiful blonde plunged her mouth back down on Scott’s cock once again, taking him all the way to the base, her nose buried in his pubic hair.
Scott moaned loudly again as he felt the tip of Bambi’s tongue tease the top of his ball sack, his cock still stuffed in her throat at the same time. Bambi drew back and swiped her tongue around the head of Scott’s cock as she reached up and stroked the base of the shaft with one soft hand.
“One minute!” Kent announced. “That’s thirty points for Mr Anderson!”
This seemed to spur Bambi on, she bobbed her head rapidly over Scott’s penis, practically fucking him with her mouth and throat for about twenty seconds. Then she drew off him once again and leant under, her tongue flicking across Scott’s throbbing testicles.
“Oh God!” groaned Scott, he obviously liked having his balls licked. Bambi seemed to sense this and with her hand still jerking at his cock she sucked one of his balls completely into her mouth, rolling it around on her talented tongue. “Oh God!” Scott groaned again as she shifted across to his other testicle. The young college student was now moaning loudly, obviously very close to orgasm. Bambi shifted back up to his cock, plunging her mouth over the tip and bobbing rapidly, at the same time her fingertips gently toyed with his balls, pulling out all the stops to send him over the edge.
“Two minutes!” Kent called out. “Sixty points.”
Scott gave a loud cry and his hips jerked, he could hold out no longer. Bambi kept her mouth locked to the end of Scott’s cock and he moaned and undulated on the chair, his seed pumping into the busty blonde’s mouth.
Once he was finally spent Bambi stood up and opened her mouth towards the camera, displaying a mouthful of sticky white cum for the audience at home.
“Heads or tails Scott?” Kent asked the contestant, pulling a coin from his pocket.
“Heads,” croaked Scott breathlessly.
“Appropriate,” smirked Kent with a grin as he tossed the coin and caught it, covering it with one hand over his wrist. “Tails!” he announced as he unveiled the coin. “Spit.”
Bambi spat her mouthful of cum into a bucket near the side of the stage.
“Excellent performance Scott,” Kent said, “You now have 160 points, and Owen you’re next up.”
Bambi took a quick drink from a glass of water to clear away the taste of Scott’s cum and then she moved over to kneel in front of Owen, running her hands up his pudgy thighs as she reached for the zipper on his pants. Bambi pulled out the fat man’s chubby cock and found it was completely flaccid. She gently toyed with it as the timer was reset.
“On your marks…get set..suck!” shouted Kent.
Bambi immediately leaned in between Owen’s chubby thighs and started licking at his soft cock, running her tongue up and down the length. She briefly lifted it with one hand, rubbing it against her soft cheek as her tongue flicked across his balls. Bambi then sucked Owen’s limp penis into her mouth, bathing him in warmth and eliciting a moan from the fat music store owner.
Owen reached down and patted the top of Bambi’s head as she pulled back, trapping the head of Owen’s still soft penis between her lips and tugging, stretching him out. She then once again swallowed his complete cock, pressing her lips tightly around the base of his shaft and rocking her head from side to side, her nose against his flabby belly.
“One minute!” Kent called out.
Bambi appeared to get a little desperate now, Owen wasn’t even erect yet, and Joe had to wonder if the fat man was even heterosexual. Bambi Buchanan was sucking his dick what man wouldn’t be hard? Owen gave a moan as Bambi used his cock to slap each of her cheeks, before leaning underneath and licking his balls again. When the busty blonde once again captured the head of his penis between her lips she felt a slight tremble, he was growing at last.



The gorgeous blonde co-host’s head bobbed diligently over Owen’s lap, the blood steadily flowing into his organ as she rapidly worked him without pause.
“Two minutes!” Kent announced.
Bambi moaned as Owen reached down and grabbed the top of her head and started pushing her down harder on his cock as it grew to full erection. The lovely co-host gagged slightly but soldiered on, not missing a beat as she worked the overweight contestant.

“Three minutes!”
By now Owen was standing up in front of Bambi, holding her head as he thrust his cock into her mouth, fucking her face. He was hard as a rock and with each shove his balls slapped into her chin.
“Oh yeah, suck that cock!” he grunted, using her mouth as if it were her pussy.
“Four minutes!”
The audience had started to clap now, keeping in time with Owen’s thrusts into Bambi’s delicious sucking mouth. The busty co-host was no longer doing much, concentrating on breathing while Owen did all the work, using her mouth to get off. The audience clapping increased in speed as Owen’s thrusts sped up, the fat contestant huffing and puffing and letting out the occasional groan of pleasure.
“Five minutes!” called out Kent, Joe wondered if Owen was going to ever cum.
Almost as if he had been waiting for the next minute to pass, Owen let out a massive bellow and thrust his cock completely into Bambi’s mouth. His flabby buttocks twitched as he unloaded into Bambi’s mouth and moaned and gasped in lust. Once he was finally spent and released the pretty blonde he slumped back into his chair.
There was a gasp from the audience as Bambi opened her mouth and displayed a mouthful of cum. The way Owen had used her everyone had expected it to be in her belly by now.
Kent hesitated in surprise a moment before turning to Owen. “Heads or Tails?” he asked.
“Heads,” panted Owen.
Kent tossed the coin. “I’m sorry, it’s tails. You can spit that out Bambi.”
Joe’s cock twitched in anticipation as Bambi spat out the fat man’s cum, Joe was about to have his cock sucked by the girl of his dreams. He was so hard he almost came in his pants when Bambi bent over the cum bucket, her mini-skirt clad ass looking fantastic.
“Can we take five?” Bambi asked the director once she had spat. She looked rather disheveled from the face fucking she had just received.
“Sure, everyone take a quick break,” the director said, halting the filming much to Joe’s disappointment. Knowing his luck Bambi wouldn’t come back.
As if reading his thoughts Bambi reached over and stroked her hand across his hard crotch as she walked past Joe on her way backstage. “Don’t worry big boy,” she whispered huskily. “I’ll get to you very soon.”
Joe gave a slight whimper as she gave his package a squeeze and then carried on her way. He was so hard it hurt! The parking enforcement warden was left hanging for about ten minutes before the show started back up again.
“Well that was quite a performance, 150 points for Owen Banks puts him in the lead!” Kent said to the camera as filming resumed. “And Mr Dingle, you’re up next.”
Joe swallowed as his dream woman knelt at his feet, reaching up and unzipping his pants. Bambi reaching into his fly and pulled out his rigid penis. She gasped slightly as it emerged, it was hard as a rock and the tip was glistening with precum.
“I think he’s ready for me,” Bambi said with a smile over her shoulder to Kent. The busty blonde reached out and gave his hard shaft a stroke. As she touched him Joe let out a sudden strangled grunt and cum gushed from the tip of his cock, splattering over Bambi’s face and arm. The audience gasped in surprise as Joe ejaculated all over the kneeling co-host, moaning as he came.
There was a moment of stunned silence.
“Well, well, well,” Kent said at last. “Zero points for our parking warden, you’re pretty quick on the draw I see.”
Joe blushed. He couldn’t believe it! He’d missed out on his big chance at receiving a blowjob from Bambi Buchanan. He’d never forgive himself!
“We’ll be right back after these messages,” Kent said as they went to a commercial break and Bambi disappeared offstage for a shower, she’d had quite a show so far.
There was another ten-minute break as the whole stage was re-arranged, three padded tables equipped with stirrups were brought out and it looked a little like a gynecologists office.
“Welcome back to ‘XXXX’. It’s time for the very last game of the Physical Challenge round,” said Kent. “Currently in first place with 310 points is Owen Banks from New Jersey. In second place with 270 points we have Joe ‘Quick Draw’ Dingle and coming last is Scott Anderson.”
Kent now turned to the three contestants. “For this last game I want you all to head out into the audience and select a female volunteer to help you with the game.”
Joe got up from his cheer and followed the other two contestants out into the studio audience. Although the male spectators considerably outnumbered the females there was still quite a lot of choice, and they were all waving their arms to get the attention of the contestants, eager for their own fifteen minutes of fame. Joe saw that Owen had already selected his volunteer, a rather petite Asian girl who looked like she was only about eighteen, but was very beautiful.
Still a little dejected from his premature ejaculation only a few minutes earlier Joe took the hand of the first waving woman he came across. She was an attractive brunette, she was in her late thirties but looked as though she looked after herself, her body trim and well shaped.
“I’m Joe,” he said in polite greeting.
The man sitting beside Joe’s selection, a big brawny looking fellow with a thick handlebar moustache grabbed Joe by the wrist. “That’s my wife Jane,” he told Joe, glaring ominously at him. “You’d better take real good care of her Joe.”
Joe swallowed, “I will,” he squeaked nervously, before turning and hurriedly leading Jane back down the stairs towards the stage. As he returned to his chair he saw that Scott had selected a gorgeous busty blonde girl, wearing a Boston University t-shirt. Joe wondered if Scott knew her.
As the three contestants sat back down, their chosen volunteers were slowly stripped naked, the camera lingering over the three beautiful women. They were then taken to the gynecologist tables and laid out on them, their legs spread wide in preparation for the final game. The models from the first round were back again and obediently fluffing the three remaining contestants, getting them ready for the last game.
Kent Hamilton stepped up to the end of Owen’s volunteer’s table and unzipped his fly. He fed his cock into the pretty young Asian girls mouth and she began to obediently suck on him as he started to explain the next game.
Joe reached down and ran his hand through Holly’s hair as the pretty maid sucked him off, his cock quickly getting hard.
“Oh that’s good!” Kent breathed before looking up at the camera. “In this final game our three contestants will have ten minutes to fuck our three..oh yeah..beautiful volunteers.” Kent moaned softly, “Suck it baby. Each of the girls has their finger on a red button, whenever they feel they are orgasming they will press that button. Each time a contestants volunteer cums the contestant will get fifty points.”
Kent stepped back from the girl, his cock popping from her mouth. He zipped up. “Okay gentlemen, please take your positions between your volunteer’s thighs.
“On your marks,” Kent said as they each took their positions. Joe lined his cock up with Jane’s open pussy, fully erect again thanks to Holly’s talented mouth.
“Get set..” Joe took hold of Jane’s thighs for leverage as Kent raised his hand.
“Fuck!” shouted Kent, dropping his hand.
Joe and Scott immediately plunged their cocks into their respective volunteer cunts, causing both women to moan loudly. In between them Owen seemed to be having a little trouble getting it up, the young Asian girl looking down with frustration as Owen started stroking his cock in his hand.
Joe pounded away at Jane, slightly nervous when he remembered that her rather large husband was watching from the audience. Jane gave a small moan as he continued to stroke against her, watching her relatively large breasts jiggle with each pump from his hips.
Suddenly a buzzer sounded and Joe heard Scott’s young blonde moaning in pleasure, she’d already had one orgasm!
“Scott’s score jumps to 210, but he’s still in last place,” came the voice of the announcer.
Jane’s shaking tits entranced Joe, his cock felt great buried in her cunt. He reached down with both hands and brushed his fingertips across Jane’s nipples, causing the older woman to groan softly. Encouraged by her response he cupped her large tits and gave them a squeeze.
“That feels good Joe, do me harder,” whispered Jane softly. “Fuck me in front of my husband!” Joe gave a moan of his own and squeezed harder at Jane’s tits, now hammering his hips between her thighs, the sound of their slapping flesh filling the room.
“Half your time is up!” announced Kent. Suddenly the buzzer went off again, Scott had given his volunteer a second orgasm.
“Impressive stuff,” noted Kent.
“Scott’s score jumps to 260, only 10 behind Joe. Owen ‘Limp Dick’ Banks is still in the lead with 310 points!” said the announcer’s voice. Owen seemed to get desperate at that statement, he moved around to the other end of the table and fed his cock into the mouth of his volunteer in a frantic effort to get hard.
Joe pinched and twisted Jane’s nipples and then moved one hand down to rub his thumb across Jane’s clit while he fucked her. This seemed to help matters, he could feel the lovely women’s cunt get wetter around his pumping cock.
“Two minutes left!” the announcer called out.
Owen was finally hard, he rushed back around to between his volunteers thighs and pushed himself inside her.
The buzzer went off for a third time! Scott was a fucking machine! “Scott moves to first equal with Owen on 310 points. Joe is now last on 270.”
“Keep going,” the woman urged Joe in a soft moan.
“One minute left!” came the countdown.
Joe pumped harder and faster, his cock like a piston between the woman’s thighs.
“Ten…nine…eight…” the studio audience all shouted out the countdown.
“That’s it!” groaned Jane.
“Seven…six…five…”
Joe thrust deeper into her.
“Four…three…two…”
Jane pushed the buzzer.
“One.”
“Time ups!” called Kent and the three men slowly pulled out of their volunteers. Jane was still moaning softly as Joe drew out of her, coasting down from her orgasm.
“With that last minute orgasm Joe Dingle has earned himself fifty points and shot into first place with 320 points!” said the announcer. “Owen and Scott are second equal on 310 points.”
“What a game!” said Kent. “Right down to the wire. Congratulations Joe.”
“Thanks,” Joe replied breathlessly, zipping himself up.
Kent turned to the camera’s, “We’ll be right back after the break with Joe Dingle competing in Round 3: ‘XXXX’ Challenge!”
As the crew was arranging the set for the final round, Holly, Joe’s maid/fluffer approached him, still looking incredibly sexy in her skimpy black and white outfit. “Would you like me to get you off before the last round?” she offered, licking her full red lips seductively.
Joe hesitated a moment, knowing what was coming. But despite ten solid minutes of fucking Jane he still felt drained from when he had cum in Bambi Buchanan’s face. “No, I think I’ll be okay,” he replied with a grateful smile.
Holly nodded, looking a tad disappointed, then headed back offstage.
Joe saw that Bambi had returned to the stage, along with Carmen, Jenna and Jordan the three celebrity guests. All four of the buxom women were completely naked and received a few wolf whistles from the appreciative studio audience.
The naked Bambi Buchanan approached Joe, causing his cock to twitch in appreciation.
“Hi there, Hotshot,” she said with a friendly smile, she reached out and took his hand drawing it to her ample right breast. Joe gave a slightly moan as he squeezed her incredibly firm and full breast. “We need you to strip off for the last game,” she explained as Joe groped her offered tit. “We’re about to get started again.”
“Okay,” Joe said, his voice squeaking slightly as Bambi moved away and headed back to speak with the three celebrities. The nervous parking warden hurried got undressed for the final game of ‘XXXX’.
“Welcome back to ‘XXXX’ folks!” Kent greeted the camera as filming resumed. ‘ROUND 3:XXXX CHALLENGE’ was on the screen at the back of the set. “We’ve got Joe Dingle, a parking enforcement officer from New York with us for the final game, the ‘XXXX’ Challenge!” Kent said.
The camera then panned across to Bambi and the naked celebrity guests. “As you can see me and girls are all set for the last game, and eager to begin,” Bambi said with a wink at the camera, she reached over and tweaked Jenna’s nipple.
“For the folks at home I’ll explain how the final round works,” Kent said, the camera still lingering on the four naked women. “Each of our three guests and Bambi herself have given us their favourite orifice that they like to be fucked in, or in Bambi’s case she’s a slut who likes all four so we’ve chosen one for her tonight.” Kent said with a chuckle. “Our contestant will have to guess which orifice each of our ladies prefers in seven rounds, pussy, mouth, ass or titty-fucking. In each round for every correct guess an ‘X’ will appear on the screen, but we won’t reveal which of his guesses was correct.”
“Enough rules lets fuck!” called out Jenna Jameson, causing a cheer to erupt from the audience.
“Sounds good to me!” agreed Bambi with a smile.
“Okay Joe, are you all ready?” Kent asked the nervous contestant.
“Sure am,” Joe agreed.
“Then let the first round begin,” said Kent. “You have four strokes in each of the ladies to test an orifice, and remember, if you cum, then you’re eliminated.” he reminded Joe as he headed towards the four naked women.
Joe stepped in front of the incredibly beautiful and sexy foursome. He couldn’t believe that he had the opportunity to do almost anything he wanted to the buxom stars under the guise of the game. They all sat on a long bench, awaiting Joe’s instructions.
“Turn around and bend over the bench,” he ordered them, he wanted to fuck them all first, just so he could say that he had. There was no sense in guessing too quickly he decided.
Joe stepped up to Carmen Elektra who was first in the line and knelt down behind her. Damn she looked gorgeous from this angle, she had the greatest ass. He seized her hips and lined himself up with her cunt. With a soft moan from both him and Carmen he pushed himself up into her pussy.
“Oh yeah!” he breathed and started to stroke in and out of her cunt, taking his allotment of four strokes. Carmen moaned softly and pushed back against him and all too soon he had to pull out of her.
Supermodel Jordan was next and Joe knelt down behind her, running a hand across her shapely ass before lining up his cock with the next cunt in the line. He was hard as a rock, it was a definite turn on to be working his way along a line of beautiful women. Jordan gasped slightly as Joe pushed up into her. He held her by the hips and gave four long and slow thrusts deep into her pussy before he reluctantly pulled out, as much fun as this was it would be a rather frustrating game he was sure.
Jenna was next in the line, Joe trembling slightly as he pushed his cock into the busty adult movie actress. How many bigger and more skilled cocks had the porn star had in her pussy in the past? Jenna didn’t seem too impressed as he took his four thrusts into her clutching vagina.
Last in the line was Joe’s dream-girl, Bambi “Triple Double D” Buchanan, he hesitated a moment as he stood behind her, looking down at her very inviting bent over posterior. He then changed his mind and moved around to the other end of her, offering his cock towards her face. Bambi compliantly opened her lips and let him push his cock into her mouth. After his failure to get a blowjob from her in the previous round he was determined to experience the feeling of her mouth.
Joe moaned as Bambi immediately started to suck heavily at his cock. He gently took hold of the top of her head and stroke back and forth in her mouth four times, feeling his cock drag across her hungry tongue, driving him wild. When he reluctantly pulled out there was a slurping smack of Bambi’s lips as she equally reluctantly released him from her mouth.
“Two X’s!” announced Kent, “a great start!”
Joe’s cock was hard as a rock, this was going to be harder than he thought. He’d wanted to fuck their asses next as that seemed such a wicked thing to do, but he thought that would be too much after fucking Bambi’s wonderful mouth.
“Sit back on the seats please,” he told the women as he stepped up to Carmen once again. He stood directly in front of her, his cock lined up with her face. Carmen instinctively leant forward and licked the tip of Joe’s cock, lapping up the drop of precum that had emerged. Joe however had other ideas, he pushed her head back and bent his knee’s slightly, placing his hard cock against Carmen’s ample breasts.
“Mmm,” he moaned in appreciation as he hefted Carmen’s heavy tits and pressed them together around his erection. Carmen Elektra’s breasts felt fantastic as he pressed them together around his hard cock and started to shove with his hips, fucking up into her deep cleavage. As he titfucked her his hands squeezed at the sides of Carmen’s big tits, this felt great!
After his four strokes he moved on to Jordan. He paused in front of her and reached out and grabbed both of her big tits in his hands, giving them a firm squeeze as he remembered his blindfolded fondling. Jordan licked her lips in anticipation as he pinched her nipples and Joe was briefly tempted to shove his cock into her alluring mouth. But he decided he was best to do this systematically if he was going to do guess correctly and win.
He crouched slightly and pushed his cock up between Jordan’s ample boobs, gripping the sides of them and he sawed slowly back and forth between them, savoring the feel of the ample pillows wrapped around his hard cock.
He moved to Jenna next, looking her in the eyes and he pushed his cock between her tits. Jenna, who was no stranger to titty fucking held her own big tits, pressing them together over Joe’s hard shaft as he thrust against her chest. She seemed more responsive than when he had fucked her cunt, but it was hard to tell as he hadn’t been able to see her face before.
Joe stepped up to Bambi, his cock throbbing as he was suddenly nervous. He gave her tits a preliminary grope and then laid his cock in her cleavage, pressing the vast melons together around the shaft. Bambi gave a quiet moan as Joe pushed against her tits, closing his eyes slightly to enhance the feel of her titflesh rubbing against his cock. He gave her the permitted four strokes and then stepped back.
This time only a single X appeared on the scoreboard, only one of the women had titfucks as their chosen orifice.
“Bend over again,” Joe ordered, it was assfucking time! There was something very arousing about telling four lovely women to bend over for him to receive his cock up their butts!
Joe moved behind Carmen and once again seized her by the hips. This time however he lined his hard cock up with a different hole. He was about to fuck Carmen Elektra in the ass! Joe gave a loud moan as he pushed his cock slowly into Carmen tight rear end. The busty brunette cried out as Joe’s cock pushed it’s way into her bowel. She moaned as he tightly gripped her hips and started to push in and out of her, each thrust taking him slightly deeper. Carmen’s ass felt incredibly tight, squeezing his cock and threatening to wring the cum out of him.



Joe was breathing heavily as he pulled out of Carmen’s ass and moved over to Jordan, he was going to be hard pressed to last through this round without cumming. “Ow!” Jordan cried out in pain as Joe pushed his cock up into her ass. He held her by the hips and tried to pump his cock against her ultra tight asshole. The busty model was obviously not that used to anal sex and didn’t seem to enjoy it very much, that was one option he could safely cross off his list of guesses.
Next up was Jenna Jameson, who Joe knew for sure was no stranger to anal sex. He lined himself up with the voluptuous porn-stars ass and pushed up inside her. Jenna moaned as Joe thrust against her, he was able to shove himself quite hard and deep as the experienced porn star ground herself back against him. For those four rapid thrusts Joe was in heaven.
He pulled out of the gorgeous Jenna and moved to the end of the line where Bambi was waiting. Joe hesitated a moment as he stared down at Bambi’s gorgeous ass, beautifully presented as she bent over the long bench. His hands shaking Joe dropped to his knees behind her and placed his hands on her firm ass-cheeks.
“Ready Bambi?” he asked, giving her ass a squeeze.
“Do it!” she breathed lustfully in reply.
Joe pulled apart the gorgeous co-hosts buttocks and pushed his cock into her ass. Bambi let out a moan as he thrust up into her. “Oh yeah!” moaned Joe as he thrust a second time into Bambi’s butt hole.
“You like that eh Dingle?” asked Kent, grinning broadly.
“Oh yeah!” Joe repeated, thrusting a third and forth time before pulling out. He looked up at the screen and saw that a single X lit up. So now he knew that one of the ladies liked it up the butt, one liked titty fucking and one like straightforward vaginal intercourse. Hang on, Joe thought, he didn’t know the pussy thing for sure as he’d used Bambi’s mouth and not her cunt in round one.
“Half way now Joe, this is your forth round,” Kent reminded the contestant as he moved back to Carmen at the start of the line.
“Sit up again ladies,” Joe instructed as he stepped up and offered his hard cock towards Carmen’s mouth. The voluptuous brunette actress made a face as he waved his cock towards her lips and she quickly leant forward and wrapped her big tits around Joe’s cock.
Joe gave a moan as Carmen started to pump her tits over his cock, he loved the way her breasts felt, but he did wonder why she’d avoided her mouth. Carmen finished her four pumps on Joe’s cock, the abundant pillows of her breasts feeling sensational around his cock after the tightness of the four celebrities asses. Joe moved on to Jordan now, determined to feel her mouth. The voluptuous model was taken slightly by surprise as Joe quickly shoved his cock straight into her mouth, not giving her the same chance to dodge that he’d given to Carmen.
Jordan gagged slightly as her lips were forced open by Joe’s intruding manhood. He held her head and rapidly pumped her mouth, his cock driving deep and balls slapping against her chin. When Joe finally pulled out, his four thrusts complete, Jordan coughed and spluttered, shooting him a dark look as he moved down the line to Jenna.
Joe pushed his cock towards the blonde porn-star’s face and Jenna immediately opened her mouth, leaning forward and capturing the parking warden’s cock between her lips. Joe let out a moan as Jenna swallowed his dick, her tongue swiping along the underside and doing wonderful things Joe could barely describe. Jenna drew back to the head of his cock, once again swirling her tongue skillfully before plunging back down his shaft, this time taking him into her throat as her nose pressed to his belly.
“Oh fuck!” Joe groaned as Jenna drew back once again. He grabbed the top of her head and pushed her down a third time, pushing his hips forward at the same time. Fuck she was good at this, almost as talented as Bambi. Joe’s cock shuddered at the thought of Bambi’s mouth and he gave Jenna’s mouth one more quick thrust and then pulled out, his cock dangerously close to overflowing.
Moving on to Bambi Joe tried to regain his composure, he was only halfway through the round after all, he had to hold on. As he stepped in front of Bambi he realized he’d already tried her mouth, but had not yet sampled her cunt. He instructed her to turn around, so she stood up and bent over, bracing herself with both hands on the bench and Joe stepped behind her and took hold of her by the hips.
Joe tried to imagine a baseball game in his head, anything to take his mind off the thought he was about to fuck Bambi Buchanan. Lining himself up with her pussy he shoved forward, his cock sinking into her warm, inviting pussy. “Ahh!” moaned Joe, slowly taking his four thrusts, not going too deep within Bambi to avoid pushing himself over the edge.
When he was finally done he pulled out and glanced up at the scoreboard. None of the X’s were lit.
“Bad luck Joe, none right that time,” said Kent. He then turned to the camera’s, “time for a commercial break, we’ll be right back.”
Joe was very grateful for the quick break. Holly brought him out a glass of water from which he took a long swallow. “Can you get me off now?” Joe asked her hopefully.
The pretty maid shook her head. “I can’t now that you’ve started the ‘XXXX’ Challenge round I’m afraid.”
“Okay,” Joe said in disappointment, he’d just have to do his best to maintain control. Holly hurried back off stage as the ad break finished and Kent resumed the action for Joe’s fifth round of guesses.
Joe stepped up to Carmen Elektra. “Suck!” he ordered her, making no mistake of his desire so she couldn’t avoid it. Carmen obediently leant forward and took his cock into her hot mouth. Her expression didn’t show any disgust as it had last time, perhaps it was just the fact he had just been in the ladies asses that put her off sucking him.
He gave a moan as Carmen’s head bobbed over his cock, she was good, although not in the same league as Bambi and Jenna. Once he’d had four long sucks from Carmen he moved on to Jordan.
Joe paused a moment, he was quickly running out of time and had to work out what position these ladies preferred. All he knew for sure about Jordan was that she didn’t like oral and from the way she’d reacted he was pretty sure she didn’t think much of anal either. Making a guess he stepped up close to her and lifted her ample tits up, wrapping them around his cock. Jordan gave a slight moan, encouraging Joe as he thrust his cock up between Jordan’s breasts.
Her massive tits felt heavy in his hands as he squeezed them together around his shaft and began to thrust with his hips between them. On the forth and final thrust Jordan leant down and licked the tip of his cock as it emerged between her big jugs.
“That was great,” Joe whispered to her as he moved on to Jenna.
Joe knew that oral was not Jenna’s preferred style and only one of the girls like titty-fucking, so that was probably Jordan. Jenna hadn’t been particularly reactive when he’d fucked her so this time he had her lie on her back on the bench so he could see her face as he pushed into her. He straddled the bench between Jenna’s thighs, pulling her legs up around him as he moved in towards her. He briefly hesitated between her two entrances and then pushed his cock up into Jenna’s ass.
The busty porn actress let out a gasp as Joe thrust into her ass, she moaned slightly as he reamed her ass rapidly, taking four deep lunges within her.
Joe then moved to Bambi, the ad break had given him a chance to cool down and he wanted to sample the co-host’s lovely mouth again. He pulled her head down to his crotch again and let her do the work, her full lips parting to take him inside her incredible mouth and her head bobbing rapidly as she worked her magic on him, sending pleasure soaring through his body.
When he pulled out of Bambi’s mouth and looked up at the scoreboard Bambi winked and licked her lips.
“Three X’s!” announced Kent. “That’s your best so far!”
Joe’s mind worked quickly as he tried to figure out what that meant. There was only one of those that were incorrect. He was certain that Jordan liked titty-fucking and he also guessed that Bambi’s lip licking display was a clue to her favourite as well. That meant either Carmen or Jenna was incorrect and he had two rounds left to decide which. One of them had to be anal and from the first round he assumed Bambi’s mouth was one X so the other had to be cunt.
Joe grinned as he moved in front of Carmen, with two round left he could try both combinations, he was sure he would win now, all he had to do was make sure he didn’t cum, and with two more rounds in Bambi’s mouth it wasn’t going to be easy.
Joe gritted his teeth and pinched the base of his cock as he worked his way along the line. Thrusting four times into Carmen’s ultra tight ass, four times between Jordan’s breasts, four times into Jenna’s cunt and four times into Bambi’s mouth.
Joe looked up at the scoreboard. Only two X’s.
“Last round Joe,” Kent told him. “You need to get four X’s to win our grand prize.”
Joe nodded, his cock trembling. He stepped up to Carmen and thrust four times into her cunt, then moved on to Jordan and worked her cleavage for four thrusts. So far, so good but the hardest was yet to come. Jenna moaned as he shoved his cock in and out of her ass four times, keeping it as shallow as he thought he could get away with.
He then moved on to Bambi, his cock super-close to exploding. It seemed very dirty to be coming straight from Jenna’s ass to Bambi’s mouth but the buxom blonde co-host didn’t bat an eyelid as she licked up the glistening precum from the head of Joe’s penis and then sucked the long shaft into her talented mouth. “Ahhh!” Joe let out a lustful moan as Bambi bobbed her head over his groin. He squeezed his hands into tight fists as she slowly and excruciatingly worked his cock. Those four long sucks seemed to take an eternity and he never thought he’d ever want a blowjob from Bambi Buchanan to be over with, but his balls were in absolute agony.
When the fourth suck was complete and Bambi finally released him he looked up at the scoreboard.
“Four X’s!!” cried out Kent. “Congratulations Joe Dingle, you are our ‘XXXX’ Champion!”
The audience cheered and applauded loudly as Joe went slightly weak at the knees. He’d won! The show’s theme music played as Kent came up beside him and clapped him on the back.
“Well done Joe, you’ve won a three week holiday for two in romantic Paris and fifty thousand dollars spending money!” Kent told him as Joe smiled, slightly bewildered by the whole affair. He could hardly believe he’d won, actually all he could think about was his aching testicles.
“And that’s not the best part Joe,” Kent explained. “You’ll be accompanied on this sexy vacation by your choice from our voluptuous celebrities.” Kent pointed to where Carmen, Jordan and Jenna were all bent over on the bench, presenting their posteriors towards him. Bambi stood off to the side slightly, clapping politely.
Kent gestured down towards Joe’s trembling manhood. “I’m sure after such an intense third round you’d like to do something about that,” Kent said with chuckle. He then gestured towards the three bent over women, “Go and select your prize, whichever pussy you cum in you can take with you to France.”
Joe almost ran forward, to everyone’s surprise instead of plunging himself into Carmen, Jordan or Jenna he grabbed Bambi Buchanan by the wrist and spun her around, seizing her hips and shoving his cock deep into the busty co-hosts pussy. Joe arched his back and let out a shout of relief as he cum spurted up inside the gorgeous blonde.
Kent couldn’t help but laugh at this. “Well it looks like our lucky winner is taking none other than Bambi Buchanan away for an erotic three week vacation in romantic Paris. We’ll be back next week with another exciting and sexy episode of ‘XXXX’ the sexiest, raciest, most risqué game-show on television!”
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In the highest of rooms within the Tower of Doom, inside a perfectly drawn pentagram of blood lay the demoness. Her breathing was in ragged gasps as she struggled to take human air into her lungs. Her whole body shivered. The earth was much colder than hell.
The demoness took the form of a red skinned human female with jet-black hair and almost angelic white wings. By human standards she was stunningly beautiful, her guise had often lured weak willed human sorcerers to their deaths. Only two long yellow fangs that protruded several inches outside her full, pouty blood red lips marred her beautiful, finely featured face. The demoness’s succulent red skinned body was unclothed, her rich red skin almost shimmering across the wanton curves of her human form. Blood red nipples topped her large round breasts and her genitals were completely hairless but looked human. Her slim hands ended in long black fingernails that looked razor sharp. She was a succubus a demoness that lured male humans to their deaths with her sexuality.
The slightly pointed ears of the voluptuous succubus perked up as the sound of a voice reached her ears and the door of the room swung open.
“Stupid frigging wench! Who the fuck does she think she is! Bossing Cockweasel around like a slave! One day I’ll nail her sweet ass!” swore the creature that emerged through the door.
The succubus’s full lips curved up into a malevolent smirk as she saw the creature that had entered the room. Was this the magic user that had summoned her?
“Sweep the frigging tower Cockweasel! Clean your own tower cunt!” snarled the creature. He was a short runt of a humanoid, only around four and a half feet in height. With leathery green skin, coarse black hair and one of the ugliest little faces the succubus had ever seen.
“A goblin!” hissed the demoness, as she noted the hunched little creatures yellowed teeth and small wiry build. The little goblin wore only a grubby, stained loincloth for clothing, surely this was not a powerful wizard, capable of summoning her?
Cockweasel the goblin looked up in surprise at the sound of the succubus’s voice. He’d been ordered to sweep the whole tower by the Master and had not expected this room to be occupied. No doubt the Master had forgotten to tell Cockweasel.
“You are the mortal that summoned me?” the demoness demanded, pointing an accusing finger at the little goblin as she stood up.
Cockweasel frowned, noticing for the first time that the creature before him was naked, and had a very attractive body to boot. The sly little goblin felt his loins tingling as he gazed upon the succubus, it had been a long long time since he had seen a naked woman.
“You are the mortal that summoned me!?” the demoness said more forcefully, almost shrieking. She had only been summoned and enslaved by mortals a handful of times, and it usually ended badly. Usually with the painfully slow death of the human sorcerer.
“Yeah, Cockweasel is the name she-bitch!” the goblin shot back, a plan quickly forming in his head as he stifled his initial fear of the demoness. Although he was a goblin, one of the most hated races on the planet and one not usually known for its intelligence, Cockweasel was very cunning. That was possibly the reason he had been chosen to serve the Master.
The succubus’s eyes narrowed slightly, her seductive expression taking a slight edge. “What do you want goblin?”
Cockweasel clucked his tongue as he pretended to consider her question. “I have summoned you for my pleasure,” he said, flipping up the front of his loincloth and grabbing his own thick green penis.
The demoness scoffed, “Do you really think I will let you mate with me? You a goblin!” she laughed at the mere suggestion. “Surely a wizard of your…caliber knows that to lie with a succubus would mean your death?” she jeered.
Cockweasel swallowed, what was he getting himself into? But as usual he plunged on, thinking with his dick instead of his brain. “It only means death if you chose to,” he bluffed.
“True…” she replied slowly. “If I pleasure you, you will release me?”
“Yes!” Cockweasel said, eagerly starting to stroke his cock as his eyes scanned across the demoness’s sinful body.
“Come closer wizard,” she beckoned, sliding down to her knees, her long, forked tongue slipped out and licked across her full red lips. The tongue briefly wound around one yellow fang and then disappeared back into her mouth.
Cockweasel moved up to the edge of the pentagram, being careful to ensure he did not step over the edge.
“Closer,” signaled the succubus, her lips parting into an oval ready to receive the goblins organ.
Cockweasel paused, his gaze flickering between her full, pouty lips and razor sharp fangs. “I’m not putting my cock that close to your teeth bitch,” he told her.
The demoness snarled, “Very well.” She stood up again and turned around, her seemingly delicate white wings folded on her back. She then bent over and braced her hands on her knees, presenting her full red buttocks towards the horny little goblin.
“Nice,” breathed Cockweasel, reaching up and running his rough hand across the demoness’s smooth buttocks. He slipped a finger up between her legs and stroked along the slit of her cunt. The demoness gave a rumbling growl as he probed one finger up inside her, his cock hardening in his other hand. Cockweasel gave her firm ass a slap and then moved over to the side of the room, grabbing a stool and dragging it to the edge of the pentagram.
Cockweasel clambered up onto the stood which put him at a much more convenient height, his out-thrust erection pointed directly at the demoness’s posterior. Knowing that if he lost his balance and fell forward inside the pentagram he would be a goner, Cockweasel very carefully reached out and took hold of the succubus’s nicely curved waist, pulling her ass back towards him.
“Oh yes! Cockweasel likes that!” the goblin groaned as he pushed his grubby cock into the demoness’s cunt. The succubus hissed at the thought of being used for pleasure by such a pitiful creature, but when the goblin released her she would have her revenge. Cockweasel tightened his grip on her red hips and started to pump against her ass like a dog in heat, the small room filled with the sounds of flesh slapping against flesh.
The short goblin grunted as he bucked against her, his small cock buried to the base with each thrust. It had been so long since Cockweasel had got laid that he knew he would not last long. A droplet of drool fell from the corner of his mouth, splashing into the small of the demoness’s back as he fucked her. Cockweasel’s long nails dug into the succubus’s hips and he increased the rapid-fire thrusts of his hips, his balls swinging against her with each shove.
“That’s it!” grunted the horny little goblin as he had his way with the succubus. “Oh that’s good!”
“Of course it’s good,” snapped the succubus as she suffered the indignity of letting the ugly creature hump her. “I’m a succubus you dolt!”
“Shut up bitch!” growled Cockweasel, slapping the side of her ass. “You’re ruining the moment.”
“Well excuse me then,” she replied sarcastically, but she did shut up, the only sound in the top room of the tower was now the slapping of flesh and the grunting of a certain goblin.
“Ahhh! Fuck!” cried out Cockweasel as his cock suddenly exploded. He yanked the succubus back against him, his cock penetrating her to the hilt as it pulse and pumping slimy green cum into her. The demoness let the goblin spend himself, more drool dropping onto her back from his open mouth. “Yessss!” Cockweasel hissed as he rammed into her a couple more times milking the last of his cum into her tight demonic pussy.
“Cockweasel!” came a sudden, angry sounded scream from lower in the tower. “Get your mangy green ass down here this instant!”
Cockweasel physically jumped at the sound of the voice. His cock popped out of the succubus and he tumbled backwards off the stool, falling heavily on the stone floor. The air whooshed from his lungs and he lay there for a moment gasping.
“Shit!” he swore after he took a moment to recover. The little goblin jumped to his feet, wiping his still sticky cock on his own loincloth and then making a dash for the door.
“Wait!” hissed the demoness. “We had a deal, release me!”
“Uh..” Cockweasel stammered a moment. “Gotta go, be back later, thanks for the fuck.” With that he bolted out the door, slamming it shut behind him as his stubby little legs carried him down the lengthy flight of stairs as quickly as he could manage.
The little goblin burst through one of the large ornate wooden doors about two thirds of the way down the tower and arrived in a large, richly decorated dining room. The long table had seats enough for two dozen diners, but presently only one seat was filled. Cockweasel’s Master, the Sorceress Valeria sat there with an empty plate in front of her, impatiently tapping her fingers on the corner of the table. As always, Valeria wore a long black gown, it was slit very high up one leg, her creamy thigh poking through and immediately catching Cockweasel’s eye. The front of the dress gaped wide, displaying plenty of Valeria’s pale snowy breasts, coming just short of exposing her nipples. The evil sorceress was an incredible beauty, with flawless pale white skin and long, flowing raven hair that reached to her waist. Her pristine features could have been considered angelic, where it not for the angry stare she fixed upon her slave.
“Forget something?” she asked, her voice surprisingly gentle.
Fuck! Cockweasel swore inwardly, he’d been so busy sweeping the tower that he’d lost track of the time, Valeria’s dinner was not served. “Sorry Master!” Cockweasel said in his most pitiful voice, falling to his knees in the doorway.
“Mistress!” snapped Valeria, “How many times do I have to tell you!”
“Sorry Mistress!” Cockweasel quickly said. He remained in a begging posture and shuffled across the room on his knees towards the entrance to the kitchen where the sorceress’s dinner would be waiting for him to serve up.
“Be quick about it Cockweasel!” she growled threateningly. The goblin leapt to his feet and dashed into the kitchen at the sharp crack of her voice. He knew better than to anger the sorceress. He quickly picked up the sorceress’s dinner, a large plate of steaming roast meat and vegetables. Cockweasel had never seen anyone cook Valeria’s dinner, but whenever the time came he would always find it waiting for him to serve in the kitchen.
He carefully carried the plate into the dining room, once Cockweasel had dropped it and he’d ended up spending a fear-filled day and night cleaning the outside of the tower with Valeria using some sort of magical spell to levitate him. He’d been scared shitless as she threw him several hundred feet into the air and made him scrub the tower.
Cockweasel placed the plate down in front of Valeria, taking the chance to have a good look into her gaping cleavage, his height perfectly lining his face up with the sorceress’s ample bosom.
“Wine,” she ordered, thumping her empty goblet against the table.
“Yes Mas..Mistress,” he acquiesced, hurrying over to the rack of dusty wine bottles in the corner of the room. He grabbed one and random and moved back to Valeria’s side, slowly pouring the red liquid into her goblet. As he stood there he couldn’t help but stare into Valeria’s cleavage, watching the way the ample swellings of her breasts rose and fell as she breathed. His cock stirred slightly, despite having just emptied it into the demoness upstairs. Valeria’s breasts looked so big and soft, so inviting, he wanted to just reach out and touch them. He could just make out the slight shape of her nipples jutting against the dark fabric of her gown and he yearning to lean over and suck the hardened buds into his mouth. Cockweasel imagined what it would feel like to thrust his small green penis between those summery mountains, the big melons would feel so good pressed against his pumping shaft.
“What are you doing you idiot!” Valeria’s angry cry snapped his gaze away from her boobs and to the goblet that was now overflowing with wine. Cockweasel swore under his breath and stopped pouring, rushing into the kitchen to grab a rag to mop up the spill.
He rushed back and quickly wiped up the spilt wine. He noticed that a few drips had fallen from the edge of the table and landed on Valeria’s leg, left bare from the split in her dress. Cockweasel dabbed the rag on Valeria’s thigh, wiping up the split wine and giving her leg a slight squeeze at the same time. Then, unable to help himself he moved the rag higher up Valeria’s creamy thigh and then up to her breasts. The little goblin gave a small moan as he grabbed her huge left breast through the rag, under the guise of wiping up some imaginary splash of wine.
Valeria sighed as the horny little goblin crudely felt her up, the little shit was always trying something like that with her, it reminded her a little of her former wizard master, he’d always tried to cop a feel while he was teaching her magic. She killed him after she had quickly learnt all that he had to teach her. Valeria casually waved her hand in Cockweasel’s direction. “Shirrgalak,” as she spoke the word there was a soundless burst of energy and the goblin was flung across the room like a rag doll. He crashed into the wall and crumpled painfully to the floor.
Without another word Valeria returned her attention to her dinner. Cockweasel never seemed to learn, he was always grabbing her tits or ass, despite the painful punishments it earned him. Once he had pushed things too far and she’d woken up to him crouching on her pillow and trying to push his slimy green cock into her mouth. She angrily unleashed a fireball onto his crotch and he hadn’t been able to piss without screaming for the next three months. Cockweasel had never tried anything quite so bold again, although it didn’t stop his busy hands. The only reason Valeria hadn’t killed the horny little goblin was that he was the only goblin slave she’d had that had been able to follow more than the most simple of instructions.
Cockweasel rolled over onto his back and groaned as he regained consciousness. All he could think about was how firm and plump the sorceress’s tit had felt in his leathery hand. It had definitely been worth the pain he thought to himself.
About ten minutes later the sorceress was done eating and got to her feet. She glanced over to the corner of the room where Cockweasel was still lying groaning to himself. “I’m going to the top room to work,” she told the goblin, shooting him a look of disgust. “I am not to be disturbed no matter what. Understood?”
“Yes Master!” Cockweasel said, sitting up immediately when he realized she had no sympathy for his pain.
“Mistress!” she snapped back angrily before marching up the stairs towards the room where she had the succubus that Cockweasel had abused.
Cockweasel waiting for a few minutes to give the evil sorceress enough time to reach the top room and then he hurried over to the table, grabbing her plate of leftovers and digging in hungrily. He had just placed the first hunk of meat in his mouth when there was an ear-shattering bang from above, followed by a flash of light that filled the stairwell. Cockweasel froze, his mouth full of food. There was the sound of a female scream, the sorceress’s slave wasn’t sure if it had come from the succubus or the sorceress herself. Then there was another explosion and a thud. Then silence.
Cockweasel spat the food out onto the table and started to dash towards the door. He froze as he reached the stairwell. Valeria had specifically told him not to disturb her. He paused in indecision, if he didn’t go up and she was in trouble, he’d be punished. But if he did go up and everything was okay he’d also be punished. It was times like this that he wished he had a normal goblin brain that didn’t think of so many things at once. It would be so much easier to just dumbly do what he was told.
Taking a gamble Cockweasel decided to throw caution aside and head up to check on his Master. He ran hurriedly up the stairs to the very top of the tower, his breathing ragged and labored by the time he climbed the final step. The goblin then burst open the door, expecting to see the room burnt to a crisp, or perhaps the dead succubus splattered all over the walls.
To his surprise the room was remarkably unscathed. The succubus was gone, or at least not in sight, the pentagram also no longer on the floor. Lying on her back, motionless in the center of the room was Cockweasel’s Master, Valeria. Her eyes were closed and he could just see the rising and falling over her expansive chest. She was alive.
“Master!” he cried out in alarm, hurrying over to her side. “Master!” he repeated louder, taking her by the shoulders and shaking her. Valeria did not stir, she was completely unconscious. Something had obviously gone very wrong. Suddenly concerned about the succubus, Cockweasel leapt to his feet and spun around, scanning the room for any sign of the demoness. But he saw nothing. Had Valeria banished her before she was knocked out?
The nervous goblin gave one more suspicious scan of the room then knelt down beside Valeria once again. “Master!” he said, shaking her violently this time. Still she didn’t awaken. Cockweasel sat back on his heels. Now what was he going to do?
Cockweasel licked his lips and stared thoughtfully at the motionless body of the sexy sorceress. He glanced around the room, double checking that he was alone.
“Sorceress?” he said, a little softer this time.
Cockweasel reached out and pinched the flesh on her arm. She didn’t move. His heart beating at one hundred miles per hour, Cockweasel reached out and placed his hand ever so gently over her left breast, covering the ample mound in his palm. “Master?” he said, his voice a husky whisper. She did not stir. Cockweasel felt his loins tingle in anticipation as he ran his thumb across the inner slope of the sorceress’s large left breast, left bare by the open neckline of her gown.
The goblin got up on his haunches and leant over Valeria, keeping his hand fixed to her large breast. He slapped her sharply across the side of the face. “Wake up!” he shouted as loud as he could manage. She still didn’t move and Cockweasel was at last confident that he was free to explore the lovely magician.
Breathing heavily, Cockweasel’s other hand moved to join its partner on Valeria’s chest. He took a large boob in each hand and squeezed them firmly. “Nice!” groaned the goblin his hands opening and closing over the deliciously ample mounds, kneading the resilient flesh. “Cockweasel likes these,” he moaned tightly gripping the mountainous orbs.
He then curled his fingers around the edge of Valeria’s black gown and yanked it open. The material tore slightly as he pulled it wide, exposing Valeria’s bare breasts to his hungry eyes. A droplet of drool fell from Cockweasel’s lower lip and into the deep gap of Valeria’s cleavage as his hands once again closed over her, now bare, breasts.
“You’re not bossing Cockweasel around now are you wench?” he said to the sorceress’s unconscious body as his fingers pinched and twisted at her nipples. The goblin then fell onto the raven-haired woman, his hard cock jutting against her hip as he plunged his face into her cleavage. Cockweasel made a sort of lustful grunting noise as he rubbed his rough face between her breasts, savoring the softness of her flawless skin. He turned his head to the side an captured a nipple between his lips, sucking it hungrily and at the same time starting to grind his bulging cock against her curvy hip.
The goblin’s feast continued as he turned to her other nipple, his tongue coming out and lapping against the hardening bud, sucking it forcefully between his lips. He gave the nipple a quick bite and then straightened up, adjusting his position so that he sat over her, straddling her flat stomach. Cockweasel then reached down with both hands and squeezed the sorceress’s plump breasts. He then jiggled them in his hands, watching in delight as the abundant sloshed about her chest. Cockweasel absently slapped at the sorceress’s big tits as he looked up into her beautiful face. For once she was not looking at him in disgust.



Cockweasel gave a yellow-toothed grin as he released his Mistress’s breasts and climbed off Valeria, an idea forming in his brain. The crawled around to her head, remembering when he’d almost caught her in a deep slumber, just before she shot a fireball into his lap. Cockweasel sat down and lifted Valeria’s head up into his lap, turning her head sideways. He rubbed his hard green cock over her pretty face leaving a slight smear of his greenish precum, had she been awake she would have gagged on the stench of his smelly cock and unwashed loincloth.
Cockweasel then brushed the head of his cock across the sorceress’s full lips, tracing their outline before pushing them apart. He gave a small moan as his cock pierced her lips, the warmth of her tongue was wondrous as he pushed his cock inside her mouth. Cockweasel moaned in bliss, he had never had a blowjob and the fact it was from such a beautiful and powerful human who had always tormented him made it all the more sweet. Never mind the fact she was passed out. The goblin sat up, crouching over Valeria’s face as he fed more of his cock into her warm mouth.
“Cockweasel likes!” he grunted, slowly pumping his cock in and out of her mouth, barely noticing the occasional scrape from her teeth as he slowly fucked her mouth. Keeping his cock buried in her mouth, Cockweasel turned around, tilting Valeria’s head backwards and opening her throat. He reached out and took hold of her big jiggling tits for leverage and really started to pump, fucking her face.
“Yess!” he groaned as his cock plunged in and out of her mouth, he was not quite big enough to go into her throat, but it felt wonderful, his balls banging on her nose as he rooted her lovely mouth. Cockweasel picked up the pace, really going to town, using his unconscious tormentor to satisfy his lust. Suddenly the little goblin groaned and his cock burst, cum shooting from his cock and filling Valeria’s mouth. He plunged himself deep into her mouth and his hands gripped tightly on her big tits as he orgasmed. His slimy green spunk pouring from the corners of Valeria’s mouth.
The unconscious enchantress started to choke on her slaves cock and Cockweasel felt her teeth bite into his still pulsing organ. The goblin quickly jerked backwards, yanking his cock free as the sorceress started to cough and splutter. She looked as though she was still unconscious, but Cockweasel didn’t intend to stick around and find out. He’d crossed a very dangerous line and knew that if he were still around when Valeria awakened she’d probably turn him into a toad…or worse.
Cockweasel wiped his grubby cock with a handful of Valeria’s shiny black hair and then hurriedly fled the room, slamming the door shut behind him. He had to get the fuck outta here before she awoke. Running as fast as he could, the little goblin almost tumbled down the stairs, taking them two or three at a time, as fast as his stubby legs could manage.
Cockweasel was almost at the bottom when he crashed into something, there was a loud metallic clang and the goblin feel back onto the stairs in a daze.
He looked up in horror to see a tall figure in front of him, dressing in shiny silver armor that gleamed with a dangerously holy light. In the knights hand was a long, vicious looking sword. Cockweasel looked up in fright as the sword ominously raised in his direction.
“Bugger!” swore Cockweasel softly. Now he was screwed.
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The short green goblin raced hurriedly down the stairs of the Tower of Doom, home of the wicked sorceress Valeria. The ugly little creature’s name was Cockweasel and he was the slave of the malevolent magic user. Cockweasel had always lusted after the lovely sorceress and when he had discovered Valeria unconscious in the top-most room of her tower he had been unable to resist raping her mouth whilst she lay there powerless to resist. Knowing that if she awoke and realized what he had done he would be a dead goblin, he had decided to flee.
Cockweasel was almost at the bottom when he crashed into something, there was a loud metallic clang and the goblin feel back onto the stairs in a daze.
He looked up in horror to see a tall figure in front of him, dressing in shiny silver armor that gleamed with a dangerously holy light. In the knights hand was a long, vicious looking sword. Cockweasel looked up in fright as the sword ominously rose in his direction.
“Bugger!” swore Cockweasel softly. Now he was screwed.
The pale blue eyes that Cockweasel could see through the eye-slit of the knights helm narrowed slightly as the knight’s sword drew back for the deathblow.
“Wait!” squealed Cockweasel, holding his hands up protectively, although he knew they would do little to stop the imminent attack. “Don’t kill me! I stopped the sorceress! I’m not a bad guy!” he shrieked, desperately pleaded for his miserable life.
The knight seemed to hesitate so Cockweasel continued, “I’m innocent!” The goblin’s mind raced, trying to think of something that would save his life. “I only came here ‘cause the sorceress enslaved my family, I’ve killed her. You’ve got to save me!” as far as he knew Valeria had choked on his cum so he may be telling at least some truth.
The knight reached up and opened the visor of her helmet. To Cockweasel’s shock the knight was a female. And a remarkably beautiful one at that. A few stray locks of golden hair that hung from her helm framed her finely featured face.
“You’re a woman!” blurted Cockweasel in surprise.
“The sorceress is dead?” said the knight, ignoring Cockweasel’s comment.
“Y..yes,” Cockweasel said in a stammer, trying to look as scared as he could.
The knight’s pretty eye’s narrowed slightly. “You’re not one of Valeria the Black minions?” she demanded.
Cockweasel hurried shook his head. “No, not me. I’d never serve that black-hearted bitch. You’ve got to help me get out of here!”
After a moment’s consideration, the knight seemed to accept his word. “Follow me,” she instructed, closing the front of her helm once again and starting down the steps. Cockweasel hurried after her as fast as his short legs would carry him.
They reached the bottom of the tower and stepped out into the night. The knight had a powerful looking, pure white warhorse waiting and she mounted up.
“You’re free goblin,” she told him. “I thank you for saving me the task of dispatching the vile sorceress myself.”
Cockweasel looked around at the wilderness slightly nervously. Valeria had told him the land was very perilous, filled with dangerous wild animals and even more dangerous men. It had probably been just stories to discourage him from attempting to escape, but the idea of venturing alone into the night didn’t sit too well with the little goblin.
“You’re not going to leave me alone are you?” he said to the knight, trying to look as pathetic as possible.
“You can’t come with me,” the knight said. “I travel back to my king in Alastriel City.”
“Please!” begged Cockweasel, falling to his knees and clenching his hands together pleadingly. “I’ll die out here. Let me travel with you.”
The knight glared down at him from behind her helm.
“I can be your servant, please I’ll do anything. Just don’t leave me out here to die!”
“Very well,” the knight said at last. She reached down and offered her hand to the pitiful little creature. Cockweasel took hold of her steel gauntlet as she lifted him up behind her, onto the back of her white warhorse.
“Thank you Master,” Cockweasel gratefully told her as he gripped the sides of her steel breastplate fearfully. He’d never been on horseback before and it looked like a long way down if he fell.
“Gwyneth,” the knight corrected him as she spurred her steed into motion. “Lady Gwyneth d’Lambert, paladin of the Holy Church of Alastriel.”
“Cockweasel’s my name, Lady Gwyneth” the goblin replied.
“Codweasel?” she repeated as they rode away from the Tower of Doom.
“Cockweasel.”
“Oh,” she replied. “Well Cockweasel, my camp is an hour’s ride from here, we should reach it just before midnight.”
“Ow!” Cockweasel said suddenly.
“What is it?” Gwyneth asked, a tone of concern in her voice that Cockweasel had never heard from Valeria.
“Just your armor is sharp,” he replied, doing his best to cling to her back as they rode at a gallop away from the tower.
“It’s not for long,” the beautiful paladin assured him. They rode on in silence to where Gwyneth had made camp. By the time they reached it Cockweasel, unaccustomed to riding, was in agony, his legs aching from straddling the horse and his body bruised from clinging tightly to the armored knight. The camp consisted of little more than a fire and bedroll, but Cockweasel was very grateful to finally reach it.
“I’ll take the first watch,” Gwyneth said as she dismounted and helped the goblin down from the horse. “You get some sleep. You must be exhausted.”
Cockweasel didn’t argue. He practically collapsed onto the bedroom and within seconds was snoring loudly, the evening’s excitement having drained him completely.
Gwyneth paused a moment to watch the sleeping creature. He was a strange one that was for sure. Most goblins Gwyneth had come across were vile little monsters, showing little intelligence, usually either fleeing from her or attacking her. Cockweasel seemed smarter than those she had met, and the fact he had actually slain the sorceress suggested she had also been taken by surprise by his intelligence.
The paladin unsaddled and brushed down her warhorse as Cockweasel snored loudly on her bedroll. She then got out of her heavy armor and into a loose tunic and pants. As she sat down by the rapidly dwindling fire she glanced over at Cockweasel. He must be having a good dream, as his little green penis was fully erect, poking up from under his meager loincloth.
Gwyneth blushed slightly and looked away. They would have to do something about his clothing if she was going to take him through any towns. Creatures such as goblins and orcs, although not exactly liked, were accepted in most towns and not all that uncommon. The kingdom had a wide assortment of cultures and races and when visiting a town you could bump into anything from a goblin, to a majestic elf, to a stout dwarf or even on rare occasions a rough looking troll or ogre. So long as they didn’t cause any trouble most races were accepted in the cities of the kingdom.
Gwyneth decided to give Cockweasel a little extra sleep and waited until only a couple hours before dawn to wake the sleeping goblin. “Your turn on watch,” she whispered as she shook him awake.
Cockweasel woke up with a start. “Huh?” he said as he looked up at the pretty woman through bleary sleep-filled eyes. Without her armor on Gwyneth looked even more beautiful. She had long golden blonde hair that stretched midway down her back, and although her loose clothing disguised it she had a slim, fit body.
“You take the watch now,” Gwyneth repeated. “Wake me at sunrise.”
Cockweasel nodded as the knight lay down on the bedroll and closed her eyes. He went over and stirred up the last ashes of the fire and crouched down beside it. He could hardly believe he was free of the wicked Valeria at last. It had been quite a night. Cockweasel briefly wondered on the fate of the sorceress. Was she even alive? If she was Cockweasel would have loved to see the expression on her face when she woke up with a mouthful of his cum. Actually on second thoughts perhaps he’d rather not be around.
The goblin glanced over at his savior. Gwyneth looked very peaceful, lying on her side and sleeping soundly. Cockweasel couldn’t help but admire the womanly curve of her waist and the gentle rise and fall of what looked like a rather generous bosom. It had been hard to tell under all that steel she wore, but she was actually a very sexy woman.
Licking his lips, Cockweasel quietly moved closer to Gwyneth, the sleeping paladin didn’t stir as he crouched down at her side. Cockweasel studied her peaceful face for a moment and then reached out and stroked the back of his rough knuckles across her soft cheek. Gwyneth murmured softly in her sleep but didn’t awaken. Feeling a little bolder, Cockweasel traced one fingertip around her full lips, being careful not to scrape her with his sharp fingernail. As he touched her mouth he couldn’t help but remember the fun he had with his former Master, Valeria. His cock stiffened slightly.
As much as he would have loved to have felt her warm mouth around his penis, Cockweasel knew that Gywneth’s sleep was not deep enough for him to get away with something like that. Instead, he gently traced his finger over the swell of her right breast. Her tits seemed big, perhaps as large as Valeria’s. Eager to explore further, Cockweasel carefully hooked his finger into the collar of the slumbering knight’s tunic. He pulled it out from her body so that he could peek down the front. Valeria’s breasts were bare beneath, rising and falling as she slept. Cockweasel could not help but omit a moan as he gazed upon her large naked breasts. They looked so warm and soft, topped by pink nipples that Cockweasel wished he could suck on as he had with Valeria’s.
Pushing his luck to the limit, Cockweasel pulled her clothing out further and slipped his other hand down inside the front of her tunic. He moaned as his cool hand closed over one of Gwyneth’s ample breasts, the firm mound more than filling his palm. She’s not quite as busty as Valeria, but very close, Cockweasel decided as he cautiously gave her tit a squeeze. The lecherous goblin slid his hand over to Gwyneth’s other tit, cupping it in his palm and feeling it’s warmth.
“Nice,” he whispered softly as he squeezed her other boob.
“Mmm,” Valeria moaned sharply in her sleep and Cockweasel jerked his hand out of her top, almost knocking her chin in the process. He released her tunic and scurried back to the fire, if she woke and found his feeling her up he didn’t like to think what would happen.
Cockweasel rubbed his throbbing crotch and shuffled closer to the fire. Perhaps another time he would have a better opportunity to explore the pretty blonde knight.
Cockweasel lay down on his side and closed his eyes, just wanting to rest his heavy eyelids for a moment. When he opened his eyes again Lady Gwyneth was towering above him.
“Fall asleep on guard duty?” she asked him. As she stepped aside the sunlight she had been blocking streamed down onto Cockweasel’s eyes, blinding him momentarily as he struggled to adjust to the bright light. Goblin’s at the best of times preferred the dark, and the sudden shock of bright light gave Cockweasel an immediate pounded headache.
“Come on, get up,” Gwyneth urged him as she finished saddling up her horse. “We’re moving out. I want to reach the village of Crompton by evening and thanks to you we’re already an hour behind schedule.”
Cockweasel grunted as he sat up. He glanced down at his grubby loincloth and saw that he had morning wood as usual, his grubby green cock poking out from the even dirtier piece of material he wore. He looked over at Valeria and saw her preparing to don her heavy steel armor, Cockweasel winced at the memory of the sharp hard steel rubbing against him as they rode.
“Do you have to wear that?” he asked with a grimace.
Gwyneth turned to him in surprise, “My armor?”
“Yeah, it hurts me when we ride.”
Gwyneth considered for a moment, “I guess I can leave it off for now, ‘till we get you a horse anyway. We should be able to buy one in Crompton.”
“That’d be great,” Cockweasel eagerly thanked her.
Instead of getting into her armor she strapped it into the saddlebags of her warhorse and mounted up. Gywneth then reached down and helped Cockweasel up behind her. The little goblin hugged close to her, no longer hindered by her metal armor. Gwyneth frowned as she felt something hard poking into her posterior from behind.
“What’s that poking me?” she asked in discomfort.
“Erm…” Cockweasel sounded a little abashed. “Morning wood,” he said in a muffled tone.
“Oh,” replied Gwyneth, a little embarrassed herself now as well.
The paladin spurred her horse on its way as Cockweasel snuggled in behind her, grinding his hard cock into her ass a little. Gwyneth almost wished she had worn her armor after all, and briefly wondered if the horny little goblin had an ulterior motive when he suggested she didn’t wear it.
They rode for several hours without rest, Cockweasel remained pushed up against Gwyneth from behind, hugging her tightly as his cock nestled soundly between her firm buttocks, insinuating itself nicely into the crack of her ass and remaining hard. The goblin imagined what Gwyneth must look like from the front, her heavy tits unrestrained by armor and no doubt jiggling delightfully. Unable to help himself, as the mental image of the knight’s breasts entered his mind, one of his hands stole up from around her waist and cupped Gwyneth’s ample right breast through her loose tunic. The paladin didn’t notice the grope at first, but when Cockweasel gave the large melon a squeeze, Gwyneth gasped in surprise. She looked down to see his green hand clenched over her tit and she immediately pried his hand free.
Gwyneth reined in the horse at that point and dismounted.
“Time for a rest break,” she told him, her gaze not meeting his eyes.
After a short break they remounted and continued on their way. They had gone less than a mile when once again Cockweasel’s grubby little hand stole up and closed over Gwyneth's heavy breast. The paladin clenched her teeth to suppress her angry and immediately peeled his hand off and brought it back to her waist. Cockweasel moaned a little and nestled his crotch harder in against Gwyneth’s shapely ass, letting the motion of the horse grind him against her.
For the rest of the afternoon, every half an hour or so Cockweasel’s busy little hand would find it’s way back up to Gwyneth’s boobs, and every time she would pry his hand away. Finally, on about the tenth time she gave up and just let the horny goblin squeeze her breast. For the last hour of their journey both of Cockweasel’s hands were closed over Gwyneth’s tits, squeezing and kneading at the abundant melons whilst the noble paladin did her best to ignore them. The sooner they got Cockweasel his own horse, the better!
The odd pair of traveling companions reached Crompton just before dusk. Lady Gwyneth gratefully pulled her goblin travel companion’s hands from her bosom and dismounted.
“Let’s get you sorted for some clothes before we find an inn to spend the night,” she told Cockweasel as she helped him down from the horses back. As soon as Cockweasel’s feet hit the dirt he started to rub his aching inner thighs and balls.
“Ow, ow, ow, ow, ow!” he yelped. Gwyneth couldn’t help but smile at his display, at least she wasn’t the only one who had found the journey uncomfortable.
“Come on,” she said impatiently, grabbing him by the wrist and dragging him in the direction of the tailor’s shop.
“What can I do for you m’Lady?” asked the tailor politely as they entered his shop. The tailor was a tall, very skinny man with a large bulbous nose and a bushy moustache.
“We’re after some clothing,” Gwyneth said, she gestured down towards Cockweasel. “For him.”
The tailor noticed Cockweasel for the first time and looked down at him. When he saw that Gwyneth was referring to a goblin his face immediately showed distaste. “Oh,” he said in surprise, his expression made him look like he had just taken a bite from a very sour lemon. “A Goblin. Well I’m not sure if we have anything for his kind.”
Gwyneth ignored the man’s obvious revulsion. “Anything will do, as you can see he’s not exactly dressed to travel through towns.”
The tailor nodded, staring down his nose at Cockweasel. The little goblin scowled up at the tailor, the man’s disgust not unnoticed. Cockweasel reached up and picked his nose, just to piss the rude tailor off further.
“Well,” the tailor sighed, deciding he wanted the pair out of his shop as quickly as possible. “I think I have some children’s clothing around somewhere that should fit.”
“Anything will be fine,” Gwyneth agreed, giving the man the most winning smile she could muster under the circumstances.
The tailor gave a curt nod and then moved over to a pile of clothes stacked up in a dusty corner of the shop. He searched through the pile for a few minutes before pulling out a pair of bright red pantaloons and a fluffy white blouse that looked like it was made for a little girl.
“Is that all you have?” Cockweasel said, eyeing up the clothing dubiously.
The tailor ignored the goblin and handed the clothing to Gwyneth.
“Thank you,” Gwyneth replied. “That will do just fine.”
She passed the clothing down to Cockweasel and at her instruction the grubby little goblin tried them on. He stripped off his loincloth and Gwyneth immediately averted her eyes from the thick green penis that hung between his legs. Although quite small compared to a fully-grown man, it seemed bigger attached to his small body.
Cockweasel pulled on the red pants and white blouse, scowling the whole time. Once he was fully dressed he noisily cleared his throat and Gwyneth turned to look at him.
The busty paladin had to stifle a laugh as she looked at the little goblin. He looked quite comical in the children’s clothes. The bright pants coming down to just below his knee’s and looked quite tight around the crotch. The white blouse had a fluffy lace collar that pointed up around his ears and he had only half buttoned it up, leaving his green chest sticking out.
“I look like a friggin’ elf!” he complained.
Gwyneth smiled at her new companion. “You look very handsome,” she assured him.
Cockweasel glowered at her, biting his bottom lip as he failed to think of a clever retort.
Gwyneth scooped up his grubby loincloth and handed it to the tailor. “Take care of this will you good tailor,” she said as she once again took Cockweasel by the hand and led him from the shop as if he was a child.
The tailor gingerly gripped the filthy loincloth between his thumb and finger, “I think I’ll burn it,” he said in a half-whisper as they left his shop.
Gwyneth led Cockweasel to the large tavern that was right in the center of the village of Crompton. Had Cockweasel been able to read he would have seen the sign above the door read ‘The Tavern of the Laughing Dog’.
Inside it was rather busy. About two dozen travelers and local farmers will all enjoying either a hot meal or a cold ale. There were four buxom serving wenches that circulated the common room, each with a large jug filled with ale that they used to refill the men’s mugs. Every so often one of the men would give the serving girls a swat across the ass or even a pinch, and they actually spent more time dodging groping hands than pouring ale.
Gwyneth approached the bar, where a portly, balding man dressed in a grubby white apron was serving drinks. As the lovely knight came closer he gave her a warm grin. “Evening ma’am, a room for yourself and your son?” he asked. He leant over the bar with a big smile, intended for Gwyneth’s son. When he caught sight of not a human boy, but an ugly little goblin his face paled. “Oh,” was all he said.



“Yes,” Gwyneth said. “Me and my traveling companion will have a room. Two beds please,” she added that very firmly.
“Of course,” the barman said, inclining his head.
“And some hot food please,” Gwyneth added. She’d been on the trail of Valeria the Black for several weeks and it felt like an eternity since she’d last had a proper meal.
“Take a seat and I’ll have one of the girls bring it over,” the barman said, gracing Gwyneth with a friendly smile and Cockweasel with a threatening scowl.
As Gwyneth led her goblin companion to the table that the barman had pointed to, Cockweasel passed one of the serving girls, reaching up and slapping her on the bottom as she past, much as he had seen the other men do. The serving girl, giggled playfully and turned towards Cockweasel, expecting to see one of the local men there. When she saw Cockweasel grinning up at her, his pointy yellow teeth bared she immediately gasped.
“Little pervert!” she snapped, spinning around and headed towards the bar.
Cockweasel grinned and then followed Gwyneth to their table. Perhaps life outside Valeria’s tower was going to be better than he’d first thought.
Once they had taken their seats, the serving wench who Cockweasel had slapped brought over two bowls of steaming beef stew. As she set the bowls down on the table, Cockweasel’s eyes went wide, the bodice of the woman’s dress was very low cut and her plump breasts were all but bared for his eyes to feast on. Almost without thought he reached out and squeezed one of her big tits through her dress.
“Ah!” she yelped in surprise, pulling backwards and almost knocking over Gwyneth’s stew. “Keep your hands to yourself you little monster!”
Gwyneth shot Cockweasel and annoyed stare as the barmaid rushed off. “You can’t just go around grabbing people like that!” she angrily told him, remembering the way he had felt her up whilst they traveled.
“Sorry,” Cockweasel did his best to look abashed.
“Now that you’re in civilization you need to keep your hands to yourself. You shouldn’t just touch people like that without permission,” Gwyneth explained.
She had been about to continue her scolding when they were interrupted by a farmer sitting down at their table. They both looked at the intruder in surprise and saw that he was weeping.
“What is it sir?” Gwyneth asked, her voice filled with concern.
Cockweasel had been about to tell the man to fuck off, but he bit his lip when he saw Lady Gwyneth was obviously not upset at the interruption.
“Is that your horse outside?” he asked Gwyneth, “The one with the armor?” The man sounded upset and desperate.
“Yes,” Gwyneth replied hesitantly, not sure where this was leading.
“You’re a warrior?” the man asked.
“Lady Gwyneth d’Lambert, paladin of the Holy Church of Alastriel.”
“Oh thank God!” the man almost gasped with relief. “It’s my daughter. They’ve taken my daughter! You’ve got to save her! I don’t know who else I can turn to. Please help me!”
“Slow down,” Gwyneth said, “who’s taken your daughter?”
“Ogres!” the man exclaimed fearfully.
“Ogres?” Cockweasel blurted in surprise. They’d always scared the shit out of him.
Gwyneth place a hand reassuringly over his. “We will help you,” she assured him.
“We?” Cockweasel gulped.
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The distraught farmer hurried told his awful tale to Lady Gwyneth d’Lambert, paladin of the Holy Church of Alastriel and her less illustrious companion, the goblin Cockweasel. Gwyneth had rescued Cockweasel from his tormenting mistress, the vile sorceress Valeria the Black, and the two had escaped on horseback to the village of Crompton.
It was here in Crompton, in the Tavern of the Laughing Dog, that the farmer had approached them for help.
“The ogre’s stole into my farm less than an hour ago,” he explained. “I tried to stop them but they threw me into the wall and I passed out, they did the same to my wife. When we woke up everything was broken and strewn about and my daughter was gone!”
“How old was your daughter?” Gwyneth asked him.
“Only eighteen! I shudder to think what they have done with her,” the man started weeping again, breaking down in front of them.
Gwyneth stood up and placed a hand comfortingly on the man’s shoulder. “Take us to your house, we’ll pick up their trail and rescue your daughter!” she promised him.
“There’s that ‘we’ word again,” Cockweasel murmured, but neither of them paid him any heed. The goblin found himself dragged behind Gwyneth as they hurried followed the man back to his house.
When they reached the small farmhouse they saw the man’s wife sitting just outside the door, weeping for her lost daughter. She was an attractive red haired woman with a plump, but well curved figure. She also looked quite young, especially as she had an eighteen-year-old daughter.
“You come to rescue Grace?” the woman asked, her eye’s pleading. Cockweasel couldn’t help but notice the woman’s curvy bosom heaving as she choked back the tears.
“We do,” Gwyneth assured her. The lovely paladin was once again dressed her in steel armor, ready to do battle with the evil ogres. Cockweasel had given up complaining about the word ‘we’. The blonde knight started to walk around the outside of the house, looking for any sign that would indicate which way the ogres went. “Spread out and see if you can see a trail,” she instructed the others.
Cockweasel sighed loudly.
“What is it Cockweasel?” Gwyneth asked him with a frown.
“I can smell them,” replied the goblin, kicking himself. Why was he always getting himself into trouble?
“Smell them?” the paladin asked in surprise.
“Yes, ogre’s stink like you wouldn’t believe,” Cockweasel said, which was quite a statement coming from the grubby little goblin. “And goblin’s have a great sense of smell. I can lead you to them.”
Gwyneth smiled, almost proudly at the goblin. “Excellent. Let’s go!”
Cockweasel sighed again. An ogre!? He couldn’t believe he was actually chasing an ogre. Usually he would be running as fast as he could go in the opposite direction!
They set off, leaving the farmer and his wife at the house so as not to endanger them. Cockweasel had suggested perhaps he shouldn’t be endangered as well, but Gwyneth had ignored him. They made good time, Cockweasel’s sensitive nose making tracking the ogre easy and within an hour they had reached the beast’s lair.
The ogre had made his den in a large cave on a cliff face several miles north of Crompton. By the time they reached the cave mouth it was pitch black, close to midnight. Gwyneth had taken a lantern from the farmer to light their way, although Cockweasel could see quite well in the dark even without this.
“You might need this,” Gwyneth said, handing Cockweasel a long, wide-bladed dagger that was almost like a shortsword to the tiny goblin.
Cockweasel swallowed nervously as he took the blade, Lady Gwyneth drew her own vicious looking longsword.
Gwyneth led the way into the cave, holding the lantern aloft with one hand and her sword at the ready in the other. Cockweasel followed behind her, his heart pumping at a hundred miles and hour, he gripped the dagger in his sweaty hand, but at the first sign of trouble he was ready to bolt.
The cave was quite high, towering well over even Gwyneth’s head and they gingerly entered, weapons at the ready. Inside it was rather damp, but surprisingly warm. The walls and roof were rough and jagged but the ground relatively smooth.
“Not a sound,” Gwyneth whispered as they made their way inside. Cockweasel nodded mutely and tightened his grip on his sword. How was it he kept getting himself into these predicaments?
The pair traveled about fifty meters inside the cave, passing a few signs of its inhabitants. When Cockweasel saw a large, rotting animal carcass he almost turned a fled the cave.
A little further inside they reached a point where the cave split in two directions.
“We split up,” Gwyneth whispered, “you go left, I’ll take the right.”
Cockweasel nodded. Was she crazy? Split up?
“If you find the ogre shout out,” she added.
Oh right, and get his attention? Just what Cockweasel wanted. “Okay,” was all he replied.
Gwyneth reached out and gripped his shoulder. “You’re very brave for a goblin.”
“Thanks,” Cockweasel squeaked as Gwyneth headed off down the right side of the cave, holding her lantern high.
Cockweasel paused for a moment as she disappeared, letting his eye’s adjust to the darkness. For a moment he briefly considered fleeing the cave, but decided he didn’t want to let Gwyneth down. Swallowing his fear he headed down the left hand branch of the ogre’s cave. Besides, the ogre’s scent was stronger down the right hand side so what did he have to lose?
The goblin slowly made his way through the cave, knee’s shaking with each step. About thirty meters down the tunnel it opened into a larger cavern. Cockweasel couldn’t smell the ogre’s scent so he warily entered and peered around.
Sure enough the monster was not inside. But in the center of the cavern, on a large stone slab a young human woman was tied up and gagged. Cockweasel hurried closer, it had to be the farmer’s daughter. Her wrists and ankles were strapped to the stone table by rope and she was gagged with a strip torn from her shredded dress. Cockweasel’s eye’s widened slightly as he saw the teenager’s sexy body, left mostly bare by her ruined dress, struggling against her bonds. In the darkness she could not see the goblin, but with his night vision, Cockweasel’s gaze could feast upon her.
The goblin approached the table and carefully reached out, placing his hand on the woman’s firm young thigh. She gasped, taking a sharp intake of breath at his touch. Cockweasel felt a stirring in his loins as he slid his hand higher up her creamy thigh, giving her leg a gentle squeeze.
He snatched his hand back away from the farmer’s daughter’s thigh as a loud crash echoed through the cavern. Cockweasel guessed that Lady Gwyneth had found the ogre.
Licking his lips, the horny little goblin climbed up onto the edge of the large stone slab, kneeling beside the farmer’s daughter. With the battle raging in the opposite tunnel he knew he didn’t have much time. Either Gwyneth or the ogre would soon come down this passage to check on the girl.
Cockweasel straddled the girl’s thigh, causing her to gasp again. Her head turned around blindly as if peering into the darkness to see who was assaulting her. Cockweasel gave a low moan as he ran both his hands up her smooth thigh, grinding his crotch into her leg at the same time. He ran his hands up further to the teenager’s firm young breasts, cupping them through her torn dress. The were smaller than both Valeria’s and Gwyneth’s, but the firm mounds still more than filled Cockweasel’s little hands. The goblin groaned slightly as he gave the young woman’s breasts a good squeeze and she moaned softly through her gag.
There was another crash and the sound of steel clashing from down the other cave. Cockweasel ground his crotch against the farmers daughter’s thigh, his cock fully erect and poking against his red pants. He humped her warm leg as he leant down and licked her ample right breast through the material of her dress. The girl struggled a little against her bonds as Cockweasel moved between her spread thighs.
He reached down to his crotch and fumbled a bit with the awkward lacings on the puffy red pants that Gwyneth had got him. The goblin finally freed his throbbing, erect penis and pushed aside the ripped material of the young woman’s dress. With a lustful grunt Cockweasel shoved his hard cock up into the farmers daughter’s pussy. The girl let out a squeal through her gag as Cockweasel dropped his weight onto her and started to thrust up into her cunt.
Supporting himself on one elbow as he heaved himself against her crotch, his other hand slipped up to grab at her tits while he fucked her. Cockweasel moaned in pleasure as her tight teenage cunt clutched around his thrusting cock. The girl felt even better than the succubus had. His little hips started to rapidly pump against her, the goblins hard cock pistoning rapidly in and out of her, his grimy balls slapping her with each thrust. Cockweasel was huffing and puffing as he fucked the young human, his hand desperately kneading at her round breast as he got closer and closer to cumming.
With a final grunt the goblin shoved his cock deep into the girls pussy, his sticky green cum surging from the tip of his shaft and filling her. Cockweasel’s hand clamped painfully onto her breast causing her to squeal again as he exploded. His hips jerked and his whole body tensed as he unloaded his seed within her. The girl’s cunt seemed to clasp around his pulsing shaft, almost milking the sperm from him.
As Cockweasel withdrew his cock from the young woman’s clutching vagina he heard the sound of footsteps coming closer and closer. The victor of the battle between the ogre and the knight was obviously heading his way. Cockweasel quickly wiped his sticky cock on the girl’s dress, leaving a green stain. He then hurriedly climbed off the stone slab and laced his pants back up.
“Cockweasel?” it was Lady Gwyneth’s voice calling to him as a light appeared at the far end of the cavern.
Cockweasel glanced over to the girl who was still straining against her bonds and then immediately ran over in the direction that Gwyneth was coming from.
“Did you see it?” he demanded, thinking quickly as he approached the paladin.
“The ogre? I killed it,” she grimly told him.
“No, did you see the orc?” Cockweasel asked.
“Orc?” she said in surprise.
“Yes the orc!” Cockweasel quickly told her. “When I entered this cavern there was an orc raping the girl. I chased him off, he ran back towards the entrance. I thought you might have run into him on your way here?”
Gwyneth shook her head. “Raping her? The vile creature must have gotten away.”
“Shit!” swore Cockweasel. He then led Gwyneth back towards where the girl lay tied to the stone slab and the two of them untied her.
“Oh thank God you’re here!” the girl said, gratefully embracing the armored form of Lady Gwyneth. “He raped me!”
“It’s okay, we’re here to save you Grace,” Gwyneth said assuringly, she patted the girl on the back.
“I chased the orc away,” Cockweasel told the girl, trying not to look guilty. It wasn’t his fault she looked so damn sexy in that ripped dress, he told himself.
“An orc?” the girl shuddered.
“Let’s get out of here,” Gwyneth said, changing the subject and helping Grace down off the stone slab. “We’ll get you back to your parents.”
“Thank you so much,” Grace said. She turned to Cockweasel, “and thank you for chasing off that horrible monster that was raping me.”
“Anytime,” Cockweasel said with a shrug as they hurriedly headed out of the ogre’s cave.
The three of them quickly made their way back to the farmer’s house where eighteen-year-old Grace was warmly greeted by her parents.
“Thank you Lady Knight,” the farmer said sincerely to Gwyneth. “And to you goblin.”
“It was our duty,” Gwyneth said with a humble bowing of her head.
“Please, you must come in for some warm food,” said the farmer’s wife, ushering them inside their house. “It’s the least we can do.”
They hadn’t had a chance to eat the stew at the Tavern earlier on so Gwyneth and Cockweasel gratefully accepted the meal. Young Grace immediately went to her room to sleep whilst the farmer and his wife fed the heroic pair, showering them with praise ‘till even Cockweasel was blushing. The food was actually wonderful, the farmer’s wife was an excellent cook and both adventurers found they were both famished.
Cockweasel let out a noisy belch and sat back in his chair, he couldn’t eat another bite. Gwyneth had already ate her full and was now quietly sipping at a glass of wine while the farmer thanked them all over again for rescuing his daughter. Cockweasel could see how this hero stuff had certain positive points after all.
“I need to piss,” Cockweasel said bluntly, standing up.
Gwyneth blushed and frowned at him. Cockweasel shot her a yellow-toothed grin and stepped out the back door of the house.
The goblin headed over to a small group of bushes and unlaced his pants, pulling out his filthy cock. As the stream of his urine splashed onto the bush he let out a deep sigh of satisfaction. It had been quite a night, that’s for sure.
Cockweasel was shaking off the last few drops when he heard a sound behind him. He turned around, his cock still in one hand to see the farmer’s wife standing just outside the back door.
“My daughter told me you chased off the orc that was raping her,” the buxom woman told Cockweasel, her voice showing considerable gratitude.
Cockweasel nodded apprehensively, neither of them seemed to notice the fact he was still holding his penis in one hand a drop of piss falling to the dirt in front of him.
“We are forever in your debt,” the woman said gratefully, stepping forward so she was right in front of Cockweasel. “If there is anything I can do for you it would be my honor. I can’t think of anything I wouldn’t do to repay you.”
Cockweasel swallowed nervously and shook his penis, almost subconsciously. The movement drew the farmers wife’s gaze down and she saw the goblin’s exposed penis for the first time. A look of revulsion briefly flickered across her face, and then her jaw seemed to steel.
“Very well,” the woman said with a stern nod. She dropped to her knees in front of the stunned goblin, leaning forward on her hands so that her head was at Cockweasel’s crotch height.
Cockweasel’s eyes bugged out as he saw what she was about to do. He stood in stunned silence as the buxom woman reached out with one soft hand and took hold of his soft cock. She leant down and opened her mouth, placing his grubby cock on her hot tongue and sucking it into her mouth. The woman winced slightly as the horrible taste of Cockweasel’s filthy green cock hit her taste buds and she almost gagged. Cockweasel could hardly believe that this human woman had taken his cock, still dripping with piss into her welcoming mouth.
“Oh my,” he whispered as she sucked on the limp organ, bathing him in heat. As wonderful as his cock had felt inside Valeria’s mouth, to receive a real blowjob from a conscious woman actively sucking on him, was a whole different story. He gave a small whimper as his cock stirred to life under the dutiful ministrations of the farmer’s wife.
The woman sucking heavily on his grubby cock, swiping her tongue all around him as the initial foul taste started to disappear. She sucked his squishy deeply into her mouth as he slowly started to harden, her nose pressing right in against his belly. Cockweasel groaned as she rubbed her face in his sweaty crotch, this was almost too good to be true, he should save young girls more often.
“Oh wow!” gasped Cockweasel as the woman’s gentle hands started to toy with his dangling balls his cock growing rapidly inside her sucking mouth. She began to bob her head over his lap and Cockweasel’s hip started to pump against her movements, almost of their own accord. “That’s it!” he gasped lustfully, his cock now fully erect and filling the woman’s hot mouth.
This was the first time that a human woman had willingly given herself to Cockweasel and it felt fantastic, the small goblin felt important and powerful for the first time in his miserable life as the farmer’s wife sucked hungrily on his fat cock. With a groan of desire Cockweasel reached down and grabbed the back of the woman’s head, pulling her harder in against his crotch as he started to push his cock deeper inside her sucking mouth. Moaning happily the eager little goblin started fucking the obliging woman’s mouth, his balls slapping her chin as she did the best she could to breath around his thrusting shaft.
“Yeah, suck me you bitch!” he groaned, oblivious to the fact the woman’s husband was just inside the hut. Cockweasel tightened his grip on the woman’s hair and really went to town on her mouth, fucking it like it was her cunt. “That’s it!” he gasped again, ramming himself down her throat. The little goblin’s mind was spinning, this was great.
With a throaty grunt of pleasure Cockweasel exploded in her mouth, his knee’s sagging slightly as he pumped his slimy green cum into the farmers wife’s warm throat. She gagged slightly as the foul sperm shot over her tongue, but Cockweasel clutched her tightly to his crotch so she had no choice other than to drink down his seed.
“Oh fuck!” he gasped loudly, his buttocks clenching as he spent himself. Once he was finally done he drew out of her mouth, the farmers wife gasping for air as he wiped his sticky cock on her cheek.
“That was great, thank you!” Cockweasel said, it was his turn to be grateful.
“No, it was the least I could do after you saved Grace,” the woman said, spitting what she could of the goblins cum out onto the dirt.
Cockweasel grinned and headed back into the house, where Lady Gwyneth was already getting ready to depart.
“If we get back to the inn we should get a few hours rest before we have to depart,” the paladin told the satisfied looking goblin. Gwyneth frowned a moment, “Why are you looking so happy?”
Cockweasel shrugged. “I guess this hero business agrees with me, that’s all.”
Gwyneth gave him a slightly puzzled look, but didn’t say anything as she bid the farmer farewell and led Cockweasel back towards the Tavern of the Laughing Dog. The horny little goblin was so spent from fucking the farmer’s daughter and getting sucked off by the farmer’s wife that he didn’t even try to feel the lovely paladin up in her sleep that night.
They awoke shortly after dawn, Gwyneth had to almost drag the exhausted Cockweasel from his bed as they made to depart. This time they each had their own horse so the goblin’s busy hands were kept well clear from the paladin and she was able to wear her armor. Cockweasel had never ridden a horse before and the goblin seemed tiny on the back of the steed, but he clung on bravely and managed to keep up with Gwyneth’s warhorse.
The pair made good time, riding quickly across the plains and reaching the Forest of Dagindor just after mid-day. They paused at the outskirts of the forest for a quick meal before heading in.
“We should hopefully make it through to the other side of the Forest by nightfall,” Gwyneth told Cockweasel as they munched on some sandwiches they had gotten from the tavern. “And then it’s only half a day further till we reach Alastriel City.”
Cockweasel nodded, wondering silently what would happen to him once they reached Alastriel.
As they were finishing up their meal Cockweasel was surprised to see Gwyneth suddenly draw her sword, her whole body going suddenly alert. An instant later an arrow flew out of the forest, striking the dirt between Gwyneth and Cockweasel.
“Bandits!” the paladin barely had time to shout a warning to Gwyneth when they were set upon by about a dozen armed men. The bandit’s burst from the edge of the forest, armed with bows and swords and Cockweasel almost fainted in fright.



I’m gonna die for sure this time, the little goblin thought to himself as he drew out the dagger that Gwyneth had given him back in the ogre’s cave.
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Lady Gwyneth d’Lambert, paladin of the Holy Church of Alastriel and the goblin Cockweasel readied their weapons as a dozen bandits burst from the edge of the Forest of Dagindor. Gwyneth had rescued Cockweasel from his tormenting mistress, the vile sorceress Valeria the Black, and the two had escaped on horseback to the village of Crompton. There they had rescued a kidnapped farmer’s daughter from an evil ogre and then they had traveled on to the forest where they once again found their lives in peril.
Gwyneth ran the first bandit through before he had a chance to even swing his sword, but the noble knight was then forced backwards as she found herself under attack from four opponents. Cockweasel found himself in a much worse predicament, one of the bandit’s bore down on him, swinging his massive sword at the small goblin. Cockweasel lifted his feeble dagger to block the powerful attack and it was smashed from his grip.
Off to the side one of the bandits had grabbed their two horses and was already starting to ride away with them. They were in serious trouble.
The goblin’s attacker leveled the point of his blade directly at Cockweasel’s throat.
“Surrender knight! Or your companion dies!” the bandit yelled at Gwyneth.
The paladin glanced over and saw Cockweasel with the sword at his throat and she immediately stopped fighting.
“What do you want?” she demanded, lowering her sword.
As the bandit was about to answer there was a crash from the forest. Two bandits immediately fell, arrows in their backs. The two bandits closest to the forest turned to face this new threat and were met by a pair of ferocious hooves that lashed out from between the trees, striking them in the head and crushing their skulls like eggshells.
In the momentary confusion Gwyneth lunged across towards Cockweasel, knocking the goblin aside as she slashed open the belly of the bandit that was threatening him.
When four centaurs, half men-half horse, burst from the forests edge the remaining six bandits immediately fled.
Cockweasel cowered on the ground at the sight of the massive horse creatures. From the waist down they were appeared to be normal, perhaps slightly larger than average horses. From the waist up they were human, three males and one female, their chests bare. Even in his fright Cockweasel couldn’t help but admire the firm tanned breasts on the female centaur.
“Greenthorn?” Gwyneth said in surprise towards the largest male.
“We meet again Lady Gwyneth,” the centaur said with a friendly smile. “And now I’ve finally had my chance to repay my blood debt to you.”
“Thank you,” Gwyneth said with a smile of relief as she eyed up the two bandits that died from the vicious kick that Greenthorn had given them when he burst from the forest. Six years earlier Gwyneth had saved the big centaurs life and under his people’s beliefs he owed her a blood debt, which had finally been settled today.
“So what brings you to Dagindor?” Greenthorn asked. He eyed Cockweasel dubiously, “and with a goblin in tow, no less.”
“We travel on to Alastriel,” Gwyneth replied. “Although it seems the bandits got away with our horses so we have a long walk ahead of us.”
“Not necessarily,” Greenthorn said with a smile. “We can take you.”
“Ride on your backs?” Gwyneth asked in surprise. She was never sure if the centaurs actually allowed riders.
“Of course. We can get you through Dagindor faster than any normal horse.”
Gwyneth smiled. “Let’s go then!” she said as Greenthorn reached down and helped lift her up onto his back. Cockweasel quickly moved to the female centaur, before either of the other two could get him. The pretty horse-woman helped him up onto her back.
“I’m called Forestwind,” she told him as he held onto her hips and pressed against her back. She had long light brown hair that hung right down her back and felt incredibly soft against Cockweasel’s face.
“Cockweasel’s the name,” the goblin replied.
Greenthorn gave a shout and they were off. The centaurs galloped through the forest at an incredible pace. They dodged through the trees and leapt bushes and fallen logs with practiced ease. Had Gwyneth and Cockweasel traveled on their own horses they would have needed to carefully pick their way through the woods. The centaurs however knew the place like the back of their hands and stopped for nothing.
“At this pace we’ll reach Alastriel today!” Gwyneth said in amazement as she held tightly onto Greenthorn’s back. If her steel armor pressing against him caused him any discomfort, the big centaur said nothing.
Cockweasel was once again unable to stop his busy hands. With a little moan the goblin lifted his hands to Forestwind’s mid-sized tits, cupping his palms over the very firm mounds of flesh and giving the tender orbs a strong squeeze. The centaur snorted slightly at his groping hands, but did not stop or remove his hands so Cockweasel continued to squeeze her breasts. He kneaded the round mounds, feeling her hard nipples jut against the center of his palms. Her breasts were smaller than Gwyneths, but no doubt if they were overly large they would bounce wildly as she galloped. As it was he could feel the full jugs jiggling in his hands.
Cockweasel scooted a little closer to Forestwind's back, pressing the bulge in his pants against the small of her back as he fondled her tits. The goblin pinched and tugged at Forestwind’s nipples, feeling the hard little nubs grow ever stiffer. His hands then once again closed completely over her breasts and he massaged the lovely mounds lustfully.
They rode the centaurs through the forest for two hours, Cockweasel spent the first half hour constantly playing with Forestwind’s perky boobs. After that he seemed to tire of the lovely melons, but did give them the occasional squeeze as they made their way through the deepest parts of the forest. The centaurs took Gwyneth and Cockweasel beyond the edge of Dagindor Forest, and almost to the gates of Alastriel City. They bid their centaur friends goodbye outside the gates, Cockweasel giving Forestwind one last squeeze before he dismounted.
It was early evening when they finally passed through the gates and were inside the bustling city.
“We’ll head to a good inn I know that’s close to here,” Gwyneth told her goblin companion. “Then I need to head out and meet with some friends of mine. I probably won’t be back ‘till morning. Will you be okay alone tonight?”
“I’m sure I can amuse myself,” Cockweasel replied as he followed the beautiful paladin through the grimy streets of the big city. As they walked Cockweasel was gazed around with his mouth wide open. This was the first time he had been to a big city and there were numerous sights to be seen. He was surprised to even notice a handful of goblins amongst the bustling city crowds. Cockweasel had never much liked his own kind however. He’d been beaten and bullied as a child and he found that most other goblins were just plain stupid. He also didn’t care much for girl goblins, but recently he’d found plenty of other, more attractive female flesh to occupy his lusts.
The inn that Gwyneth took them to was called the ‘Prancing Zebra’ and seemed much nicer than the place they had stayed at in Crompton Village. The tavern-keeper greeted Gwyneth by name and they were immediately taken up to what he said was the best room in the ‘Zebra’.
Gwyneth immediately took off her armor and weapons and got changed into a long, bright blue dress. Cockweasel’s eyes went slightly wide as the beautiful knight stripped off in front of him, showing no modesty as his gaze feasted on her delightfully curved body. He didn’t get as good a look as he would have liked however, as she quickly put on the dress. It was a long gown that came right down to her feet, but the cut of the bodice was low enough so that her ample assets were well displayed.
“I’ll be back tomorrow morning and then we can decide what to do with you,” Gwyneth told the goblin as he watched her get changed. “Try not to get into any trouble.”
Cockweasel winked at her as she finished lacing up the front of her gown and then bid him farewell. Once she had closed the door he lay down on one of the two beds in the room, scratching at his crotch. He was feeling rather horny, after giving that pretty centaur a sound groping and then watching Gwyneth get undressed, so he briefly considered jerking himself off.
“What am I thinking?” Cockweasel wondered aloud. This was the big city! Surely there were some more pleasant activities than sitting in his room pulling on his pudding!
From what he knew of civilization however, he’d need cash. The goblin climbed off the bed and walked over to the pile of Gwyneth’s weapons and armor. He rummaged around in her gear looking for whatever money he could find, but came up with nothing.
“Bugger!” the goblin swore in disappointment. Then he had one of his brilliant ideas. He grabbed Gwyneth’s sword and scabbard and headed out of the ‘Prancing Zebra’.
Cockweasel made his way down the busy street outside, it was early evening and the city was bustling with people. The goblin made his way into the first shop he came across and approached the man behind the counter, a tall, balding fellow wearing a grubby apron.
“What do you want?” the man asked abruptly.
Obviously not a goblin lover Cockweasel decided. “I want to sell my sword,” Cockweasel replied, holding up Gwyneth’s blade.
The man scowled down at Cockweasel in contempt. “What do I look like? Try the pawn broker three shops down.”
Cockweasel nodded. He had no idea what a pawnbroker was but the shopkeeper didn’t look as though he was in the mood for further questions. Cockweasel left the grumpy man’s shop and headed three doors down to the pawnbroker.
Cockweasel was a little surprised to see that the man behind the counter of the pawn shop was a half-breed, part orc, part human. “I want to sell my sword,” Cockweasel said to the half-orc, reaching up to the counter which was at Cockweasel’s chin level and placing the sword down.
The pawnbroker scratched his chin and examined Gwyneth’s obviously well made weapon, drawing it from it’s scabbard and inspecting the blade. “It’s not stolen is it?” he asked Cockweasel, and the little goblin quickly shook his head. The half-orc looked dubiously at Cockweasel, but decided that a sword this valuable was worth the risk. He reached under the counter and pulled out five pieces of silver, handing them down to Cockweasel. The sword was worth at least five hundred.
Cockweasel scooped up the coins and quickly left the shop, leaving the half-orc to admire his new purchase. He paused at the door and for a moment the pawnbroker thought he would change his mind. “Where’s the best place to find a woman?” Cockweasel asked.

“Try near the docks,” the half-orc suggested. “About six blocks south.”
Cockweasel nodded and headed off in the direction the pawnbroker had suggested, the silver clutched in his fist and his loins tingling in anticipation. He didn’t have to travel far before he passed a pretty young woman leaning against the wall of a building near an alleyway with a bored looking expression on her face as she bit her fingernails absently. She wore a brown dress that was low cut across the bosom, displaying a considerable portion of her plump breasts and she had curly brown hair surrounding her pretty face.
“Fancy a good time sailor?” the woman asked, winkling playfully at Cockweasel.
The horny little goblin was rather surprised to be propositioned by the woman, she must have been desperate. But that was what he had come here for after all.
“I do actually,” Cockweasel said with a yellow-toothed grin as he approached the whore. His eyes were about level with her stomach, but he grinned up at her as he got close, looking past her ample bosom into her face. “So how much?” he asked, reaching up and squeezing one of her large tits through her dress, sampling her goods.
“One silver for a handjob, for two I’ll suck you or for three you can fuck me,” she told him, gasping slightly as he managed to find and pinch her nipple through the thick material on the bodice of her dress. The whore hesitated a moment. “But there’s a one silver surcharge ‘cause you’re a goblin.” She was obviously testing her luck, but Cockweasel didn’t seem to notice as he stepped around behind her and ran a hand across her firm buttocks.
“What do I get for five?” he asked her, squeezing her ass.
“For five you can have that,” she told him as he squeezed the other cheek of her ass.
“Your ass?” Cockweasel asked, slightly surprised. In his limited sexual experience he hadn’t even considered the concept.
“That’s right sweetie, you can bugger me to your hearts content,” the whore said, she reached down and took him by the hand, taking his five pieces of silver and then leading him into the alleyway.
“Oh God,” Cockweasel whispered to himself as the whore took him to the back of the alley. She smiled seductively at the goblin as she unlaced his trousers, reaching her soft hand inside to find his penis.
“Well what do we have here?” she said in mock surprise as she drew his already erect cock out from his pants and stroked it gently in her soft hands. “Very nice,” the whore breathed, she didn’t sound particularly convincing, my Cockweasel didn’t mind as she took his cock in her fist and stroked the hard length, her other hand soothingly toying with his testicles. “You want me to kiss it?” she asked him.
“Oh yeah,” Cockweasel said, hurriedly nodding. The whore grinned at the goblin’s eagerness and dropped to her knees. Like the farmer’s wife she had to lean right forward onto her hands to get her mouth level with the goblin’s cock. Cockweasel let out a deep throaty groan as the whore’s soft red lips pressed against the head of his hard cock, a drop of precum smearing over her lips as she brushed them against the trembling tip.
Cockweasel gave a groan as she sat back, her pink tongue seductively licking his precum from her ruby red lips. “Just a kiss,” she told him with a wink.
Cockweasel groaned again. “Suck it whore!” he grunted, thrusting his hips towards her and causing his cock to bounce off her closed lips and graze along her cheek.
The whore chuckled at his eagerness and obligingly leant forward again, capturing the tip of his cock between her lips and sucking it hungrily into her mouth. Cockweasel grunted as the experienced whore sucked his entire dick into her mouth, filling her oral cavity with saliva and bathing his manhood in warmth. The whore bobbed her head over his lap, taking his cock right to the hilt with each suck, the goblin thrusting his hips forward to meet her sucks.
After a couple of minutes of sucking she pulled off him, still kneeling as she smiled wickedly at the horny little goblin.
“I believe you paid for my ass,” she said with a smile, giving his trembling cock one last stroke before shuffling around so that she was facing away from Cockweasel. The whore pulled the back off her dress up to her waist, revealing her naked ass beneath. “Knock yourself out,” she said, looking back at the goblin over her right shoulder.
Cockweasel gave a moan of lust and stepped up behind her. He reached down and squeezed her firm ass cheeks, then spread them apart with his hands, revealing her tight asshole, which he gazed upon with interest. Perhaps this would be fun, he decided, the idea of fucking her up the ass still a little weird for him.
Cockweasel’s cock was still dripping with a liberal coating of saliva and precum from the vigorous blowjob the whore had given him, so he was well lubricated as he lined the tip of his penis up with her puckered asshole. The whore gave a sharp gasp as the goblin pushed his hard cock into her ass.
“Oh fuck that’s tight!” he groaned as he pushed his cock further into her. He gripped her curved hips firmly and pulled her backwards against him as his cock slid deep. Her ass seemed to clutch tightly around Cockweasel’s smallish cock, forming a perfect sheath for his trembling organ. Her energetic blowjob had not only lubricated him, but it also meant he would not last very long before exploding. Using his tight grip on her waist for leverage, Cockweasel began to saw his cock in and out of the whore’s ass, fucking her forcefully. “Oh yeah, take that!” he grunted, shoving his cock deep up her backside.
The woman groaned and pushed back against him as his cock filled her. Cockweasel’s balls slapped against her pussy as he fucked her, the small alleyway filled with the sounds of their coupling. Cockweasel rapidly pounded against her ass, liking the way the flesh of her buttocks quavered every time his hips slapped against her. Her tight ass clutched him tightly and he barely lasted a full minute of ass-fucking before his cock exploded, pumping his sticky green cum up into the whore’s ass. “Oh fuck yes!” he cried out, ramming his cock right up into the whore causing her to moan as he filled her lovely rear end with his semen.
“I really needed that,” he gasped, breathing heavily as he pulled out of her tight asshole with a pop, his balls completely spent. Cockweasel wiped his grubby cock on the whore’s round right buttock and then stuffed it back into his pants.
As the whore pushed her dress back down over her buggered rear end a dark shadow fell over the pair. They were not alone in the alleyway. Cockweasel turned around in surprise and his face fell as he saw who was standing there.
Standing, silhouetted in the in light from the street was Cockweasel’s former Mistress, the evil sorceress Valeria the Black!
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Cockweasel gulped and turned to see who was approaching them in the alleyway. He had just stolen his rescuer’s sword and sold it for the money to hire a whore, who he had just soundly buggered in a dark alleyway near the docks of the city of Alastriel. Just as he had finished shooting his wad up the whore’s ass and was about to leave a shadow had fallen over him.
When the horny little goblin saw who it was that approached them he almost fainted in dread.
“Master! I..I..didn’t I, um..please I..” he stammered in terror as he dropped to his knees. Before him stood the evil sorceress Valeria the Black. Up until a couple of days ago Cockweasel had been Valeria’s slave, but when she had been knocked out during a spell battle with a demoness, Cockweasel had taken advantage of the unconscious sorceress and raped her. He had fled the tower in fear of what she would do to him when she awakened, and it was during his escape that he had run into the lovely paladin, Lady Gwyneth d’Lambert.
Cockweasel and Gwyneth had fled the sorceress’s tower after Cockweasel had lied and said that he had slain Valeria. The pair had traveled to Alastriel City, slaying Ogres and bandits, saving farmer’s daughters and even meeting some brave centaurs. Now, the object of his nightmares was standing directly in front of him, and she didn’t look in a friendly mood.
Cockweasel barely noticed the whore scamper past them and disappear into the night.
“Hello Cockweasel,” Valeria said to him, her voice low and ominous. Did she know what he had done to her? Was she mad that he had fled?
“H..hi m-Master..I mean Mistress!” he quickly corrected.
“You left me so abruptly,” Valeria said, her voice still soft. “I’m hurt.”
Cockweasel swallowed, he was surprised she hadn’t blown him up with a fireball already, or turned him into a toad, or something worse.
“I..umm..I…” the goblin stammered nervously, he thought he could see his life flashing in front of his eyes.
Valeria reached out and softly patted Cockweasel on the head. “There, there, there,” she said soothingly. “Just relax my little goblin. I’m not angry with you.”
“You’re not?” Cockweasel said in surprise. Now he really didn’t know what to think.
Valeria smiled sweetly. “Of course not Cockweasel my dear,” she said, stroking his leathery green cheek with her soft palm.
Cockweasel swallowed. She was really creeping him out now. Valeria crouched down in front of the goblin so that she could speak eye to eye with him. Cockweasel couldn’t help but glance down at the gaping neckline of her black gown and admire her deep cleavage. He trembled slightly as he remembered the way the sorceress’s large breasts had felt with his face buried between them.
“I understand you are traveled with the paladin Gwyneth now,” Valeria said, one of her fingers playfully toying with the collar of Cockweasel’s fluffy white shirt.
“Yes,” gulped Cockweasel with a nod.
Valeria stroked her hand across the goblin’s chest. “I need you to do me a favor my dear Cockweasel,” she said softly to him, her voice very seductive.
“Of course Master,” said Cockweasel. “Anything.”
Valeria smiled, running a fingertip around Cockweasel’s nipple through his shirt. “I want you to bring the paladin to me.”
Cockweasel’s eye’s widened, “What?” he asked in surprise. He gasped as the lovely sorceress’s hand slipped down lower and then pressed up between his legs, cupping his crotch in her palm.
“There is a clearing the woods just outside of town to the east,” Valeria said as she gave the trembling goblin’s crotch a squeeze. “Tomorrow at noon I want you to bring Gwyneth there. And I want you to take her sword away from her first.”
“You want me to betray her?” Cockweasel asked incredulously. Then he kicked himself, of course she did, she was an evil sorceress after all. But the idea of betraying Gwyneth who had always been so nice to him made the goblin’s stomach turn.
Valeria laughed, still fingering his cock through his pants. Then she gripped his balls tightly. Painfully.
“You will bring the paladin to me, without her weapons at noon!” Valeria snapped as Cockweasel yelped in pain.
Cockweasel swallowed, wincing painfully as she twisted his testicles. “Okay! I’ll do it!” he hurriedly agreed.
Valeria released her grip on his balls and smiled at him. “Good, I knew you were loyal Cockweasel.” The sorceress seductively licked her lips. “And if you do this my dear goblin, you can have my mouth. After all I know you enjoyed it last time.” She added, fighting back a scowl as she remembered waking up in her tower with the taste of the goblin’s cum in her mouth.
Cockweasel’s eyes widened, “you mean…”
Valeria’s smile widened and she nodded very deliberately, “I’ll suck your little cock if you do this for me.”
“Oh boy,” whispered Cockweasel with a gulp as Valeria vanished back into the bustle of the city.
The little goblin took a moment to let his racing heart slow down, and then trudged hurriedly back to the ‘Prancing Zebra’. His mind was racing and as he rushed back his eyes were constantly darting about, expecting Valeria to jump out at him again and peel his skin from his body. Was she really going to suck his penis? Could he betray Gwyneth? Had he really just fucked a whore up the ass? The questions floated around in the goblin’s brain as he made his way back to his room.
When he got there Gwyneth had still not returned so he decided to go to bed. Perhaps the best answer was to make up his mind in the morning, a good night’s sleep would do him a world of good.
Cockweasel awoke late the next morning to the sound of Lady Gwyneth’s voice.
“Cockweasel? Cockweasel? Wake up Cockweasel.”
He sat up with a start, rubbing his blurry eyes. The beautiful paladin was standing over his bed, she was still wearing the long gown he had seen her get changed into yesterday.
“Morning,” he grunted, punctuating the comment with a loud yawn.
“Where’s my sword Cockweasel?” Gwyneth asked him.
“Huh?”
“My sword. It’s gone,” she told him, she sounded very worried.
“Oh right,” Cockweasel swallowed, it was now or never. He had to make up his mind. “I had to sell it.”
“Sell it?” Gwyneth frowned. “What for?”
Cockweasel swallowed, all he could think of was that day in the tower, with the sorceress Valeria lying unconscious on the floor as he crouched over her face and pushed his cock into her oh-so-warm mouth. “A poor farmer needed the money to feed his family. He said he could repay the money if we went to his house for lunch today.”
Gwyneth’s frown deepened, the paladin wasn’t quite sure what to say. Sure it was a very good deed on the goblin’s part. But that was her sword. “Did you really have to sell my sword?”
“Sorry. Maybe if we go get the money from the farmer like he said then we can get your sword back,” the goblin suggested.
Gwyneth shrugged. “I guess we don’t have a lot of choice.”
Cockweasel gave her a yellow-toothed grin as he got out of bed. The paladin rolled her eye’s as she noticed that his morning erection was forming a tent in his pants. Was he always horny?
“How far is the farmer’s house?” Gwyneth asked as she followed Cockweasel downstairs and out of the ‘Prancing Zebra’.
“It’s in the woods just to the east of the city,” Cockweasel told her. “Not far.”
Feeling a little naked without her sword Gwyneth followed her companion through the city and out of the east gate. She wanted to be mad at the little creature for selling her sword, but she reminded herself that it was for a good cause, she couldn’t hold that against him.
“What was the farmer’s name?” Gwyneth asked as they entered the small woods to the east of the city.
“Umm..Tom,” Cockweasel replied. He paused just inside the woods. “You lead the way, it’s just ahead from here.” He told her, none to keen to be the recipient of a fireball in the face from Valeria.
“Okay, whatever,” Gwyneth said with a shrug, stepping past the goblin and leading the way into the forest. Cockweasel was certainly acting weird this morning.
The little goblin followed the paladin into the woods, he had a very bad feeling in the pit of his stomach, was he doing the right thing? He barely even noticed the way Gwyneth’s firm ass swayed in her dress as she walked in front of him.
When they reached the clearing near the center of the woods, Cockweasel paused at the edge as Gwyneth continued on blindly.
There was suddenly a loud popping sound and a bright blue light streaked from the opposite edge of the clearing. Gwyneth reached instinctively to her hip where she usually kept her sword but found nothing. The beam of energy struck her in the chest, knocking her off her feet and curling around her body, holding her tight. The sound of laughter filled the woods and Valeria the Black stepped from the shadows, her fingertips crackling with the electric blue remnants of her spell.
“Valeria! I thought you were dead!” Gwyneth said in surprise as she struggled to break free of the magic bonds that held her.
Valeria laughed, “You are powerless to resist my spells without your magic sword. I have you at last Gwyneth d’Lambert.”
“No!” Gwyneth struggled harder against the sizzling blue energy as Valeria strode forward towards her.
“Very good Cockweasel, you have done well,” Valeria said with a smile as she stepped up in front of Gwyneth.
The immobile paladin looked in horror at Cockweasel as she realized she had been betrayed. “Cockweasel? Why?”
The little goblin’s face fell as he saw the immense disappointment on the paladin’s face, he felt sick to the stomach and wished he could go back in time and change his decision.
Valeria just laughed and began a new spell, her soft voice chanting as she weaved a complicated pattern with her fingertips. There was a strange whooshing noise, almost as if all the air were being sucked from the clearing, then there was a bright white light that blinded Cockweasel. He thought he could feel the earth shifting beneath his feet, and when his vision cleared he found he was standing in a very familiar room. Valeria had teleported them back to the Tower of Doom. There was a steel table in the center of the room, upon which lay Lady Gwyneth, her wrists and ankles where held by the same blue energy that had grabbed her back in the woods near Alastriel. Gwyneth was lying motionless and the whole table had a slight red glow to it. This didn’t look good.
“Go and sweep the stairs Cockweasel,” Valeria said with a dismissive wave of her hand as she opened one of her old spellbooks. She was obviously preparing some horrible spell in inflict upon the lovely paladin.
“But…” Cockweasel stammered, his mind racing. He couldn’t leave Gwyneth to this horrible fate. Could he?
Valeria sighed and turned to face the goblin. She put one hand on her hip. “You didn’t really think I’d suck your cock did you worm?” she said with a scornful laugh.
Cockweasel gulped as the sorceress shot him a withering glare. He then turned and fled the room, running downstairs to fetch his broom. Shit, shit, shit, shit, shit! What had he done? Cockweasel picked up his broom and slowly started to sweep the stairs, working his way upwards as he heard the sound of the sorceress starting to chant.
His hands were shaking as he half-heartedly swept the steps, not really focusing as the chanting from the top room increased.
There was suddenly a pain filled scream from the top of the stairs, Gwyneth was in pain. Cockweasel threw down his broom. “Bugger this!” he said, hurrying back up the stairs and peeking into the room at the top.
He saw that Gwyneth was awake and struggling against her magic bonds. Valeria stood in front of the table, her back towards Cockweasel as she chanted some wicked spell that would probably send the noble paladin into the Abyss.
“It’s now or never,” Cockweasel said softly to himself. “Are you are hero? Or are you just a horny little good for nothing goblin?”
As Cockweasel took a small, rather timid step into the room a massive figure suddenly appeared, standing over Gwyneth’s prone form. Cockweasel stumbled back out of the room in surprise as the figure gave a deep angry growl. The beast had the same red skin as the demoness that Cockweasel had tricked in this very room several days ago, but this demon was much larger and definitely male. The demon stood at least ten feet tall and it’s red body was covered with rippling muscle. The demon had razor sharp blades for hands a spiked tail and a massive gaping jaw lined with rows of jagged yellow teeth.
As the demon appeared, looming over Lady Gwyneth, Valeria’s chanting and spellcasting intensified, the whole tower shaking with the amassing energy.
Cockweasel took a brief moment to re-summon his meager courage and this time he entered the room at a run, charging towards the table where Gwyneth was bound.
The usually brave female paladin let out a scream of pure terror as the demon reached the edge of her table, it’s massive mouth opening and a deafening roar sounding through the tower. Valeria stood on the opposite side of the table from the demon, her casting almost complete as she started to laugh manically, her hands weaving the final gestures required to unless the demon on her petrified enemy.
Calling upon all his might, Cockweasel slammed into the back of Valeria’s legs, shunting her forward against the table. Valeria screamed in surprise as she was flung onto Gwyneth, her spell casting, seconds away from completion, interrupted.
The horrible demon, suddenly released from Valeria’s magic, shot forward, one of his bladed hands shooting out towards the table where the two women lay. The demon’s bladed hands stabbed into Valeria’s back, who was on top, and lifted her up off the table as she screamed in agony. It took a step backwards, raising the pierced sorceress up above it’s head. The demon let out another terrible roar and then bit down on Valeria, it’s already massive jaw stretching out to impossible sizes as it swallowed the screaming sorceress whole.
Cockweasel’s eye’s widened as he watched the demon destroy Valeria, knowing for sure that Gwyneth and him were next. Then his eyes caught sight of the large pentagram scrawled around the outer edge of the large room! Cockweasel knew from his experience with the succubus that the pentagram was the demon’s prison cell. It could not pass the edges!
The goblin reached forward and grabbed Gwyneth by her right arm, yanking her off the table as the demon consumed Valeria and gave another roar. His heart pumping Cockweasel dragged Gwyneth as fast as he could across the room, the demon raising a bloody claw towards the fleeing goblin and human and giving a shout of rage. Cockweasel and Gwyneth were almost to the edge of the room when the demon started to move towards them.
“Oh fuck!” swore Cockweasel, hauling the larger human across the last few feet as quickly as he could. They were almost there!
The demon crossed the dozen feet between them impossibly fast, a single leap placing it within reach of Cockweasel and Gwyneth. As the goblin hurried to drag the paladin through the doorway and out of the room the demon raised it’s hand high, Valeria’s blood still dripping from the end of the blade. Cockweasel gave a scream of terror as the blade plunged down towards Gwyneth! He’d been too slow! The blade plunged down towards Gwyneth’s legs as Cockweasel desperately tugged on the wrist, the goblin himself already outside the room now.
Cockweasel winced but the expected splash of blood and scream from the dazed paladin didn’t come. The demon’s clawed hand stabbed into Gwyneth’s dress, pinning her to the floor of the tower but not piercing her flesh. Cockweasel’s eyes widened and he pulled harder on Gwyneth’s wrist, trying to drag her through the threshold of the room. But the claw in her dress held her still and Cockweasel didn’t have the strength to rip her dress.
Without thinking Cockweasel jumped back into the room and kicked angrily at the demon’s arm. “Let go!” he yelled.
The demon gave a roar, the goblin’s kick not actually doing any damage. It yanked it’s bladed hand free from Gwyneth’s dress and slashed upwards.
Cockweasel gave a high-pitched squeal of pain as the demon’s claw sliced up across the calf of the leg he was kicking the demon with. A flash of pain shot up his leg and he tumbled to one knee, blood pouring from the vicious wound. Cockweasel looked up at the demon, seeing it draw back it’s vicious claw to strike the finishing blow, his miserable life would soon be over. He squeezed his eyes shut in terror, hopefully the Gods would be kind and his heroic death would redeem his lecherous life.
Suddenly Cockweasel felt himself yanked backwards. His eyes snapped open and he saw the demon’s claw slice the air a fraction of an inch in front of his eyes and he was pulled backwards out of the room. The demon lunged at them again as Gwyneth pulled him the final foot out of the room. The demon suddenly stopped as if striking and invisible wall and staggered backwards, roaring in rage.
Huddled at the top of the stairwell, both weak from their wounds, Gwyneth hugged Cockweasel against her bosom. “You saved my life!” she breathed gratefully, holding him tight. His body shaking with fear and adrenaline, Cockweasel passed out.
Several hours later, Cockweasel awoke to find himself lying back in the bed at the ‘Prancing Zebra’, Lady Gwyneth sitting at his side holding his hand in hers.
“How are you feeling?” she asked tenderly as she saw him awaken. She reached out and stroked his cheek with one soft hand.
Cockweasel blinked, a little dazed and overwhelmed by all that had happened that day. He glanced down at his leg, which was now just a dull ache and saw it was bandaged up, sticking out of the edge of the blanket. The demon had obviously not been just a dream. “Umm..better now,” Cockweasel said at last.
Gwyneth smiled down warmly at the goblin. “You were very brave Cockweasel. You save my life you know?”
Cockweasel nodded.
Gwyneth’s smile widened. “You’re a hero Cockweasel,” she said. “You double crossed the wicked sorceress Valeria the Black and she will do evil no more. For a while there I doubted you, but I was wrong. You should be rewarded Cockweasel!”
Cockweasel shrugged, “I don’t know about that,” he said, for once humble. His actions in the tower had given him somewhat of a new outlook on life. Perhaps he was a changed goblin?
“No, I insist,” Gwyneth pressed. “Anything you want is yours.”
Cockweasel blushed a little and shrugged, not really sure what to ask for.
Gwyneth smiled affectionately down at him again. “What was it that Valeria had promised you for going back to her?” the paladin asked. “Whatever it is I will give it to you.”
Cockweasel hesitated a moment. And then grinned. Perhaps he wasn’t such a changed goblin after all. “She um..are you sure?”
“Anything.”
“Well, Valeria said that she would suck my penis,” he said with all honesty.
Gwyneth’s eyes widened a little, “Oh!” she said in surprise. “Well I.. ah.. that is,” she bit her lip and paused a moment. “Very well,” the paladin said at last as she pulled the blanket off Cockweasel, he was naked beneath.
Cockweasel grinned evilly at gave a satisfied sigh as the beautiful blonde paladin leant over in her chair and lifted Cockweasel’s green cock to her lips. He gave a louder moan as she sucked his soft cock into her warm mouth and started to suckle on him. “Oh yes!” he breathed, reaching down and running his fingers through her soft golden hair as he felt himself starting to stiffed under the ministrations of her delightful tongue. “This is the life,” the horny little goblin sighed as Gwyneth’s head bobbing up and down over his lap.
THE END
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Note to readers: This single volume tale is a follow up to the Prince Charming series, that detailed how a young, arrogant Prince behaved as King following the untimely death of his father. It will probably help a bit to have read the original series, but if not, it’s not exactly Shakespeare so I’m sure you’ll pick up the plot as you go.
PROLOGUE(KING NOTHING) Thomas trudged through the forest, stumbling on a tree-root and stubbing his bare toe painfully.
“Ah shit!” he swore, limping slightly in pain. His filthy feet were bruised and battered, a number of cuts on his bare soles.
“How the fuck did all this happen!” he swore again, shivering slightly. The afternoon was definitely getting colder, and the fact he was walking completely naked through the forest certainly didn’t help things.
It had not always been like this, Thomas contemplated to himself as he hiked onwards, yelping as his bare thigh brushed past a sharp bramble, drawing a thin line of blood. Once, not so long ago, Thomas would never have imagined himself in such a position. Thomas had been King. No, he corrected himself. He was still King.
CHAPTER ONE(HIGH TREASON) A day earlier King Thomas took his seat in the royal throne room, his throne room. On his brow rested a richly bejeweled golden crown, and around him sat his most loyal and trusted advisors. Or so he thought.
“You took quite a risk your highness,” said the ancient Sir Conrad, a gray bearded old General from one of the border counties in Thomas’s kingdom. The nobleman was referring to the bold demands that the King had made of the Amazon Queen when negotiating a peace treaty between their nations.
“None-the-less the king made a very beneficial settlement,” cut in General Bairacali, head of King Thomas’s armies. “We keep all the lands we have captured and as we speak one hundred Amazon slaves are heading towards the city to ensure the peace treaty holds.”
“What are we going to do with one hundred Amazons?” asked Conrad. “The dungeons are full as it is.”
The King unfastened the front of his robe, he was naked beneath, his thick cock already semi-erect. This would have shocked any normal court, but King Thomas’s advisors were becoming used to such displays from their young ruler. He gestured to the lovely noblewoman beside him, Lady Valeria. The sexy noble immediately went to her knee’s in front of her king, letting out a soft, resigned sigh as she lifted his cock to her lips and began sucking on him. King Thomas gave a satisfied sigh and patted the top of the beautiful noblewoman’s head as she began to bob up and down in his lap.
“We are going to do whatever we want with them,” snapped the King impatiently. If it weren’t for Valeria’s talented mouth he would never have the tolerance for council meetings such as these. “They are slaves not prisoners. I’m sure General Bairacali wouldn’t mind a pair of fat titted Amazon servants? They will not put any pressure on our dungeons.” The King gave a soft sigh of pleasure as his cock grew to full erection inside Valeria’s wet mouth.
“Do you really think they will not retaliate?” asked the plump Baron Pehlam, another of the King’s advisors.
Valeria’s mouth moved rapidly over the king’s cock, her skilled tongue swirling around the head each time she drew back, before her mouth once again plunged down over his hard shaft, taking him deep into her throat. “It’s possible,” conceded Thomas with a nod as he gently ran a hand through Valeria’s long flowing hair. “But if they do then General Bairacali will crush them once again.”
“Without breaking a sweat,” Bairacali confirmed with a grin, eyeing with a tad of jealousy the rapidly sucking lips of Valeria. The pretty noblewoman slurped noisily at her King’s cock, her cheeks blushing from either embarrassment or effort, the General was not sure which.
“Enough,” said the King at last, grabbing a handful of Valeria’s hair and yanking her head up out of his lap. The lovely Valeria noted once again that he hadn’t come in her mouth, although she should probably be humiliated by the experience she actually felt a little disappointed he hadn’t finished the job as he used to. Was she losing the King’s interest?
“I have a meeting with the royal sorceress,” continued the King. “We’ll continue this discussion tomorrow.”
As the assembled nobles all filed out the General took Valeria by upper arm and pulled her aside.
“I need to talk with you,” he whispered, glancing rather nervously in the direction of the king. Thomas was already on his way out the door however.
“What do you want?” Valeria demanded of the General, her face showing her distaste. She had always detested Bairacali, and had hated him even more after the King had given her to the General for a night as a reward for his success in the war against the Amazon’s. That night Bairacali had ruthlessly used her to sate his lusts, showing no care for her own needs, merely using her as a receptacle for his seed.
“I have a proposition for you,” he told her, the glint of lust in his eye’s easily apparent.
“There’s nothing you can offer me to make me sleep with you again,” Valeria replied almost spitting the words at him, her face a grimace as she remembered that night.
“How would you like to be Queen?” the General asked.
“King Thomas may like the way I suck his cock, but he will never marry me,” Valeria scoffed, wondering what the ugly soldier had in mind.
The General grinned, his eye’s unconsciously darting down to glance at Valeria’s deep cleavage. “Who said anything about Thomas?”
Valeria’s eyes widened as she realized what the General was suggesting. “You’re not saying…”
“Not here,” snapped Bairacali, suddenly silencing her. “Let’s retire to my room.”
Valeria hesitated for only an instant. The lingering taste of King Thomas’s cock on her tongue was all she needed to make up her mind. The lovely noblewoman took the General’s arm and let him lead her to his chambers so they could talk in private.
“What do you have planned?” Valeria asked as soon as they were alone in Bairacali’s chambers. She felt a little uncomfortable there, remembering the last time she had been here, when King Thomas had ordered her to warm the General’s bed.
“Tonight my assassin will kill the King, I will invoke Martial Law and take control of the kingdom. With the support of the council I will take the crown in the King’s absence,” the General told her.
Valeria’s eyes widened slightly, tonight? “Why trust me with this?” she asked him dubiously.
“You hate the King even more than I want the crown, he humiliates you in front of the council every day. Even in front of the court and even in front of servants,” the General replied. “Plus I need support on the council to get the crown and both Pehlam and Sir Conrad are both spineless.”
Valeria nodded slowly, “This is treason,” she murmured, stating the obvious.
The General remained silent, watching the lovely noblewoman carefully.
Valeria frowned. “What do I get out of this?”
The General chuckled, he had her now. “I am the one taking all the risk. But nevertheless when I am King you will be my Queen.”
Valeria’s heart soared, Queen? She smiled broadly, “Queen Valeria? I like the sound of that.” Of course it would mean she would have to give herself to the lustful General, but at least she would not be treated like some slut or a piece of meat as she was currently.
“So we have a deal?” Bairacali asked eagerly.
“Yes I will convince the council to support your claim when the King is dead,” Valeria agreed.
“And you will become my Queen?” pressed the General, stepping close to Valeria, his hands resting on her hips and drawing her closer.
“Yes, I will be your Queen,” she replied, cut off as Bairacali suddenly pressed his lips forcefully against her mouth in a crushing kiss. The General’s tongue roughly forced it’s way into the beautiful noble’s mouth.
“Excellent!” he said as he broke off the kiss. “We should celebrate, seal the deal.”
Here it comes, Valeria thought to herself. “Yes,” she said with a nod, steeling herself as Bairacali’s rough hands climbed from her hips and seized her full breasts through her gown, squeezing them roughly. She gasped slightly as he crudely groped her tits. “The King is with the sorceress tonight, is it wise to attack tonight?” Valeria asked as she was shoved onto the bed.
Bairacali stood at the end of the bed, unbuckling his belt as he loomed over Valeria. “My assassin knows how to deal with the sorceress,” the General explained as he dropped his pants, revealing his already erect cock.
“Brilliant,” Lady Valeria complemented him as he climbed onto the bed and pushed up her dress to her hips, moving between her creamy thighs with little foreplay.
“Tomorrow you will be a Queen,” murmured Bairacali as he thrust his rock hard cock painfully into Valeria’s unprepared vagina, she let out a gasp as she lay back on the bed and let the General spend himself inside her. Thankfully sucking the king off during the meeting just before had aroused her somewhat so she wasn’t completely dry. “Ahh I had almost forgotten how sweet your cunt was Lady Valeria,” Bairacali breathed as he humped her.
**
Meanwhile in the royal bedchamber Carmen the White, royal sorceress to King Thomas sat astride her sovereign, her gown of pure white hiked up to her hips as she rode the king’s regal member. Thomas groaned, holding his sorceresses hips as she worked a very special kind of magic, rolling her hips and grinding herself down on his rock hard cock which Lady Valeria had done such a good job of warming up for him.
“You know that my magic is weakened through such carnal activities,” Carmen cautioned her king as she tossed her long flowing snowy white hair, arching her back as she rode him.
“Who gives a fuck, you’re a great lay,” grunted Thomas in reply, running his hands up from her slim hips to cup and squeeze the magic users sizeable breasts through her white gown. He groped the sorceress’s lovely tits and rammed his hips up off the bed, thrusting up to meet her surging loins.
Thomas gripped the front of Carmen’s gown and yanked it open, her ample breasts spilling free, jiggling wildly. With a grunt of lust the young King seized the pale orbs, squeezing them tightly in his fists as his cock thrust even deeper up into the lovely magician. His greedy fingers captured Carmen’s nipples and he gave them a firm pinch, causing the enchantress to gasp sharply.
“One day you may need my magic, your highness,” Carmen breathed, but before the King could reply she leant forward, offering her full breasts to his ravenous mouth and cutting off any answer. Thomas moaned as he ardently licked and sucked at the sorceress’s wonderful tits for a several minutes, all the while the rapturous rolling of her groin over his cock never ceasing.
Thomas then lifted Carmen up off his cock and sat up, leaning over towards her and passionately kissing her pale lips. The king’s tongue slipped deep into the sorceress’s mouth as he gripped her snowy white hair and yanked her head back. He then broke off the kiss and moved off the bed, dragging Carmen behind him with a handful of her hair. Carmen gasped as the rough monarch pulled her across the room, as much as she enjoyed his attentions the young royal sometimes got a little carried away with his lust.
“I wish to gaze upon my realm,” he breathed as he pushed Carmen against the ledge of his bedroom window, bending her over so that her head was outside and her buttocks perfectly presented towards him. The sorceress gasped slightly as the king pushed her gown back up to her hips and lined himself up with her cunt. His bedroom was at the top of the eastern tower of the castle and looked out across the city, it was quite a dizzying height.
Thomas gave a grunt as he thrust himself back up inside her, his balls slapping against her as he started to hump her from behind. “Oh yeah!” he gasped, driving deep. “It’s a pity we’re up so high,” he murmured as he reached around with one hand to grasp as squeeze one of Carmen’s ample boobs. “Your spectacular tits are probably too far away for anyone else to admire.”
Carmen’s breath quickened, there was something very erotic to be hanging out such a high window and being fucked at the same time.
Suddenly the door to the royal bedchamber burst open. Thomas pulled out of Carmen in surprise, turning to see who had dared interrupt him.
The limp body of the King’s bodyguard slumped through the burst open doorway, a throwing knife imbedded in his forehead.
“Assassin!” yelled the King, hoping to summon any nearby guards.
”Run!” yelled Carmen, stepping in front of her King, her gown still gaping wide open as the attacker entered the room.
“Oh fuck!” swore the King, looking left and right for a getaway. Thomas’s heart leapt into his throat as he saw his assailant for the first time. The killer was dressed from head to toe in a deep, blood red robe and carried a wide bladed scimitar. It was a Jubanti, one of the deadly tribe of expert assassins from the Northlands, feared throughout the realm and known to never fail to execute their mark.
Thomas looked desperately around for an escape as his semi-naked sorceress stepped towards the Jubanti to defend her King. The only exit from the room was blocked by the assassin, so Thomas, seeing no alternative started to clamber out of the window, hoping to cling to the ledge outside whilst Carmen the White dealt with the assassin or his guards arrived.
The Jubanti hesitated a moment, sizing up the white haired beauty that was between him and his target. Carmen’s hands slowly started to trace an almost hypnotic pattern in the air and her lips started to move. The Jubanti’s eyes widened as he suddenly seemed to realize just who the sorceress was. As the assassin slashed out with his scimitar there was a loud bang and a sudden bright white light. A small shockwave rocked the entire tower and Carmen was thrown backwards to the floor. There was a scream from outside the window.
Seconds later four guardsmen burst into the room to see Carmen lying on the floor in front of a burnt husk of human bones. Captain Menza, head of the castle guards was at their front, he took one look at the scorched bones and leveled the point of his sword at the dazed sorceress.
“Arrest her,” he growled, “And get the General.”
**
Thomas stepped out of the bedroom window, onto the very thin stone ledge that ran around the frame.
“Shit!” he swore as a sudden gust of wind rocketed him, almost throwing him off the ledge. The King gingerly peered down and immediately wished he hadn’t, he was about forty feet above the city, standing on a small, crumbling stone ledge.
Inside the bedchamber the assassin and sorceress were facing off, and Thomas edged sideways, trying to get as far out of the reach of the killer as he could. He just hoped that the guards had heard the commotion and were on their way up.
Suddenly there was a massive bang and a bright light exploded out of the bedroom window. The entire tower rocked in the blast and Thomas was thrown off.
“Ohhhhh fuuuuuck!” he cried as the ledge was torn out from under his feet. His stomach leapt into his throat as he fell towards the city below at an alarming rate. The buildings below swiftly rose up to meet his falling body and he crashed painfully through a thatched roof, then everything went white.
**
“It wasn’t me. That’s not the King!” protested Carmen the White as two guards manacled her hands behind her back.
“I suppose the King just disappeared then?” scoffed Captain Menza.
“No, he’s outside the window,” replied Carmen fearfully. She didn’t even notice the guard on her right leering at her large breasts, which were still exposed.
“Oh right,” Menza replied sarcastically. He kicked the burnt pile of bones with the toe of his boot, “and I suppose this pile of bones is the page boy?”
“No, you don’t understand, he’s an assassin. I saved the king!” argued the sorceress, with her hands chained she was unable to use her magic to free herself.
Menza laughed at her excuse. “Take her to the dungeons!” he ordered.
As the guards dragged away the protesting sorceress Menza turned and glanced out the window, there was no obvious sign of anyone on the ledge or the rooftops below, but Menza had a bad feeling in the pit of his stomach.
“Get a squad together and search the buildings below,” Menza ordered the remaining guard.
“For the assassin?” asked the guard, surprised that his Captain had believed the sorceress’s feeble sounding excuse.
“For the King,” Menza corrected.
**
It took Thomas almost a full minute to realize that he wasn’t dead. He shrugged aside the whiteness, which turned out to be a linen sheet and found himself staring into the most impressive cleavage he’d seen in weeks. The mouthwatering cleavage and plump bosoms turned out to belong to a very pretty young brunette dressed in a servant’s gown. She gasped in shock at the sight of Thomas.
Thomas’s hand shot out, clamping over her mouth and stifling her scream just as it started to burst from her lungs.
“Silence wench!” he snapped at the wide-eyed laundry girl. “I’m the King!” He gave her a moment to calm down before finally releasing his hand from her mouth.
“King Thomas?” she gasped in amazement.
“Yes, now remain silent girl!” he ordered, glancing around nervously, worried that the assassin would try to kill him.
It seemed to suddenly sink in just who he was, as the laundry girl began to curtsey and bow. “I’m sorry your highness, I didn’t recognize you,” the girl hastily apologized.
“Shhh!” said Thomas at once, his mind racing. “We have to escape the castle, they may still be following me.” Thomas’s head snapped around at the sound of the guards beginning their search of the buildings below the tower window. At the moment he didn’t know who to trust and decided the best course of action was to get the fuck out of the castle until he could determine who was behind this attack and if it was safe to return.
He peered around the castle laundry, the buxom young servant was the only person there at this late hour. Thomas saw that he had crashed through the roof of the laundry and landed in a wheeled cart filled with clean sheets. The Gods were definitely watching out for him.
“I’ll hide in this cart,” Thomas decided. “You wheel me out of here, and whatever happens, stop for no one!”
“I can’t!” protested the laundry girl. “I’m not allowed to take the laundry outside the gates, I’ll get into trouble.”
Thomas sighed and grabbed the girl’s wrist. “What’s your name?” he asked.
The girl swallowed, “Kristy, your highness. Kristy Woodcock.”
Thomas smiled, trying to look as reassuring as possible. “Listen to me Kristy, I am your King, do you understand that?”
“Yes, your highness,” she replied, with a small curtsey.
“And you must obey your King, correct?”
“Yes, your highness.”
“Now do you really think you will get in trouble for doing as your King commands?” he asked her.
“No,” she replied in a meek tone of voice.
“Good,” said Thomas. “Now that we have that cleared up, let’s get the hell out of here!”
Thomas ducked down under the sheets, pulling them over him as Kristy started to wheel the cart out of the laundry. Just as Kristy pushed the cart through the doorway and out into the courtyard she was stopped by two guards.
“What are you doing?” demanded one of the guards.
Kristy’s voice was almost shaking in fear. “I’m taking the laundry out.”
“Where?” demanded the guard, his eye’s narrowing as he peered at the very nervous young woman. Under the sheets Thomas tensed slightly, they could be in trouble.
“The stains are stubborn, I am taking them to the alchemist to clean,” the pretty laundry maid replied, Thomas smiled at her quick thinking.



The guard snorted at the reply. “Probably more of the King’s fornicating,” he scoffed. “Off with you.” The guard slapped Kristy on her shapely posterior, sending her on her way. Under the sheets the King bit down his anger at the guards crude comment.
“Who is it you’re searching for?” asked Kristy, and Thomas could almost have jumped up and kissed her, now he might get some useful information.
“Never you mind, off about your business,” growled the guard.
Kristy decided not to push the point.
**
Bairacali wiped his spent cock on Lady Valeria’s shapely buttocks, giving one of the firm mounds a playful slap as he reached for his robe. The General took his time getting dressed, pausing to again slap Valeria’s nice ass as he headed out of his bedchamber and made his way to the King’s quarters where, as planned Captain Menza was waiting for him.
“You’re late,” remarked the Captain.
“I had some…some business to attend to,” the General replied with a sly grin as he remembered the sound fucking he had given Valeria.
“The King is dead,” Menza told him. “He fell from the tower during the attack.”
Bairacali nodded emotionlessly. “The assassin escaped?”
“No,” replied Menza with a smile. “Carmen the White had been captured and locked in the dungeon.”
Bairacali’s grin matched his Captains. “Excellent, even better than I expected. You have outdone yourself General Menza.”
Menza smiled, the fact Bairacali had used the title General was not lost on him.
“The body has been recovered?” Bairacali asked.
“Not yet,” admitted Menza, “But the men are scouring the buildings below the tower, it will be found soon. Shall I declare Marshall Law?” he asked.
General Bairacali frowned slightly at the news. “Yes, we will continue as planned. Assemble the council in the throne room,” he ordered. “And let me know as soon as the body is found!”
“Yes sir!” Menza snapped to attention and saluted his commander. General Menza. He liked the sound of that!
CHAPTER TWO (ON THE OUTSIDE) “We’re out!” Kristy hissed to the pile of sheets in her laundry cart.
“Excellent!” came King Thomas’s reply. “Now keep quiet, you need to take me somewhere safe so I can decide what to do about all this.”
“Where?” Kristy asked.
There was a sigh of impatience from the cart full of sheets. “I don’t give a fuck. Just get me away from the castle and off the streets.”
The buxom laundry girl floundered for a moment, where was she going to take him? It seemed as though every guard in the castle was searching for the King. What on earth had happened and why was the King fleeing like a common fugitive.
Not seeing any alternative Kristy started pushing the laundry cart along the bumpy city street, heading for her home, it was the only safe place she knew. As they made their way through the city to the poorer side of town there were occasional curses and mutterings from the cart, but other than the King didn’t say anything.
“We’re here,” she said at last as she pushed the cart up to the side of a rather small, run down house. Thomas popped his head out from under the sheets for the first time since the castle.
“Where?” he demanded.
“My house,” Kristy replied timidly.
The King mumbled something in reply and clambered out of the cart, Kristy blushed as she realized for the first time that he was naked.
“Oh my!” she gasped as he pulled a sheet from the cart and wrapped it around his waist.
“Not much to look at, is it?” he demanded.
“Shh,” warned Kristy. “Keep your voice down or you’ll wake father.”
Thomas opened his mouth, about to angrily remind her that she couldn’t tell the King what to do and then thought better of it. “Hmm, perhaps you’re right. Less people that know about this the better.”
“Thank you.”
“Well? What are you waiting for? Let’s go in, it’s freezing out here!” Thomas snapped, his lack of clothing causing a shiver to run down his spine.
“Of course,” Kristy quickly ushered King Thomas into the small woodcutter’s shack that served as her family’s home and led him as quietly as she could up the stairs to her small bedroom.
“This will have to do I guess,” said Thomas, wrinkling up his nose at the squalid room and rather uncomfortable looking bed in one corner. He gave a noisy yawn, it had been quite a night. “I’ll take the bed,” he decided, heading straight for it. “You can sleep on the floor.”
“Yes, your highness,” Kristy quickly agreed as the King slumped onto her bed and almost immediately started to snore. It was indeed, quite a night. Kristy sighed and looked regretfully at the hard wooden floor, she could hardly argue however, he was the King after all.
**
A rather blurry-eyed council assembled in the throne room at about the same time as the King was climbing into the laundry maid’s bed.
Sir Conrad looked particularly grouchy to have been disturbed at this early hour. “What’s all this about Bairacali?” the old veteran demanded.
“The King has been assassinated,” General Bairacali replied, getting straight to the point. He was dressed in his armor for added effect and Captain Menza stood behind his right shoulder, likewise fully armed and armored.
“You’re not serious?” gasped Sir Conrad in shock.
“Regretfully, I am,” Bairacali confirmed. “I have had the city placed under Marshall Law and as we speak my soldiers are scouring the city streets for any further signs of uprising.”
“Who did such a monstrous thing?” Lady Valeria asked in mock outrage, it actually felt rather strange for the noblewoman to be able to speak during a council meeting, her mouth was usually stuffed with royalty.
“The sorceress Carmen the White has been placed in the dungeon’s by Captain Menza, she was found standing over the body of the King,” Bairacali replied solemnly.
“I always distrusted that evil witch,” muttered Baron Pehlam.
“To lose our liege so soon after his father’s death is indeed a tragedy,” said Bairacali, trying his best to hide his excitement.
“The King has no heir,” said Valeria, speaking the lines that Bairacali had fed her and steering the discussions direction. “What are we to do?”
“The city is under the command of the army,” said Bairacali. “At this point stability is of the utmost importance.”
Sir Conrad frowned at this, “You seek to take the crown?” he asked Bairacali, his tone containing a note of challenge.
“It is for the good of the realm,” said Bairacali. “Need I remind the council that we are still at war with the Amazon’s until the ransom is paid by the Amazon Queen as agreed with by Thomas.”
“There is no other choice for the crown,” said Valeria quickly, getting in before either Conrad or Pehlam could protest.
“The mourning period must be upheld,” said Sir Conrad, deciding not to challenge the General’s claim at this point.
“Mourning period?” asked Bairacali in surprise, young Thomas had ascended the throne immediately following his father’s death.
“Sir Conrad is correct,” said Baron Pehlam. “It is the end of a royal line. The city will be in five days of mourning before we can hold the coronation.”
“The other noble’s may not accept you General, you are not of a noble family,” warned Sir Conrad, still not trusting Bairacali.
“That is why I will take Lady Valeria as my Queen!” said Bairacali proudly.
**
King Thomas awoke far too early for his liking to the sounds of the laundry maid Kristy changing out of her maid’s gown. He couldn’t help but admire her long slim legs and delicately rounded posterior as she bent over to pick up a clean dress.
“You’re quite beautiful Kristy,” Thomas remarked aloud.
Kristy gasped in surprise and spun around, holding the clean dress up over her bare chest, she’d been sure the King was fast asleep and had taken the opportunity to change her clothes. “I thought you were asleep.”
Thomas shook his head. “Your bed is horrible and lumpy, I don’t know how you put up with it.”
“I don’t have a choice,” Kristy replied, slightly angry. She’d spent all night on the hard floor and he was the one complaining? She bit back her irritation, he was the King after all.
“Never mind that, help me with this,” he told her, pushing aside her blanket to reveal his fully erect penis, jutting up proudly from between his legs.
Kristy’s eyes went wide in surprise, “Wh..what?” she was lost for words.
“What’s the matter wench, haven’t you ever seen a man’s cock before?” growled the King.
“Yes, but…” she still didn’t really know where to put herself. Kristy tore her eyes away from the realm’s crown jewels, blushing furiously.
“Well then what’s the problem?” demanded Thomas. “It’s morning wood. Get rid of it girl. Your name is Woodcock isn’t it?”
“Yes,” Kristy said, frowning and still not meeting the King’s eye. She didn’t know what her surname had to do with the King’s penis. “What do you want me to do?”
Thomas sighed, she was not very worldly, “Climb up here and put it in your pretty mouth until it goes soft.”
Kristy paled immediately. “You mean you want…”
“Yes, yes. A blowjob. Be quick about it,” Thomas snapped his fingers and pointed at the rock hard organ sticking up from his lap.
“I..I can’t…” stammered Kristy, her gaze drawn back down to the King’s bare manhood.
“Yes, you can,” Thomas was starting to get angry. No one refused the King! Especially not a mere serving girl no matter how naïve she was. “Now suck!”
The King’s sharp command made Kristy jump in surprise and she dropped the gown that was covering her nakedness, revealing a delightfully shapely body. Her eyes wide she climbed slowly up onto the end of the bed at Thomas’s feet and then reached out gingerly for the royal penis.
**
The council meeting took several hours to finally agree on making General Bairacali the King, but by the end of the arduous conference Bairacali and Valeria successfully steamrolled Conrad and Pehlam into agreeing with his claim. After the five day mourning period Bairacali would be coronated King.
As soon as Pehlam and Conrad were gone Bairacali sat down on the King’s throne, looking rather pleased with himself as he tried the chair out for size.
“Has the body been found yet?” Bairacali asked Captain Menza.
“Not yet.”
“Fuck!” he swore. “Find it!”
“Yes General.” With that Menza quickly left the throne room, leaving Bairacali alone with Lady Valeria.
“What body?” Valeria asked Bairacali with a suspicious frown.
“Nothing!” snapped Bairacali quickly.
“You’re not getting ahead of yourself I hope?” Valeria said, eyeing up the way Bairacali sat in the throne.
“Just you worry about the council,” growled Bairacali. He shuffled slightly in the throne, rubbing his hands along the arms of the ornate chair. “It’s surprisingly comfortable,” he noted. “I could definitely get used to this seat. Come here,” he ordered Valeria.
The lovely noblewoman smiled and approached the General.
“Kneel!” he commanded, pointing to his feet.
Valeria’s jaw stiffened slightly in irritation as she knelt at the General’s feet and watched as he unfastened the front of his pants. Kneeling at the feet of the throne gave the beautiful noblewoman a rather unpleasant feeling of déjà vu.
“Suck!” instructed Bairacali.
Valeria bit back her anger as Bairacali grabbed her by the top of her head and drew her mouth down into his lap. His cock was only semi-erect, somewhat spent from the vigorous fucking he had given her several hours earlier. Yielding to the lecherous General’s wishes Valeria’s lips parted and she sucked the tip of his rubbery cock into her warm mouth.
“Ah yes,” breathed Bairacali as Lady Valeria gently started to suckle on his cock, her mouth bathing him in warm saliva. “This is the life,” he murmured, stroking the top of Valeria’s head as she swirled her tongue around the slowly growing head of his cock.
Lady Valeria lifted Bairacali’s cock in her soft hand, gently stroking it as she ran her tongue down the underside of the hardening shaft all the way to the base. She twirled the tip of her tongue around the root of his cock and then teasingly lapped at his balls. All the blowjobs she had given Thomas during his short reign as King had definitely improved her talents and now it seemed that Bairacali was to be the beneficiary of those skills in the late King’s absence.
As she sucked first one hairy testicle, then the other right into her wet mouth she rubbed his almost fully erect cock against her soft cheek and the General moaned happily. Valeria then moved her mouth back up the hard length of his penis and her tongue carefully licked it’s way around the throbbing mushroomed head.
“Oh yeah, that’s it!” groaned Bairacali as Valeria swiped her tongue up the slit on the tip of the General’s cock, tasting his rapidly accumulating pre-cum. She then abruptly sucked the whole length of Bairacali’s cock into her mouth, driving her mouth all the way down his shaft and lodging his cock right into her throat. Bairacali arched his back in the throne and groaned loudly at the sudden lustful assault. “Oh God!” he gasped. Valeria drew back to the head of his cock and started to bob her head in short shallow movements, her lips forming a tight seal around the treasonous General’s manhood and their motion generating incredible friction through his cock.
“That’s it, suck the King’s cock!” gasped Bairacali, reaching down and taking hold of Valeria’s head in both strong hands, pushing her further down into his lap and sliding his cock across her hot tongue and deep into her mouth once again. He gave a throaty grunt of lust as he jammed Valeria’s face down repeatedly into his lap, his cock slamming into her mouth as he roughly fucked her face, his hairy balls slapping her chin.
Lady Valeria struggled to keep up with his lustful strokes, his cock pushing right into her throat on each thrust. This was not exactly what she had in mind when Bairacali had mentioned the title of Queen for her, but at least she was not being publicly humiliated as she had been by that prick Thomas.
“I think I’m going to get used to being King,” Bairacali said, releasing Valeria’s head and letting her take over the motions of her mouth on his cock, she did not slow down the pace, wanting to get things over with as fast as possible. Bairacali leant back in his new throne, an expression of ecstasy on his face.
He gave a sudden roar and his hands clamped back down on the top of Valeria’s head, hugging her face into his groin as his cock exploded in her mouth. The beautiful noblewoman struggled to stop from choking as her pretty mouth was abruptly flooded with the General’s cum. The burly soldier jolted his hips as he pumped his bride-to-be full of his seed.
“Long live the King,” he gasped with a wicked smile as he thrust his cock once more into Valeria’s throat, milking out the last of his load.
**
The real King was also getting a particularly pleasurable blowjob, although perhaps not from such a practiced cocksucker. The busty young laundry maid’s head bobbed slowly up and down over his lap as she worked his cock with her warm lips and tongue. What she lacked in experience she certainly made up for in eagerness to please.
“That’s very good Kristy,” he murmured to the pretty young servant, patting her gently on the head as she slurped noisily at his cock. As Kristy slid her wet mouth up and down the King’s hard shaft, her tongue swirling delightfully, Thomas reached under her and cupped one of her heavy, ample tits. He gave the large orb a tender squeeze, marveling at its sheer size and weight. The vast melon was also firm and youthfully resilient he noted as he squeezed and jiggled it in his palm.
Kristy gave a soft moan as the King fondled her big tits, moving his hand over to her other jug and giving it the same lustful treatment. Saliva dribbled down her chin as she moved her mouth faster over Thomas’s cock, bathing him in wetness. It was definitely one of the sloppiest blowjob’s he’d ever had, not that he was complaining.
“I’ve got an idea,” Thomas murmured a few minutes later, the ample lubrication on his cock and the gigantic tit in his hand providing the perfect inspiration.
Kristy gasped in surprise as King Thomas pulled her head up off his dripping wet cock and grabbed a big tit in each hand.
“You have incredible breasts,” he murmured in admiration as he squeezed and probed at the soft orbs. Kristy gasped as he gave her nipples a twist, and then pulled her in towards him by the hardened buds. Thomas pressed his rock hard cock between the immense mounds he was busy groping and pushed them together, forming a tight sheath around his cock. “Time to fuck these puppy’s,” he breathed.
Leaning back on the hard bed, Thomas pressed Kristy’s big tits together around his cock and started to hump his hips up off the bed. His well-lubricated penis slid smoothly up and down the length of the laundry maid’s deep cleavage, rapidly fucking her big tits. “Oh yes!” Thomas groaned. “That’s good.”
The King lay back on the bed and Kristy’s hands took over the task of squashing her big soft tits together around the royal penis. The buxom laundry girl bounces her tits rapidly over Thomas’s cock, maddeningly stroking him towards orgasm. Each time his cock heaved up from the top of her cleavage, Kristy bent her head down and swirled her tongue around the head, arousing Thomas even more.
“That’s it!” groaned Thomas, her tits fucking faster over his cock. The young servant definitely had an incredible rack. Thomas felt the cum surging in his balls, with a grunt he reached out and grabbed the top of Kristy’s head, yanking her mouth down onto his cock. She gagged slightly at the sudden intrusion and Thomas thrashed on the bed, his cock exploding deep into her mouth, his cum flooding her throat. The King cried out loudly as he feed his load into the busty girl’s obedient mouth.
Suddenly the bedroom door burst open. Thomas’s turned towards the entrance in annoyance, still holding Kristy’s face down into his lap as his cock twitched and pulsed over her tongue. Standing in the doorway with a look of absolute rage on his face was a large, black bearded man holding a very dangerous looking axe.
“Oh bugger,” remarked Thomas as the man gave an angry roar and lifted his axe.
**
Captain Menza, soon to be promoted to General, strode past the jailer who hurried leapt up from his seat and gave a rushed salute. Menza gave him a casual wave, sending him back to his chair as he made his way down the first cellblock to the large steel door at the end reserved for particularly dangerous prisoners.
Menza thrust the door open and stepped into the small cell beyond. Chained against the far wall was the (former) royal sorceress, Carmen the White, her gown still gaping wide, revealing her full and firm breasts. From their redness and a few scratch marks it looks as though the jailer had helped himself to a grope.
“Set me free you son of a bitch!” yelled Carmen as soon as the soldier entered. “I’m innocent!”
“Quiet now, my lovely sorceress,” Menza said, his voice low and soft. He strode across the cell towards her, his hands crossed behind his back. The Captain did not even bother to argue her guilt. He stepped right up in front of her and ran a gloved hand gently across her smooth cheek. “Where is the King? What happened in the bedchamber with the assassin last night?” he asked her.
Carmen spat angrily on his face. “You bastard!” she swore accusingly. “You know about the assassin!”
“Yes, yes,” Menza muttered briskly, not bothering to wipe her spittle from his cheek. The hand on her face gripped her roughly, squeezing at her jaw. “The burnt bones belonged to the assassin I assume?”
“That’s right you motherfucker!” growled Carmen, thrashing in her chains as the vice like grip of the Captain squeezed her face harder. “And you’ll end up the same if you don’t let me go!”



Menza slapped her sharply across the side of her face, swinging her round on her chains. He then jerked her back to face him and seized her face again. “We both know that you are helpless with your hands bound sorceress,” he sneered. His grip softened slightly and he almost tenderly stroked the back of one fingertip across her chin and lips. “Completely helpless,” he added, running his hand down her throat.
Carmen turned her head furiously away from him, her body tensing as the Captain’s hand made it’s way down to her exposed chest. “Get your hands off me!” she shrieked, wrenching against her chains as Menza gently cupped one full bare breast in his gloved hand.
**
Kristy Woodcock coughed and spluttered on the unexpected mouthful of cum, trying desperately to find her voice so that she could call off her angry father.
King Thomas yelped in surprise, rolling backwards off the side of the bed as the enraged man charged towards him with his axe held high.
“This isn’t what you think!” Thomas shouted, trying to reason with the man, obviously the laundry girl’s father.
“I’m gonna have your head boy!” growled the man, swinging downwards with his axe towards where Thomas was crouched on the far side of the bed.
Thomas gave a startled yelp and dived under the bed, the sharp axe crashing deep into the floorboards where he had been just moments before. “Shit!” swore Thomas, he was the King, and he wasn’t supposed to die this way. He didn’t have long to feel sorry for himself however, the man rushed around the bed and yanked his axe out of the floorboards.
Thomas rolled out the opposite side of the bed, trying to keep the piece of furniture between him and the axe-wielding maniac.
“Wait father!” cried out Kristy, who had finally managed to swallow the last of Thomas’s sticky load.
“Shut up girl!” growled the man, advancing on Thomas once more. “You’ve done enough.”
“Stop! He’s the King!” pleaded Kristy desperately.
Kristy’s father stopped in his tracks. “The King?” he repeated, looking doubtful at the naked young man cowering beside his daughter’s bed.
“It’s true!” insisted Thomas cautiously.
The man looked at his daughter, trying to ignore the drops of the man’s cum on her chin. “The King?” he repeated.
“Yes!” Kristy hurriedly nodded.
Her father’s eyes went wide as it sunk in, they were serious. He dropped the axe with a clunk onto the floor. He had just tried to kill the King! Kristy’s father dropped to the floor. “Please don’t have me executed your highness!” he begged. “I didn’t know… I…”
“What’s going on here?” said a woman’s voice from the door.
Thomas turned to see an absolutely gorgeous older woman standing in the doorway, she looked as though she was in her early thirties and was dressed in a flowing blue dress with a white bodice that appeared to cram a pair of considerable boobs into her dress that immediately caught the King’s lecherous eye. The woman had a frown on her pretty face as she saw her naked daughter on the bed and her husband cowered before a naked young man.
**
Menza took a firm breast in each hand and squeezed them roughly, enjoying the way the sorceress’s ample mound filled his palms. “If the bones belong to the assassin where did the King go? Did you magic him away?” Menza asked, kneading the large orbs crudely.
“Release me at once! This is an outrage!” shrieked Carmen as Menza leant in and swiped his tongue over one of her nipples.
“Where did the King go?” Menza repeated, giving her big tits a particularly hard squeeze.
Carmen sucked in a sharp breath as her breasts were painfully clutched in the soldier’s coarse hands. “I’ve already told you! He went out the window!”
Menza slapped Carmen’s big tits, causing her to cry out in pain as the large jugs whacked against each other and jiggled wildly. “Don’t play me for a fool!” growled Menza, once again harshly grabbing at her tits. “The tower is forty feet high.” He then leant in and gobbled at her tits once again, sucking first the right, then the left nipple into his hungry mouth. At the same time he leant his body in against hers, rubbing his bulging crotch into her warm thigh.
“I don’t know!” protested Carmen, giving up trying to get the vulgar Captain’s hands off her body. “He must have hid on the ledge or something and then fallen.”
Menza gave a growl and spun Carmen around so that she was pressed face first against the wall. He pressed in against her back, his hard crotch shoving itself against her firm buttocks. Carmen gasped as her already sore breasts were rubbed against the harsh, stone wall. “If he fell from the tower then why didn’t we find his body bitch?”
“What are you doing?” demanded Carmen as she felt Menza tugging up the back of her dirty white dress, uncovering her shapely buttocks. Carmen then cried out as the Captain’s gloved hand smacked down on one of her buttocks, the cell ringing with the sound of the stinging slap.
Menza didn’t bother to answer the sorceress’s question, he started to unbuckle his trousers and leaned in to lick the side of her face. “We’re gonna have some fun you stupid whore,” he sneered into her ear. Menza shoved down his pants and pressed himself up behind the lovely bound sorceress, his hot, hard cock rubbing across her cool smooth buttocks.
“Keep your hands off me you pig,” protested Carmen as Menza’s hand circled around her body and cupped her full right breast, squeezing it as he ground his hard cock against her bare ass.
Keeping a tight hold on her tit with one hand, Menza reached down and lined his cock up with the sorceress’s pussy using his other hand. “No!” groaned Carmen as the excited soldier thrust up inside her, his cock driving roughly into her. The sorceress gasped as Menza’s cock suddenly filled her.
“Oh yeah!” grunted Menza, his breathing heavy as he reached his other hand around to capture her left breast, a full orb filling each of his palms as he started to thrust himself against her shapely buttocks, his cock sliding deep. Carmen moaned weakly as the Captain bucked vigorously against her, using her body to satisfy his lust. His gloved hands clawed at her big tits, squeezing and pinching them as he fucked the royal magician for all he was worth. Each thrust from Menza caused Carmen’s whole body to shunt against the wall and a groan or moan of protest to fall from her lips.
Menza pounded at her for a good ten minutes, the small cell filled with the sound of her rattling chains and the slapping of his hips against her buttocks.
“Oh fuck, here it comes!” gasped Menza, driving his cock right into Carmen’s pussy. He gave a strangled grunt as his cock burst, his seed flooding the sorceress’s unwilling cunt. Menza’s fingertips dug deep into her large boobs, squeezing them hard as his cock pulsed and surged inside her.
“Oh yeah, that hit the spot,” Menza grunted at last, thrusting himself against her again, squeezing the last few drops of his load into her.
CHAPTER THREE (MAKING PLANS) Thomas sat in a crudely made wooden chair at the head of the small table that filled the Woodcock family’s kitchen. It had turned out that the man who had wildly attacked him up in the bedroom was indeed Kristy’s father, a woodcutter called Jak. The beautiful woman in the blue dress was in fact Jak’s second wife and Kristy’s stepmother, Heather. Although Heather was no blood relation of Kristy’s, she shared the young laundry girl’s ample bust and good looks, much to Thomas’s delight.
“I insist you return to the castle,” snapped Thomas to Kristy. They had been arguing for past few minutes on whether or not she would return to her work at the castle laundry today. The poor girl was scared out of her mind, but Thomas could care less. He needed information!
“But they’ll kill me!” wailed Kristy.
“Nonsense wench!” growled Thomas, tugging uncomfortably on the collar of the rough-hewn shirt he was wearing, Jak had leant the King a set of clothes to wear. “Nobody knows it was you that helped me escape.” Thomas was beginning to get rather sick of life outside the throne room. At least at the castle everyone did as he ordered and did not question him like this willful girl. Although on the up side she sucked cock just as good as Lady Valeria.
“You forget who our guest is daughter!” snapped her father who had just entered the kitchen. Whilst King Thomas had been arguing with Kristy, Jak had been preparing himself for work. Thomas couldn’t help by notice that the big man still carried his axe with him.
“Sorry father,” Kristy looked down at her feet. She then turned to Thomas and curtseyed to him. “Sorry your highness. I will do as you ask.”
“I have to head out,” said Jak, nodding at his daughter’s decision in approval. “Those tree’s won’t cut themselves.” Jak smiled to himself as he headed for the door, if Kristy performed well for the king then their family would surely reap a great reward.

As Jak left the house, Thomas explained to Kristy what he required of her. “You should return to work as if nothing happened, we don’t want them suspecting a thing,” he told her as the buxom laundry girl nodded in understanding. “Trust no one, anyone could be involved in the attack. And keep your ears open, listen for anything suspicious, any mention of the attack.”
“Okay, I’ll do my best,” Kristy promised.
“If you can find any clues as to who was behind the attempt to kill me then I will be very grateful. I need to know who it is so that I know if it is safe to return to the castle.” Thomas added. “Oh, and get me some clothes,” he said, scratching himself through the rough clothing that the woodcutter had given him to wear.
Kristy gave Thomas one of her curtseys, bowing so low that Thomas couldn’t help but admire the pale tops of her full breasts, swelling up above the deep cut neckline of her gown. The young girl then left for the castle, her stomach fluttering nervously in anticipation of what was to come.
As she departed Thomas turned to Heather Woodcock, Kristy’s mother. “Get me some breakfast woman,” he said, yawning noisily.
“Yes, your highness,” Heather replied agreeably, curtsey’s in much the same manner as her stepdaughter had.
“Hmm,” murmured Thomas as he thoughtfully admired the way Heather’s ample bosom was also excellently displayed in the partially unlaced bodice of her blue dress. “Like mother like daughter I see,” he added, licking his lips, staring into the overflowing bodice.
**
The Amazon Negotiator waited nervously in the cold hallway as the page went to the King to announce her arrival. She remembered with a little anger her last visit when the arrogant male King had bent her over his desk and taken her from behind. She was one of the bravest of the Amazon warriors and yet the mere man had used her as if she were nothing but an animal to sate his lusts!
Her angry thoughts were interrupted when the pageboy returned. “He will see you now,” the young man told her, his voice trembling slightly at the imposing presence of the warrior woman.
“Good,” the Amazon said with a nod, striding forcefully past the boy. “I know the way,” she added, marching down the hallway as the page scurried behind her, struggling to keep up with her long-legged steps.
The Amazon burst through the doors to the throne room and frowned as her gaze fell upon the ugly visage of General Bairacali seated on the throne. “You are not the King,” she growled, angry to have been fobbed off to an underling.
“The King has asked me to handle the details of the surrender,” snapped Bairacali. In his meeting with the council it had been agreed that the death of the King would remain a secret from the Amazons until the surrender was complete. If at all possible the council did not want to look weak in front of the Amazon’s and cause a possible revival of the war.
The Amazon Negotiator scowled. “Peace Treaty,” she corrected, still too proud to admit surrender. “The Queen instructed me to deal with the King alone,” she sneered, her arrogance brave given the way Bairacali’s armies had so soundly defeated the Amazon’s on the battlefield.
“You seem to be forgetting your place,” rumbled Bairacali, remembering the way Thomas had sealed the Treaty by having the Queen of the Amazon’s suck his cock in front of the entire court. Never mind the fact that the Amazon’s did not even know of Thomas’s father’s death and still thought they were dealing with the original King.
The Amazon however would not back down. “I will speak to the King and the King alone!” she replied defiantly.
Bairacali took an angry step forward, “Listen to me you bitch!” he growled. “It was MY armies that crushed your feeble defenses, and if you break the treaty then it will be MY army that crushes your meager civilization into dust!”
The Negotiator seemed to pause at this. “I will speak with my Queen,” she said, turning and leaving.
Bairacali screamed with fury as the arrogant bitch left his new throne room. “Get Menza!” the General spat to one of the guards as he sat down on the throne, shaking with rage. “I want Thomas found!”
**
King Thomas leant back on his chair and burped loudly. “That hit the spot,” he murmured contentedly as he rubbed his full stomach. He glanced off to his left to where Heather Woodcock was washing up in a small tub of water. “You’re a good cook woman,” he complemented her.
“Thank you, your highness,” she replied, continuing her washing up. “I trust you are satisfied with the meal, I know it’s probably not what you are used to.”
Thomas stood up and stretched, “Nonsense wench, it was perfect.” He moved up behind her, pressing himself against her from behind and reaching around her body. “As to my satisfaction..” he murmured, his hands closing over Heather’s ample bosom, squeezing it through her dress.
Heather immediately stiffened as the King pressed himself against her back and started to grope her big breasts. She was a married woman! What was he doing!?
“You’re a lovely woman Heather Woodcock,” murmured Thomas as he rubbed his growing erection against her firm buttocks and kneaded her plentiful tits through her gown.
“I don’t know if we should be doing this…” Heather protested weakly as Thomas slipped one hand down inside the front of her bodice and scooped out one of her large tits.
“Of course we should, you do want to satisfy my needs don’t you?” breathed Thomas as he squeezed her bare tit in his hand and ground his crotch into her ass.
“Yes, but I’m married,” she murmured. “Jak…”
“Jak would not deny his King,” snapped Thomas, pinching her nipple between thumb and forefinger. Heather gasped. “You would not deny your King either, would you Heather?”
“No, of course not…” she murmured uncertainly as the King roughly mauled at her tits and humped against her ass.
“Excellent!” said Thomas, he spun her away from the bench where she had been washing up and pushed her over to the table, bending her face forward over the edge. Heather gasped as Thomas lifted up the back skirts of her blue dress, revealing her naked ass. “Very nice!” he whispered, slapping the firm cheeks of Heather’s well shaped posterior with one hand as he unfastened his trousers with the other hand.
Thomas lined his cock up with the entrance to Heather’s cunt and then seized her hips, shoving himself forward and sliding up into her. Heather let out a gasp as his cock suddenly filled her.
“Oh yeah, that’s the stuff!” groaned Thomas in pleasure. He held firmly onto Heather’s shapely hips and started to stroke against her, his rock hard cock sliding neatly in and out of her warm, inviting pussy. It would seem that life outside the castle was just as sweet as life inside.
Suddenly they both froze as the door to the kitchen swung open and Jak Woodcock stepped through, carrying his axe in one hand. His eyes widened at the sight of the young King with his cock buried to the hilt into his own wife’s lovely pussy.
**
“Someone must be hiding him General,” Captain Menza explained to Bairacali. “Otherwise my men would already have found him.”
“Well find out who damn it!” growled Bairacali angrily. “The King’s absence it turning out to be a problem. We are not safe until I am coronated or Thomas’s body is lying at my feet.”
“We will double our efforts,” Menza assured his commander.
“You had better General,” warned Bairacali, again dangling the carrot of a promotion in front of Menza. “I want the entire city searched door to door. The King must be found!”
“Yes sir!” Menza saluted.
“But keep it quiet, we can’t have word that the King is alive spreading through the city,” Bairacali added. “How did the interrogation of the sorceress go.”
“It was fruitful,” Menza replied, his crotch tingling slightly in the memory of Carmen’s sweet pussy. “But unfortunately she seemed to know nothing of the King’s whereabouts.”
“Damn!” muttered Bairacali darkly.
“Don’t worry General, the King will be found, dead or alive.”
**
“Welcome back Jak, I hope you don’t mind that I’m indulging in your pretty young wife?” Thomas said casually, his cock still stuffed deep into Heather’s pussy.
Jak froze at the doorway a moment, the sight of his wife getting fucked right in front of him still sinking in. The woodcutter swallowed his anger, “Of course not, your highness. You are the King after all, what’s mine is yours.”
“Very good,” Thomas nodded in gratitude. He resumed his thrusts into Heather’s willing pussy as Jak put down his axe and stepped into the small kitchen. Thomas grunted as he thrust against the lovely woman, his balls slapping against her ass as he drove his cock repeatedly deep into her. “I normally would have asked to use her first,” Thomas said to Jak, breathing heavily with the effort of the sound fucking her was giving her. “But it’s been quite a troubling time for me.”
“I understand, your highness,” Jak said with a nod as he sat down at the table on the opposite side from where Thomas was fucking his wife.
Thomas drove Heather harder into the table, panting heavily now as he got closer to orgasm. “I must thank you for your hospitality Jak,” Thomas said with a grunt as Heather’s pussy clutched delightfully at his cock. “When I return to the throne I will make sure you are richly rewarded.”
“Thank you, your highness. I’m just doing my duty,” he said humbly, but inwardly he was smiling.
“Your wife is a great fuck,” Thomas moaned, chatting to Jak over his wife’s back.
Jak merely nodded as he watched his wife getting slammed by the King, the woodcutter’s own cock was stiffening slightly at the sight and he made a mental note to take his wife on the kitchen table after the King had left, it certainly looked like fun.
“Oh yes!” gasped Thomas, suddenly arching his back and burying his cock deep. He gave a deep, rumbling groan as his cock spasmed inside Heather, shooting deep within her. The King’s eyes rolled back as he humped against Heather’s ass, fucking the cum out of his cock and into her pussy. Heather moaned herself as Thomas came, she could feel the royal penis twitching and surging inside her. “Ahh, that’s it!” grunted Thomas, bucking against Heather and shunting the whole table towards Jak as he shot the last of his load into the woodcutter’s lovely wife.
“Now I’m satisfied,” Thomas told Heather as he pulled out of her and gave her ass another slap.
**
Kristy’s hands were shaking as she folded the large white sheets. She had managed to steal a set of the King’s clothes from the clean laundry pile and stash them amongst some sheets in the corner of the laundry room, and moments later the guards had done another search of the laundry. Kristy had been scared out of her mind, but fortunately they were not looking for something so small and the stolen clothes were not discovered.
Now as she folded the sheet the soldiers that had searched the laundry were chatting directly outside the window. Despite her fear of discovery, Kristy listened carefully as they talked amongst themselves.



“I thought the King had been killed?” the taller of the two guardsman said to the other.
“As far as we’re concerned he has been Lugo,” replied the other.
“Then why did Captain Menza tell us to find the King?” the guard called Lugo asked, from the way he spoke Kristy guessed that he wasn’t too bright.
“I don’t know,” the other guard said. “But our orders were to bring the King back in secret, and in chains. And I know better than to question Captain Menza’s orders.”
“Ain’t that the truth!” Lugo agreed. “But won’t we get in trouble for chaining up the King?”
“We just follow orders,” the smarter guard replied. “Come on, let’s head back to the barracks, the Serge said the war with the Amazon’s might be starting up again so we need to be ready to move at a moments notice.”
Kristy’s eyes widened slightly at this, it had been a huge day of celebration when it had been announced that King Thomas had arranged for the Amazon’s surrender. If the war was back on again then that was big news. Kristy dropped the half folded sheet and crept out of the laundry, following quietly behind the two guards so that she could hopefully learn more.
The guards went straight across the castle courtyard to the barracks building. Kristy made sure she kept a good distance between herself and them and tried to look as casual as possible. Once they had vanished inside the barracks she quickly ran around to the side of the building and tip toed up to the nearest window, hoping to overhear more information she could bring back to King Thomas.
As she reached the side window she heard one of the guards saying something about the General’s coronation. Kristy had only just squatted down to listen when a hand clamped roughly down on her shoulder.
“You’re not supposed to be here!” growled the gruff voice of one of the guardsmen, the one called Lugo.
Kristy gasped in shock, almost screaming in fright as she gawked up at the lanky soldier.
“Well wench?” demanded Lugo, “Speak your business or I’ll have you locked up.” His eyes squinted slightly as he gazed down at her. “You’re the busty lass from the laundry aren’t you?” he said in recognition.
“Yes,” Kristy managed to quietly whisper as she found her voice. Now she was doomed. They would find out about the King and she was sure she would be hung.
“You’re not supposed to be over here by the barracks, what are you up to woman?” Lugo grilled her.
“I..ahh…” Kristy stammered fearfully.
“Were you following me?” Lugo’s eyes narrowed further.
“Yes,” Kristy admitted.
“What are you playing at wench?” growled Lugo.
“I...umm...I couldn’t help myself.”
“What? What are you saying?” the tall guard glared suspiciously down at her.
“I couldn’t help it,” Kristy repeated, it was the first excuse that popped into her head.
“You were spying on me?”
“Yes, it’s just…I like you…” Kristy said at last, praying the dumb guard would buy her story.
“You like me?” Lugo said in astonishment, that had been the last thing he’d expected. Pretty girls like Kristy had never paid much attention to the lanky soldier.
Kristy bit her lip in mock desire. “I’ve heard what they say,” Kristy told him.
“What who says?” Lugo asked in confusion.
“About your...you know,” Kristy’s eyes playfully glanced downwards.
Lugo didn’t catch her meaning. “What? My what?”
“You know,” Kristy repeated with a blush, she gingerly reached out and stroked the inside of the guard’s leg with one hand. “Your manhood.”
“My manhood?” Lugo said in surprise. “What…what do they say,” his eyes narrowing dangerously as he suspected the buxom girl was making fun of him.
“They say a man as tall of you is…is in proportion,” said Kristy with a wicked smile. She ran her soft hand up the inside of Lugo’s thigh, right to the juncture of his legs and dangerously close to his crotch.
Lugo almost choked in surprise. “Oh you think I’ve got a big cock?” he blurted out.
“Mmm,” moaned Kristy as seductively as she could, her hand slid higher and rubbed across the guard’s crotch. Lugo groaned slightly as the busty laundry girl’s hand cupped his crotch and squeezed firmly.
“So are the rumors true?” Kristy asked, her voice husky.
“Why don’t you take a look for yourself?” Lugo offered, grinning lecherously down at her.
Kristy shot the tall guard a wicked grin and then reached for the lacings of his trousers with both hands. She trembled slightly as she untied Lugo’s pants, pulling them open to see his cock spring free.
“Wow,” whispered Kristy breathlessly. Her quickly thought up story had turned out to be true, Lugo was massively endowed! Apparently the well-hung guardsman had enjoyed Kristy’s previous attentions as he was already stiff as a board, his thick cock rock hard and trembling. The wide-eyed laundry girl took the guards massive cock in her comparatively tiny hands and stroked up and down the rigid length of him. Other than King Thomas, and now Lugo, Kristy had not handled many cocks in her eighteen years, but of those few, Lugo’s was by far the biggest. Both of Kristy’s hands were not enough to cover the length of Lugo’s thick shaft, he was almost twice as big as the King!
“So what do you think?” Lugo asked, sporting a silly grin. Despite his lack of success with the ladies, he was very proud of his big dick. “Are the rumors exaggerated?”
“Oh no,” whispered Kristy, subconsciously leaning in for a closer look at the hot length of Lugo’s mighty cock. “If anything they were understated.”
Lugo gave a low moan as Kristy’s wonderfully tender hands caressed his organ. He could feel her hot breath on him as she leant close to examine him. Kristy was completely absorbed in the impressive tool in her hands, so she didn’t notice Lugo drop a big meaty palm onto the top of her head at first. The buxom laundry maid had her full red lips mere inches from the glistening tip of Lugo’s gigantic cock, her hot breath teasing him maddeningly. Unable to resist the temptation, Lugo gave a sudden grunt of lust as he thrust his hips forward, stabbing the head of his cock against Kristy’s slightly parted lips. At the same time the hand on the top of her head, pulled her in against his crotch, causing the fat head of his erection to push past Kristy’s full lips and lodge into her mouth.
Kristy gagged slightly at the sudden invasion, but was unable to stop Lugo pulling down harder on her head, his hard cock sliding across her wet tongue and pushing against the back of her mouth.
“Oh yeah that’s good!” groaned Lugo loudly.
“Mmphf!” Kristy protested, her voice muffled by the considerable mouthful of cock.
Lugo held the pretty laundry girls head in both his hands now and he lustfully thrust his huge cock into her mouth, stretching her lips wide about it’s girth. The guard moaned in pleasure as he started to saw his insistent manhood in and out of the girl’s mouth, driving deep with each rough thrust of his lips.
Kristy realized that the guard would not be put off, her best hope was to suck for all she was worth and get the lanky solider off as quickly as she could. At least he had not arrested her as a spy, she thought to herself as she struggled to breath around the soldier’s immense cock.
Lugo’s groans of lust got louder as he felt Kristy’s tongue start to slide around the underside of his cock as it drove repeatedly into her mouth. He was thrusting too hard and fast for her to match his movements, but she started to suck on the end of him each time he drew back for a thrust. Kristy moaned around the guards cock as he fucked her mouth, each time he plunged into her oral cavity his hairy balls slapped into the laundry maid’s chin.
The guard suddenly gave a grunt as his tall body arched and stiffened, his cock exploding straight into Kristy’s throat. The busty maid didn’t even need to swallow as Lugo clutched her head into his crotch and shot his load. The head of his cock was buried right inside her throat so that as his thick, sticky cum spurted it went straight down her throat into her stomach. Lugo moaned wildly as shot after shot of cum roped from the tip of his cock.
When he was finally done he collapsed back against the side wall of the barracks, his big cock popping out of Kristy’s abused mouth with a loud smacking sound.
“That was great baby,” groaned Lugo, wearing a silly grin.
Kristy was too busy catching her breath to reply. She glanced at his big cock, which hung half way to his knees, hardly able to believe she’d had the entire thing stuffed into her pretty little mouth. She hoped the King would be suitably grateful.
CHAPTER FOUR (IN THE HANDS OF THE ENEMY) Captain Menza touched the head of his throbbing erection to the puckered hole between the sorceress’s creamy white buttocks.
“No!” she gasped weakly in protest. “Not there, please!”
The soldier grinned cruelly, his cock trembling in anticipation, he was harder than he had ever been.
“Where did the King go sorceress?” he demanded, pressing forward slightly with his hips and causing the tip of his cock to press firmly against the magic users asshole. God it looks tight in their, Menza thought to himself as he dug his fingertips into the firm flesh of Carmen’s buttocks.
“I told you, I don’t know!” groaned Carmen as she felt him push ever further forward, the head of his cock, opening her back passage slightly. “Even if I did know I wouldn’t tell an asshole like you!” she spat with sudden rebellion.
“You’re the one who should be worried about her asshole,” countered Menza. He shifted his grip on her hips and pushed further forward. The Captain let out a deep moan as his cock entered the sorceress’s wonderful tight ass. “And I’m going to enjoy it very much!”
Carmen cried out in pain as the Captain’s cock thrust deep into her ass.
**
After her run in with Lugo and his big cock, Kristy had hurried back to the laundry and gathered up the clothes she had stolen for Thomas. She then fled the castle and hurried home as fast as she could, she had much to tell the King.
When Kristy burst through the door and entered her home she was met with a rather surprising sight.
King Thomas sat in a comfortable chair taking a sip from a large mug of foaming ale. At his feet knelt Kristy’s stepmother Heather, who was busy sucking dutifully on the king’s cock, her head rapidly bobbing over the royals lap. Perhaps most surprising of all was Kristy’s father Jak, who was busy rushing around the kitchen in the fumbling attempt to cook dinner, seemingly unconcerned that his wife was on her knee’s giving Thomas a blowjob right in front of him.
“Kristy my dear,” Thomas greeted the stunned girl loudly. “Welcome home.” He reached for the top of Heather’s head, she had lifted her face up from Thomas’s lap to look in the direction of her stepdaughter. Thomas pulled her mouth back to his cock and gave a satisfied little moan as she took it back inside her mouth and resuming suckling on the erect organ.
“Hello everyone…” Kristy dubiously greeted the odd scene.
“Why don’t you kneel down here and help your mother out,” Thomas suggested to the buxom laundry maid, taking another sip from his ale.
Kristy looked down to where Heather’s head was rapidly moving over King Thomas’s cock and her jaw twinged in sympathy, still sore from being stretched around the massive girth of Lugo’s shaft. “I have news from the castle,” she announced, trying to avoid more cocksucking if she possibly could.
This seemed to get Thomas’s attention. “What have you learnt?” he asked eagerly. “Who was behind the attacks on me? Is it safe to return?”
“The guards search for you, your highness,” Kristy told him. “I overheard two of them speaking outside the laundry. Apparently the fact you are still alive is to be kept a secret, everyone thinks you are dead. But the guards were ordered by Captain Menza to have you found and brought back in chains.”
Thomas’s eyes widened at this. “In chains eh?” he growled, sitting up in his chair and slamming his mug of ale onto the table. “Menza you said?”
“Yes your highness,” Kristy replied meekly, her eyes downcast.
“Damn it!” yelled Thomas angrily, he reached down and grabbed a handful of Heather’s hair, yanking her mouth up off his cock. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” he growled, shoving the obedient woman aside as he stood up and started pacing. “If Menza is involved then so is Bairacali most likely. This is not good news!”
“Yes,” Kristy confirmed, “I heard mention of the General’s coronation.” She blushed slightly as her thoughts briefly went to her run in with the soldier Lugo.
Thomas started storming back and forth in the small kitchen swearing, his penis still poked from the front of his pants, the still erect organ bobbing as he walked. “With my armies against me it would not be wise to return to the castle. Bairacali will burn in hell for this!”
“The soldier’s also said that the war with the Amazon’s has started again,” Kristy said.
Thomas paused his pacing a moment as she said this. He frowned to himself and then resumed his angry stalking of the kitchen. “Very curious,” he murmured. “I wonder why the surrender fell to pieces. Perhaps that moron Bairacali fucked it up. But if my own armies have become my enemy and the Amazon’s are once again the enemy of Bairacali then perhaps I have a possible ally.”
“No!” gasped Jak from the side of the kitchen. He had stopped preparing dinner when Kristy had arrived home. “Surely you don’t intend to approach the Amazon’s!”
Thomas glared at the woodcutter. “I have little choice,” he snapped. “If I show my face at the castle I will be captured by Bairacali’s men, without an army at my back the situation is hopeless!” If he wasn’t the King it would almost look comical, the angry young man standing in the middle of the kitchen with his angry red cock poking out of his pants as he ranted and raved.
“But it’s too dangerous!” warned Jak. “The Amazon’s will surely kill you! You cannot run straight into the hands of the enemy.” If the King was killed then Jak and his family would never see their reward.
Thomas chuckled, “I am already in the hands of the enemy. In my very own city!” Jak chose not to reply as Thomas paced back and forth his mind racing. “Yes! I will form an alliance with the Amazon’s and then come back and crush Bairacali!” He turned to the worried looking woodcutter. “Tomorrow morning you will smuggle me out of town and I will journey to meet with the Amazon Queen. It will indeed be dangerous, but it is my only hope!”
“Yes, your highness,” Jak bowed his head in acquiescence, he sensed it would not be wise to argue with the King.
The King sat back down in his chair. “Heather, Kristy get over her and pleasure me while I plan my return to the throne!” he ordered, snapping his fingers at the two buxom women and pointing at his unsatisfied manhood.
**
“Anything in the cart?” asked the solider Lugo, who was on duty at the city gates the following day. His mind wasn’t exactly with him today, busy thinking about the wonderfully talented mouth of that laundry maid yesterday, and he was only performing his duty half-hearted.
“Just the crown jewels,” the woodcutter replied with a laugh.
Lugo chuckled at the man’s joke and waved him on through the gates without checking the back of his cart. The guard’s orders were to search everything that came through the gates, but he was too busy wondering if he would see young Kristy again.
“We’re through,” Jak hissed towards the back of the cart as he drove the horses along the road out of the city. The woodcutter had spent an uncomfortable night in his daughter’s small bed the previous night, while Thomas had shared the master bed with both Heather and Kristy. Jak would actually be rather glad to see the back of the King.
He drove the cart well outside the city to the edge of the northern-most forest before stopping and climbing down. “We’re here,” he whispered, pulling the cover off the back of the cart.
Thomas was lying on his back on a couple of sacks, wearing the richly embroidered robe that Kristy had brought back from the castle. Its gold leafed design and thick fabric were not exactly the most practical, but Thomas had refused Jak’s offer of traveling clothes. If I am to negotiate as King with the Amazons, then I must look the part, he had insisted.
“Excellent,” said Thomas, climbing off the cart. He picked up a small traveling sack that Heather had prepared for him, containing a blanket and enough food for the two day journey to the city of the Amazon’s.
“Keep safe your highness,” Jak said with a low bow.
Thomas smiled at the woodcutter. “Thank you for your hospitality Jak, without you and your family this horrible time would have been unbearable. I promise that when I return to the throne your generosity will be greatly rewarded.”
“I was merely doing my duty,” replied Jak, outwardly humble, but on in the inside he was rubbing his hands together with glee.
Thomas slapped him on the shoulder. “I must be off,” he said to the woodcutter. “You’re a lucky man Jak, that wife of yours has a very talented mouth.”
Jak smiled and blushed a little as the King departed. The woodcutter reached down and scratched his crotch, perhaps he should go home and remind himself of Heather’s talented mouth?
Thomas trudged into the forest, a small shiver running down his spine. Now that he was actually traveling alone towards the Amazon city his plan did not seem so great. For the first time ever King Thomas actually felt scared and unprotected. He cursed himself for not grabbing one of Jak’s axes to take along with him for protection. Still, with the impending war hopefully most of the bandits had fled the forests.
Thomas made good time, picking his way along the path through the forest until just before dusk. He made his camp in a small, grassy clearing, throwing his blanket on the ground and sitting down for a meal of bread and fruit that Heather had packed for him. As he munched on the rather plain food a gust of cold wind blew through the clearing sending a shiver through Thomas and he wished he had Heather’s curvy body to keep him warm tonight, or even Lady Valeria, he definitely missed the beautiful noblewoman’s willing mouth.
**
Lady Valeria had found herself experiencing another unpleasant case of déjà vu back in the castle. General Bairacali had summoned both her and Captain Menza to his quarters for a strategy meeting to discuss the revolt of the Amazon’s. Excited at the prospect of helping the two skilled warriors come up with a masterful stratagem, and finally having some real involvement in the kingdom, Valeria had rushed quickly to meet with the two soldiers.
Much to her dismay, she had no sooner arrived when Bairacali was unfastening his pants and offering his limp cock towards her reluctant mouth for some stimulation.
“It’ll help me think,” the General explained as Valeria unenthusiastically parted her lips and took his soft penis into her mouth, very aware of the lustful eyes of Captain Menza watching her submit to Bairacali. Little did she know the Captain had just emptied himself into Carmen the White’s lovely ass.
“That’s it, suck the King’s cock,” murmured Bairacali, stroking the top of Valeria’s head patronizingly as she started to slurp on his slowly growing cock. “Now where do we stand with the Amazon threat?” he asked, turning to his Captain.
“Unfortunately following King Thomas’s deal with the Amazon’s we withdrew much of our armies out of the lands of the Amazons,” Menza said to Bairacali. “The vast majority of the army is now back in the city, meaning that if the Amazon’s gather their armies before us then we will find ourselves on the defensive.”
Bairacali nodded at this, a small smile on his face showing that he was very much enjoying the blowjob Valeria was giving him. “Unfortunate,” he agreed, running his fingers through Valeria’s hair. The submissive noblewoman bobbed her head rapidly over the General’s lap as she felt him cock growing inside her mouth, quickly filling it. She hated being forced to suck cock in front of others, especially non-nobles such as the Captain.



“But we still have far superior numbers,” Menza assured him. “So whatever the Amazon’s throw at us will be without any true threat to the Kingdom.”
“Good, and I assume there is still no sign of the King?”
“No.”
“It is of no matter, once we crush the Amazon’s for a second time I will negotiate my own peace treaty with them,” Bairacali said with a smile, his cock now fully erect inside Valeria’s warm mouth. “And I will get the Amazon’s lovely Queen on her knee’s servicing me like a common whore just like Thomas did.”
Valeria fumed slightly at the whore remark, that was just how she felt at that moment.
**
Thomas awoke with a yelp as something sharp was pricked into the soft skin of his throat. His eye’s snapped open and he found himself looking straight at the tip of a longsword.
“Wha…?” he mumbled in surprise, his mind still slightly befuddled from sleep. It had been a very cold and lonely night, Thomas had struggled to get any sleep at all and now, just as he had dropped off he’d been disturbed.
“Aren’t you a little richly dressed to be alone in the woods?” said the deep voice of the man holding the sword.
Thomas blinked in the bright morning light and focused on the man standing threateningly above him. He was dressed in rough, well-worn armor and had a battle scarred face covered with a bushy brown beard. His eyes were a cold blue and the expression he wore was grim, giving Thomas the impression that the man would accept no nonsense.
“I..I’m the King, how dare you threaten me!”
The man raised one eyebrow. “The King huh? Where’s your army then King?” he spat on the ground beside Thomas. “I’m afraid that I’m going to have to relieve you of all your money King Nothing.”
Thomas paled, the man was a bandit. “I..I don’t have any money,” he stammered, a sinking feeling filling his gut.
“A likely story,” scoffed the bandit. “First you say you are a king, now you say you are a pauper.”
“Please,” begged Thomas, “I have nothing of value.”
“You expect me to believe that? Why the robe you wear alone, is worth more than my house. Now enough games, hand over your purse and I’ll be on my way,” demanded the bandit, pressing the tip of his sword to Thomas’s throat once again. The King gasped and tried to hunch away from the blade.
“Search my bag, I have nothing!” insisted Thomas.
The bandit gave a sigh of disgust. “Very well. But if I find even a copper penny then I’ll have your head,” he warned severely.
The bandit kept the tip of his longsword aimed towards the King as he squatted down beside Thomas’s sack of food. He picked it up with one hand and flipped it over, shaking the entire contents out on the ground. Thomas winced slightly as the bandit kicked amongst the small pile of food with his muddy boot.
“Well your royal highness,” said the bandit mockingly. “It would seem that at least one part of your story is true, you are indeed penniless.”
“Yes, yes!” Thomas nodded quickly, perhaps he might survive this after all.
“If that is the case then I would have wasted my time,” said the bandit, still not lowering the point of his sword. “And I hate wasting my time.”
“Please, let me go,” implored Thomas.
“I’ll have those rich clothes of yours boy,” ordered the bandit.
“But…I have nothing else to wear.”
“Not my problem kid,” growled the bandit with little patience.
Deciding that nudity was better than death, Thomas quickly undressed and threw the richly decorated robe at the bandit’s feet. He now wished that he had taken up Jak’s offer of traveling clothes. It was a cool morning and the King suppressed a shiver as his bare flesh was exposed to the elements.
The bandit scooped up the robe and tossed it over his shoulder, at last lowering his weapon. The bandit then grabbed Thomas’s sack and blanket before giving a fair imitation of a mock, courtly bow. “Good day your Royal Highness and thanks for the clothes.”
With that he was off, quickly disappearing into the trees. Thomas fought the urge to yell at the bandit that he would be back with an army, fearing the bandit might return. The naked King gave a sigh as he climbed to his feet. He grabbed one of the less muddy apples from the pile of spilled food and resumed his journey towards the Amazons.
“What a couple of days,” groaned Thomas. As he headed off, he had a long journey ahead.
**
Thomas trudged through the forest, stumbling on a tree-root and stubbing his bare toe painfully.
“Ah shit!” he swore, limping slightly in pain. His filthy feet were bruised and battered, a number of cuts on his bare soles.
“How the fuck did all this happen!” he swore again, shivering slightly. The afternoon was definitely getting colder, and the fact he was walking completely naked through the forest certainly didn’t help things.
It had not always been like this, Thomas contemplated to himself as he hiked onwards, yelping as his bare thigh brushed past a sharp bramble, drawing a thin line of blood. Once, not so long ago, Thomas would never have imagined himself in such a position. Thomas had been King. No, he corrected himself. He was still King.
**
Tired, cold, hurt and exposed, Thomas made his way through the forest as darkness began to descend. He knew he had to make it to the Amazon’s tonight, without clothes or shelter he had no hope of surviving the night. He stumbled along in a daze, hardly aware of his surroundings.
Suddenly there was a crash and several spear tips thrust out through the bushes on both sides of Thomas. He squealed in fright, expecting more bandits.
“Who goes there?” demanded a voice from the bushes, it was a female’s voice, an Amazon.
Thomas held his hands up, showing he was unarmed, not that he had anywhere to hide a weapon anyway. “I come in peace, I am the King of the lands of men and I come to see your Queen.”
From the bush the Amazon stood up, she was tall and powerfully built, dressed like all the other Amazon’s in a leather halter and skirt, although this Amazon was quite flat-chested and barely needed the halter top to contain her small breasts. “You are the King?” she said with a laugh, eyeing up the naked man before her. Her eyes flicked down to Thomas’s crotch and her grin widened.
Thomas glanced down to where she was looking and saw that his penis was limp and tiny, shrunken to about an inch in length. “Hey! It’s cold out here!” he protested.
The other Amazon warrior’s emerged from the bushes, all their spears leveled at the naked man.
“You are not the King, we will kill you,” the lead Amazon said.
“Wait!” said one of the Amazon’s from behind Thomas. “I know this man.”
Thomas turned and was somewhat surprised to see that he recognized the Amazon as well. She was the striking negotiator that had come to the castle to arrange the peace treaty, Thomas had bent her over his desk and given her a sound fucking.
“The man speaks the truth, he is the King,” the negotiator told the others, Thomas detected a hint of animosity in her voice, she was apparently not happy to see him.
“Take him to the Queen,” ordered the flat-chested leader of the Amazon hunting party.
Two of the Amazon stepped forward and grabbed Thomas, dragging him through the forest as the flat-chested Amazon led the way back towards their city. The Amazon city looked more like a village to Thomas as he was hauled along between the two towering women. The Amazon’s lived in a mixed collection of huts and tents, and Thomas was taken towards the center of the city where he was taken into the largest of the huts, which appeared to belong to the Queen of the Amazons.
He was ushered inside and forced to kneel before a large chair on a raised dais at the rear of the hut. Seated on the chair, her long, sleek legs crossed, was the Queen of the Amazons. She was even more beautiful than Thomas had remembered, the golden hair that framed her finely featured face seemed to shine in the dim torchlight and her piercing icy blue eyes seemed to cut right into Thomas’s soul. The Queen wore the same brown leather halter and skirt that the rest of her tribe wore.
“It would seem the tables are turned somewhat,” the Queen remarked, smiling slightly as she gazed down at the man kneeling naked in front of her.
Thomas did his best to swallow his pride, knowing that she spoke the truth and that this time the boot was on the other foot so to speak. “It would seem we have a common enemy Queen.”
She raised one eyebrow at this, “Oh?”
Deciding that honesty was the best policy at this point, Thomas went on to explain about the attempt on his life and the ensuing journey he made here to the Amazon city. “So you see,” he said at last. “It would seem that I need you as much as you need me.”
“We need you?” the Queen scoffed. “Unlikely a weak, naked boy would be of much use to me. What could you possibly offer me. From what you say it is this General that holds all the power of the men.”
“I understand the peace treaty is no more?” said Thomas, praying that Kristy had been right in what she’d overheard.
The Queen glared blackly at the Amazon negotiator who currently stood at the back of the meeting hall behind Thomas. “Yes, that is true.”
“Your armies still stand no chance against Bairacali,” said Thomas, he saw the Queen start to protest the fact but held up his hand. “I know you are proud Queen, but history will repeat itself without my help. I can help you kill Bairacali.”
The Queen laughed, “How will one sword aid my armies?”
“Not my sword Queen. I know how to get into the castle undetected. All I need is a small force of your warriors, whilst you lay siege to the city and distract Bairacali, I will enter through the secret entrances into the castle and kill Bairacali,” Thomas said passionately, his eyes afire with revenge.
The Queen considered this a moment, she uncrossed and crossed her legs, briefly giving Thomas an unconscious flash of her bare pussy. “Hmm, what you say has merit. But once Bairacali is defeated you will be back in power.”
“We will renegotiate the peace treaty, with more favorable terms for your people,” said Thomas.
“With your army at your back you will once again deal unfairly,” accused the Queen.
“Then we will negotiate now,” offered Thomas.
The Queen smiled at this. “You will give us back all of our lands, return our gold and their will be no slaves changing hands, especially not any of my warriors.”
Thomas’s jaw stiffened slightly. “You can have half of your lands back and half of your gold. And we will take the male slaves.”
“I could have you killed right now,” the Queen murmured threateningly.
Thomas sighed, the tables had indeed turned. “Very well,” he reluctantly agreed.
The Queen smiled broadly, her beautiful face lighting up. “Excellent!” she uncrossed her long legs and swung one over the arm of her chair. Thomas’s eyes widened slightly as he was afforded a great view of her naked pussy. “Now we will seal the deal,” said the Queen.
“Excuse me?” Thomas murmured in surprise, tearing his gaze out from under her skirt.
“You will eat my pussy and we will seal the deal in the same manner our last agreement was settled,” the beautiful Amazon licked her lips and smiled down wicked at the naked King of the men.
Thomas almost laughed aloud at the irony of the situation as he crawled forward towards the feet of the Amazon Queen. I suppose I brought this on myself, he decided as he reached her chair and looked up between the Queen’s spectacular thighs. Her pussy was slightly moist and glistened in the torchlight, perhaps this would not be so bad, Thomas decided and he placed a hand on each of the Queen’s knees and leant in towards her.
The Queen gave a deep moan of satisfaction as King Thomas buried his face between her parted thighs. Revenge was so sweet. She groaned and reached down, running her fingers through Thomas’s hair as his tongue snaked out and slide up the length of her slit. Thomas mumbled slightly into her snatch, his tongue flicking back and forth over the moist lips of her pussy and upward to toy with her clit.
She didn’t taste too bad Thomas decided as he sucked the bud of the Queen’s clit into his mouth and ground his chain against her pussy at the same time, his stubble tickling her and extracting a deep throaty groan from her. Thomas’s tongue flicked at the Queen’s clit repeatedly till she undulating on her throne, then he slid lower, once again licking the length of her slit before finally pushing his tongue right up into her pussy as deep as it could reach.
“Oh yes!” gasped the Queen aloud, reaching down to grab Thomas’s head and pull him harder into her crotch, grinding herself into his face. Thomas struggled a little to breath, his whole face smothered between the Queen’s creamy thighs. At least when he face fucked a girl she could breath through her nose Thomas though to himself as he struggled with the face full of Amazon pussy.
Deciding the best approach was to get her off as quickly as possible, Thomas began to rapidly stab his tongue in and out of the Queen’s cunt, rubbing his nose back and forth over her clit at the same time. The Queen groaned loudly, pulling at Thomas’s hair as she rode his face, the other Amazon’s in the hut were a little surprised that a mere man could cause such a reaction, normally they were only used for procreation, not pleasure. However it was not so much Thomas’s oral skills that had the Queen turned on, in truth most of the Amazon’s were better. It was the feeling of power to have such a powerful royal on his knee’s servicing her that turned her on, the exact feeling that Thomas had experienced when the Queen had come to his court to seal their original treaty.
With a sudden scream the Amazon Queen came, her whole body thrashing on her throne as she yanked Thomas’s face into her crotch. Thomas held onto her legs and just did his best to ride her orgasm out. She last for a full minute, tugging and pulling on his head as he struggled to breathe. When she finally finished cumming, Thomas pulled his head up from between her thighs, gasping for air. His face was sticky with her cum and he could still taste her on his tongue.
“It seems we have a deal,” murmured the Queen, panting slightly from the exertion.
CHAPTER FIVE(WAR!) King Thomas was taken to one of the huts not too far from the Queen’s by the Amazon Negotiator.
“You can sleep in here,” the beautiful negotiator told him, “The armies will march tomorrow at dawn, make sure you are ready.”
Thomas grabbed a blanket from the bed and wiped his sticky face. “Are you going to stay to keep my bed warm?” he asked the Amazon with a sly grin.
The negotiator noted with some disgust that the naked King’s penis was beginning to rise. “You’ve got to be kidding?”
“Your Queen’s lovely thighs got me somewhat excited,” murmured Thomas, walking forward towards the Amazon, taking his cock in his hand and stroking it’s growing length.
The Amazon looked down at the King’s cock with revulsion, remembering very clearly the way she had been forced over his desk and fucked with that thing. “You have no power naked King,” she said with a scowl.
Keeping one hand on his cock, Thomas reached up and stroked the negotiator’s soft cheek, “Surely you don’t believe that my dear,” he said softly. “Without my help your armies stand no chance against the Bairacali. I am certain that your Queen would not be happy to learn that the new lucrative peace treaty she had just arranged was ruined due to the lack of generosity from a certain negotiator.”
The Amazon paled slightly at this, remembering the rage of her Queen when she had learned that the original deal was off and the war had resumed. “I…” stammered the negotiator, not sure how to reply, her original boldness completely gone.
Thomas traced his hand down from her cheek and stoked his fingertips over the considerable swells that filled the Amazon’s leather halter-top. “It is only fair,” he told her, cupping a full breast in one hand. “After all, it was your Queen that got me in such an aroused state, you are obliged to satisfy me.” Thomas lifted his other hand to her breasts, taking one in each hand and squeezing them firmly through her top, kneading the lovely round melons.
“I will let you take your pleasure,” the Amazon said at last. “But I will take no pleasure in it.”
Thomas smiled, he pushed her halter up over her big tits, letting them pop free. “I do not care about your pleasure,” he said, seizing the large orbs of flesh and squeezing them excitedly, her top bunched up around her neck.
The King pushed the Amazon negotiator backwards onto the bed and fell on top of her, immediately burying her face between the luscious spheres of her big tits. He gave a mumbled groan of lust, his tongue sliding hungrily up the length of her deep cleavage, enjoying the way the swelling flesh pressed warmly against his face. Thomas’s tongue traced a circle around the warrior woman’s right nipple, before sucking the bud eagerly into his mouth. He much preferred feasting on breasts than pussy Thomas decided as he slurped noisily, at the same time grinding his hard cock against the Amazon’s soft thigh.
He drew back, leaving the negotiator’s breasts glistening with his saliva and his own face flushed with arousal. Thomas once again took hold of his cock, now hard as a rock, he gave it a couple of rapid tugs and then lined the head up with the Amazon’s tight vagina, pushing up beneath her short leather skirt. “I remember this,” he breathed, giving a low grunt as he slowly pushed himself upward into his reluctant bedmate. “Oh yesss!” he gasped, his hard cock smoothly enveloped in her warmth.
The Amazon gasped as the man-king started to stroke against her, the familiar feel of his thick cock filling her cunt. Thomas pumped hard, fast and deep, his hips slapping between her thighs with each thrust.
“This is just what I needed after a long journey and a humiliating visit with your Queen,” groaned Thomas, fucking the Amazon negotiator fiercely. His butt pumping rapidly between her legs, Thomas leant down and captured her left nipple between his teeth, biting down and causing her to gasp in surprise.
King Thomas withdrew from the negotiators cunt, she gasped at his sudden exit as he moved further up her body, his cock leaving a glistening trail of precum up across her flat stomach. Thomas reached her chest, straddling her as he dropped his hard cock between her big tits. The King took a big breast in each hand, giving them a quick fondling before pressing the large, soft pillows together around his cock, forming a tight sheath to fuck.
“This is great!” he moaned enthusiastically as he started to fuck the busty Amazon’s tits, his cock sliding back and forth between the fleshy mounds. Thomas pressed the orbs tightly against the sides of his cock, slamming himself as hard and fast into her chest as he had her pussy. Each time he thrust forward the head of his cock shot up through the top of the Amazon’s cleavage. “Your tits feel superb around my cock!” groaned Thomas as he titty-fucked her vigorously, her breasts jiggling wildly with each thrust of his cock.
As he pumped at her tits, Thomas continued to squeeze and knead the large orbs that filled his hands, sinking his fingers deep into the firm, resilient flesh. Thomas shuffled up a little further so he was directly astride her chest and started to fuck her tits with long strokes of his cock. On the up-stroke the head of his cock jutted up under the negotiator’s chin. “You should negotiate like this all the time,” he moaned as he thrust himself between her immense tits. “You’d have got a much better deal from Bairacali like this I’m sure,” he added with a laugh.
Thomas stopped his thrusts once again, his balls by now really churning. He moved further up the prone Amazon’s body, straddling her face. The Amazon’s eyes went slightly wide as the shiny head of his cock touched her lips and she realized what he intended.



She turned her head away in disgust as Thomas thrust down with his cock, it deflected along the side of her cheek. “No!” she cried in horror. “That’s disgusting, I won’t take a man in my mouth!”
“Your Queen did it, now don’t be such a bitch,” groaned Thomas in frustration, he was very close to cumming and eager to finish in her succulent mouth.
Her face screwed up in aversion, the negotiator turned back to face Thomas, her lips slightly parted. King Thomas needed no more invitation, he plunged his cock downwards into the lovely Amazon’s mouth, her lips forced wide as the King’s cock was shoved between them. Thomas gave a satisfied moan as his cock pushed down into her mouth. It may have been the first cock to ever enter the negotiator’s mouth, but Thomas had no patience for a slow introduction to cocksucking. He forced his cock deep down into her hot mouth, fucking her face with wild abandon.
“Oh yeah, that’s it bitch!” grunted Thomas, practically sitting on her face as he repeated drove his cock deep into her mouth and throat. The Amazon negotiator gagged slightly and struggled to keep up with the King’s lustful insistence and she was too busy trying to catch her breath between thrusts to worry about the taste of his male member.
Thomas was panting and grunting as he fucked the Amazon’s face, his balls slapping into her chin with each thrust as he used her mouth just as he had her cunt and tits. Each time he shoved his cock down deep into her mouth, her nose was pressed into the kinky thatch of his pubic hairs and she wrinkled it in disgust. “Oh fuck!” grunted Thomas, thoroughly enjoying the feel of her mouth on his cock.
He reached down and grabbed handfuls of her soft hair, pulling her head up into his groin as he suddenly groaned and exploded. Thomas’s body stiffened as he flooded the negotiator’s mouth, clutching her face into his crotch as she struggled to swallow his load. Thomas spent himself as he straddled her pretty face, pumping his seed into her mouth.
“That’s what I call using your mouth to negotiate,” Thomas said with a groan as his depleted cock slipped out from between the Amazon’s full red lips and he patted her gently on the top of the head.
**
Two days later Bairacali knelt on the former King’s bed, in front of him on her hands and knee’s was the beautiful Lady Valeria, receiving the General’s cock in swift doggy style thrusts.
“I remember the first time we were together,” said Bairacali, panting slightly as he grasped Valeria’s shapely hips and pounded against her ass, the firm cheeks jiggling only slightly as his fleshy hips slapped against her. “After feeling your mouth in this very room I thought I was going to kill Thomas then and there when he stopped.”
“You were a tad frustrated,” Valeria grunted with a smile as the unpleasant General pounded at her pussy, her heavy tits swinging beneath her as she was shunted forward on each hard thrust from Bairacali’s cock. Even though the memory was rather ugly she took some pleasure in remembering the General’s aggravation at being teased by her mouth and then denied her.
“Then when I took you back to my chambers and had your ass and sweet pussy for the first time,” Bairacali whispered the memory, the expression on Valeria’s face darkened somewhat. Her gratification had only lasted briefly.
There was an abrupt knock on the door that disturbed their trip down memory lane.
“Come in,” called out Bairacali, continuing to pump against the naked noblewoman before him. For Valeria, getting fucked in front of pages had become a way of life it seemed.
The pageboy hurried entered, casting Valeria only a precursory ogle. “A scout has arrived at the castle, Captain Menza said I was to bring him to you immediately,” the pageboy declared.
Bairacali nodded, “Very well, send him in.”
Valeria tightened her grip on the bed sheets as Bairacali slapped her ass with a sharp stinging strike. He fucked her rapidly, hard and deep until the scout entered, when he slowed his thrusts, but did not once leave her warm pussy.
“Thank you for seeing me General,” said the scout, dropping to one knee. He was breathless as though he had been running all day, his face was haggard with dark circles under the eyes and his clothing was filthy.
“Rise,” said Bairacali, doing a slow, deliberate thrust within Valeria as he spoke. “You rode through the night?” he asked, noting the man’s exhausted appearance.
“Three days without rest,” said the scout.
“A brave effort,” commended Bairacali, “what’s your name soldier?”
“Corporal Wilks,” the gaunt faced scout replied.
“We appreciate your efforts, what news do you bring Corporal?” asked Bairacali, resuming his thrusts into Lady Valeria.
“I come from the Amazon lands,” Wilks explained. “Their armies are marching on us as we speak. I had to ride through the night to beat them here,” he said breathlessly.
“Damn it!” growled Bairacali angrily, he gave a particularly hard shove into Valeria’s tight cunt, grunting as he swore. “I am not even King yet and they attack,” he fucked Valeria hard in line with his irritation. “When will they reach us.”
“Tomorrow morning,” said the scout, his gaze darting to Valeria for the first time since he had entered the room. The naked noble’s beauty was spoken about throughout the armies and he would have quite a story to tell when he finally got some rest. If he wasn’t so weary he could perhaps appreciate her beauty more.
“Fuck!” snarled Bairacali. “We have crushed their army before, we will do so again. They will be ground out of existence against the castle walls!”
“Yes General!” agreed the scout passionately.
“Captain Menza has been informed?” Bairacali asked.
“Yes,” confirmed Wilks.
“Excellent. You have done well Corporal, you should be commended,” said Bairacali looking with pride at his solder while remaining still, buried inside Valeria. “In fact you should be rewarded, you may use her mouth.”
Wilk’s blinked in surprise, experiencing the same kind of astonishment that the General had when he had been given the same offer from King Thomas. Bairacali had thoroughly enjoyed the incident and thought it would be nice to pass on the favor.
“What?” asked Wilks, not really sure what the General meant, surely he didn’t mean…
“Use her mouth, have her suck your cock, you’ve had a hard ride and deserve a little pleasure,” said Bairacali.
“No!” protested Valeria from beneath Bairacali. This was worse than what Thomas had put her through. At least when she had sucked Bairacali he had been a General and a war hero. This was a mere peasant, a Corporal who’d had a hard nights ride. This was beneath her!
“Shut up and put out,” growled Bairacali, slapping her ass hard.
Valeria started at the blow, her body stiffening in surprise, how could he do this to her. Corporal Wilks just stared at the naked beauty, gazed at her full red lips, slightly moistened by her tongue, and beneath her heavy breasts jiggling as the General struck her bare flesh.
“Go on,” the General urged the scout.
Wilks swallowed and stepped closer to the edge of the bed, in her kneeling position Valeria’s face was at a perfect crotch height. He moved forward so that he stood directly in front of the pretty noble as the General fucked her vigorously from behind.
“Go on,” repeated Bairacali.
Corporal Wilks looked down at Valeria, she did not protest but he could see a challenging look in her eyes as if daring him to do it. Wilks paused a moment longer, the look her in eye suggested that Valeria would bite his dick off if he put it anywhere in the vicinity of her mouth, but her deep red lips looked oh so full and inviting. It would be heaven to feel that pretty mouth wrapped around his cock.
In an almost desperate rush, Wilks hurriedly yanked down his pants, pulling out his cock, grubby and sweaty from the many days on horseback without rest. He pushed the smelly organ into Valeria’s face, his breathing rapid in eager anticipation.
Valeria screwed up her face as the sweaty stench hit her nostrils, but the rough thrusts from General Bairacali reminded her that she could not refuse the scout.
Wilks had a delirious grin on his face as Lady Valeria parted her lips and took his hard cock into her mouth. “Ohhh yeahhh!” he groaned deep and long as Valeria started to suck on his tired member, her hot mouth filling delightfully with her wet saliva and bathing him in delightful sensations. Valeria felt her mouth stretching slightly as the soldier’s cock rapidly grew to full stiffness.
The haggard scout looked down with absolute joy at the sight of his erect penis buried in the mouth of the beautiful, haughty noblewoman. As Bairacali fucked her from behind she was pushed forward on his cock. He let out a groan of pleasure as he felt his cock slide along her tongue and lodge into the back of her mouth, her lips close to the base of his cock so that she was practically deep throating him.
“You can fuck her face if you want,” Bairacali urged the scout.
Corporal Wilks looked up at the General his eyes showing his amazement at the whole scenario that was unfolding. In an almost dreamlike state he reached down and took Lady Valeria’s head in both his hands, holding her steady as he started to rock his hips, sliding his cock slowly in and out between the tight oval of her warm lips.
“Faster!” said Bairacali, directing Wilks in the use of Valeria’s mouth. He sped up the strokes of his own cock in her pussy as he spoke.
Wilks gave a lustful whimper and tightened his grip on Valeria’s head, his hips starting to thrust faster, and his cock now truly fucking her pretty mouth. Valeria gagged slightly as his cock invaded her throat, but accommodated his plunging penis without further complaint. “Oh yeah, suck that cock!” he grunted, slamming into her mouth, his balls slapping into her chin with each thrust and her nose buried in the sweaty matt of his pubic hair. This was almost too good to be true.
With a loud grunt of pleasure the scout came, his thrusting penis shooting across Valeria’s tongue and quickly filling her mouth. With a groan he pulled out of her, grabbing the base of his spurting cock and aiming the tip straight at Valeria’s face. The noblewoman’s eyes widened in surprise as another rope of cum burst out, splashing into her face and coating her in his sticky seed. Wilks moaned as he stroked his cock, milking the last of his cum out.
Behind, Bairacali has paused his fucking to watch Wilks administer the facial to the beautiful woman.
“Oh that was good!” moaned Wilks softly as he squeezed his shaft, wringing out the cum.
Valeria had a wild-eyed look, her face dripping cum as Bairacali resumed fucking her.
**
The assault came early the following morning, just as Corporal Wilks had predicted. General Bairacali himself stood on the city walls, Captain Menza by his side as they prepared to defend their city against the attacking Amazons.
The Amazon warriors, led by their beautiful blonde Queen, massed at the edge of the forest that surrounded the city, very near to the very spot King Thomas had been dropped off by the woodcutter Jak Woodcock.
With a wild war cry the Amazon horde charged the city. As the Amazon’s drew into range of the city walls they unleashed their spears, hurling them with deadly force and accuracy towards the armored defenders on the wall. Bairacali had expected the Amazon’s to crash ineffectually against the walls, and the sudden ranged onslaught caught the defends by surprise.
A spear impaled a soldier not two men away from Menza, the man giving a blood-curdling cry of pain as he tumbled forward over the edge of the wall. All along the length of the wall others were meeting their doom.
Bairacali swore at himself, cursing his complacency as the rank of Amazon’s dashed back to the edge of the forest and a second wave of spear throwers charged towards the gates. “Archers!” ordered Bairacali as the Amazon’s charged towards the walls. The soldiers on the wall stepped back as the archers took their places on the front rank. “Fire at will!” shouted Bairacali.
The archers unleashed their arrows as soon as the Amazon’s were in range, gravity and the more powerful weapons were on the side of the men, the longer ranged weapons taking out a full third of the spear throwers before they reached the walls to hurl their spears. As the Amazon’s scurried back towards the safety of the forest and second hail of arrows took out another mass of the warrior women.
“They are done,” snorted Bairacali. “They are not suited to siege warfare and have no way of breaking through our defenses,” he added, having seen how ineffectual their attacks were. The General then turned to Menza. “I will leave you in charge of the cities defenses Captain Menza. There is a sweet asshole awaiting my return.”
“Yes sir, I will grind them to dust,” he said, saluting his commander. At the mention of Lady Valeria’s ass, Menza couldn’t help but be reminded how tight Carmen the White’s rear passage had been. He gazed at the retreating figure of Bairacali with a little jealousy. Despite the limited numbers of the Amazons, he still had a full day of warfare ahead of him before he would be getting any pussy.
“Ready the catapults,” he ordered one of his men as he returned his attention to the battlefield.
**
As the battle began on the fields outside the city, far beneath the battlefield, unknown to the defending General and his armies, came the true threat to the security of the castle.
King Thomas, along with ten of the bravest of the Amazon warriors, including the large breasted negotiator and the flat chested Amazon that had captured Thomas in the forest, rapidly made their was through the secret underground tunnels that led directly into the heart of the castle.
Thomas was finally dressed, in a rough cloth robe that the Amazon’s clothed their male slaves in. Not exactly up to his usual standards, but better than wearing nothing. “It’s good to be back,” he whispered under his breath as they reached the familiar tunnels, close to the castle itself. “We are within the city walls,” he said aloud to the Amazon’s that traveled with him. “Not long now.”
The lovely Amazon negotiator glanced suspiciously at the ceiling above, as if she feared it would collapse at any moment. “I for one will be glad to be out of these accursed tunnels,” she said.
“And hopefully impaling a man on my spear,” added the flat chested Amazon hunter, leader of the ten that had come with Thomas. She had been very reluctant to accompany him, hating the thought that her fellow warriors would be fighting and dying with honor above as she skulked cowardly into the castle through the secret passages. In the end the Queen was forced to outright command her to go with Thomas.
“Remain silent from here,” hissed Thomas as they reached a flight of stairs that led upwards into the darkness. Thomas tightened his grip on the borrowed axe he carried as he led the ten warrior women up the stairs towards the castle. The entrance would lead out into the castle dungeons. With the attention of defending the city walls, no doubt the resistance would be minor, but still Thomas was assured to be walking into a fight.
They reached a trapdoor at the top of the stairs, Thomas paused a moment, straining his ears to pick up any noise beyond, but all was silent.
He took a deep breath and then burst up through the trapdoor, leading the ten Amazon’s through into the castle. The time of his revenge was getting closer.
A guard seemed to come from nowhere, swinging a short handled pole arm in a wide arc towards Thomas’s head. The King, ducked, dropping to the ground. Before the guard could recover from his swung and attack again, the flat chested Amazon had moved past Thomas and ran the guard through with her spear.
“Keep on your feet man,” she told him, tugging him upright. Thomas nodded, his heart racing as he led the Amazon’s onwards through the lines of jail cells towards the exit of the dungeon. A couple more guards got in their path, but the skilled Amazon warriors quickly dealt with them.
“Your highness!” cried out a voice as Thomas neared the exit to the dungeons. He spun around in surprise and saw Carmen the White locked in a cell, her normally snowy hair gray with dirt and her white robe torn and stained.
“Sorceress?” Thomas murmured in surprise as he stepped up to the cell door.
“Bairacali and Menza had taken over the castle!” Carmen hissed in warning. “They have kept me locked up in here. We must flee!” The magician then saw the ten warrior women that stood behind Thomas. “Who are they?”
“They’re with me,” said Thomas with a grin and he bent and retrieved a set of cell keys from one of the slain guards. He unlocked the cell door and released Carmen. “We’ve come for Bairacali’s head.”
Carmen smiled at that, “I will help,” she said with a determined nod.
Thomas bowed his head slightly and took Carmen’s hand, leading her out of the jail cell. With the Amazon’s at their back they hurried through the castle passageways, killing any guards they came across as they made their way towards the throne room.
**
General Bairacali was in the King’s office, his consort Lady Valeria bent over the desk, her richly embroided dress bunched up around her hips as Bairacali ass-fucked her from behind, his cock buried in her tight rear passage.
“You will make me a great Queen,” gasped Bairacali as he hunched against her backside, slamming his cock deep into her.
“Just like old times!” called out a voice from the doorway. Bairacali looked up his surprise, his eyes suddenly going wide as he stared into the angry face of young King Thomas.
“What are you doing here?” demanded Bairacali, immediately stopping fucking Valeria although his cock remained wedged in her tight ass. The General noted that Carmen the White and a small squad of Amazon warriors stood behind the King.
Thomas ignored the question, “So, are you going to share?” he asked, glancing down at the bent over form of Lady Valeria.
Bairacali gave a growl of anger and pulled back out of Valeria, the noblewoman letting out a sharp gasp as his cock popped free of her. The General cursed himself as he saw that his sword lay on the chair on the opposite side of the desk, the side closest to Thomas.
“Welcome back, your highness,” Bairacali said, suddenly his voice softening. “We feared you were dead…”
“Save it!” snapped Thomas, cutting him off. “I know of your treachery.”
Bairacali’s face contorted into a scowl, his eyes flicking from Thomas’s face to where his sword lay. “You were a lousy ruler,” spat Bairacali, “your father would have been ashamed!” With that he dived across the table, making a desperate grab for his weapon. Thomas saw the movement and rushed forward to intercept him.
At the same moment there was a scream from behind as one of the Amazon’s were cut down, the flat chested leader spun to see Captain Menza and a squad of nine guardsmen attacking from the rear.
Carmen the White muttered a unintelligible string of words under her breath and suddenly a blade of white flame danced from her hand. “Menza is mine,” she shouted to the other Amazon’s as they engaged the guardsmen in battle.
Thomas reached the chair where Bairacali’s sheathed sword lay moments before the General. With a desperate lash of his boot he kicked the chair skidding across the room and the sword flying, then made a desperate swing of his axe towards the General’s head. Thomas found himself with no backup from the Amazon’s facing a skilled military soldier in single combat, not exactly what he had planned when he’d first suggested this to the Amazon Queen.
Bairacali captured Thomas’s wrists in both hands, immediately halted the arc of his axe. Thomas yelped as he tried with all his might to pull free, but Bairacali held his fast. Wrestling with the raised axe the two men tumbled to the door, the axe flying across the floor the same way the General’s sword went.



“Arrgh!” cried out Bairacali as Thomas’s bit down hard on his forearm, his teeth drawing blood. “I’m gonna tear you in two!” he bulky General growled, wrapping Thomas up in a bone crunching bear hug.
Thomas cried out in pain, squealing as he felt the very life being squeezed out of him, this was not how he wanted to go. Thomas beat down on the back of Bairacali’s head and shoulders with his fists, but the stubborn soldier ignored the pathetic blows, squeezing tighter and tighter with his powerful arms. Thomas felt his breath give way and he started to see stars.
All of a sudden the pressure let up. Thomas gasped for air, his ribs aching. He was about to retaliate against the General when sudden the sharp edge of his axe was pressed against his throat. Thomas blinked to clear his vision and looked up to see not the General, but Lady Valeria holding the axe against his throat. In her other hand she had the tip of Bairacali’s sword pointed at this throat, holding both men at bay.
**
Outside the office the battle between the guards and the Amazon’s was raging fiercely.
Carmen’s fiery white blade crashed against Menza’s cold steel sword with a loud crash of sparks, sending the Captain retreating through a defensive series of blocks. Carmen would normally have blown him to pieces with a fireball as she had the Jubanti assassin, but after her days of captivity she was in a very weakened state.
Menza attacked with a roar, executing a series of viciously performed strikes of his sword, Carmen backed off, parrying desperately. Being a skilled soldier he was far more skilled with the blade than the sorceress, her only advantage lay in the power of her white flamed weapon. Each time Menza’s blade clashed against hers a shock of icy cold traveled through his blade and up his arm, weakening him.
“Die bitch!” growled Menza, swinging his sword in a ferocious upward stroke towards Carmen’s left leg. The white flamed sword came down to parry and the blades clashed together with a crash of flaming sparks. Menza suddenly flicked his wrist, turning his blade against the hilt of Carmen’s sword and disarming her, sending the magical weapon flying. At the same time he kicked out with his foot, booting the back of Carmen’s right ankle, sending her tumbling forward to her knees.
His victory in front of him, Menza lifted his sword high for the killing blow as the sorceress knelt defenseless at his feet. “Any last words?” he asked her with a laugh.
“Yeah,” spat Carmen defiantly. “Rape this!” Suddenly a second, smaller blade of white flame appeared out of nowhere in her hand, as she jabbed her fist upwards. Menza’s eyes went wide in surprise as Carmen rammed the new blade up into the Captain’s groin, burying it to the hilt.
**
“Thank you Lady Valeria,” said Bairacali with relief as she pressed the axe against Thomas’s exposed throat.
As the General made to stand up, Valeria pressed the sword harder against his throat. “Not so fast!” she said menacingly. “I haven’t decided who I’ll going to kill. I don’t much like either of you lecherous assholes.”
“Now wait just a moment,” pleaded Bairacali, his previously arrogant expression suddenly turning worried. “We had a deal.”
“That was up until you let that Corporal use me,” snapped Valeria angrily.
“I’ll double whatever he’s paying you,” Thomas quickly said, seeing a chance for his triumph.
“He’s not paying me,” Valeria said, her face hard.
“I promise I’ll never fuck you again,” begged Bairacali, seeing now that Valeria was very serious about killing him. “I’ll keep my hands to myself and they’ll stay out of your pants I swear!”
Valeria gave a slightly nod and turned her attention to Thomas.
He didn’t reply at first, but then realized that the noblewoman expected a counter-offer from him. “I um…” he stammered a moment. “I can’t say I won’t fuck you,” he admitted honestly, “because you’re far to sexy for me to resist. But I’ll promise to stop using you in front of the court and sharing you without your permission.”
Bairacali smiled, the King it appeared was living up to his reputation and even in this moment of prospective doom he was thinking with his dick instead of his head. He began to stand up when suddenly the tip of the sword in Valeria’s hand stabbed through his upper chest, impaling him.
The General stared down at his skewered body in disbelief as blood welled up in the wound. “W..why?” he gasped, he felt the blood filling his pierced lungs and gurgled some out of his mouth.
Valeria looked down at the ugly in disgust. “I’ve seen the way you look at me, and felt the lust in you when you use me,” she said darkly. “There’s no way you would have been able to keep your cock in your pants. At least King Thomas was honest and made a promise he can keep.”
Bairacali’s eyes rolled back and he slumped backwards, dead.
“Plus I like a good fucking every now and again,” she added, turning to give the true King a smile.
“Well then my dear,” Thomas said, rising to his feet and offering the noblewoman his arm. “Let’s go celebrate.”
As they stepped out of the room, arm in arm they were met with the sight of Carmen the White using her magic to disarm the last of the guardsmen. The war was over and Thomas was back on the throne. Long live the King!
EPILOGUE(YE OLDE TRADITIONS) King Thomas gave a satisfied grunt as he slid his cock up into Lady Valeria’s tight ass. “Ahh!” he groaned. “I’ve missed this ass.”
Valeria gave a moan of her own as the King held her hips firmly and started to thrust against her, his hips slapping against her shapely posterior. Lady Valeria’s ass clutched firmly around his thick shaft as he fucked her, the lovely noblewoman on her hands and knee’s in front of him.
Suddenly there was a knock at the door.
“You don’t mind page seeing right?” Thomas asked with a little caution, remembering his promise to the beautiful noblewoman who had briefly held his life in her hands.
Valeria’s body stiffened slightly, she wasn’t too thrilled with the idea of anyone watching her getting fucked up the ass doggy style. “Just the page,” she agreed, still in a euphoric mood from the previous days battle and the death of Bairacali.
“Come in!” called out King Thomas.
“A peasant is here to see you, your highness,” said the page, swallowing with some trepidation at interrupting the King for a mere peasant. “Jak Woodcock, he said that he was expected?” the page said doubtfully.
“Jak!?” exclaimed Thomas, halting his thrusts into Valeria. “What a happy surprise, send him in.”
Thomas started to rut rapidly against Valeria. “I can’t wait for you to meet Jak,” Thomas said, breathing heavily. “He is the most noble man in the realm.”
Beneath him, Valeria was spluttering in disbelief. She couldn’t believe the King was so quickly breaking his word. As the woodcutter entered the King’s chambers Valeria shot the peasant a dark look.
“Jak!” greeted the King warmly, still pumping Lady Valeria from behind. “I’d like you meet Lady Valeria, one of my loyal councilors.”
Jak’s raised one eyebrow in mild surprise as he tipped his hat to the naked woman who was busy getting fucked by the King. He stepped a bit closer and held out his hand for her to shake.
Blushed in embarrassment and anger, Valeria awkwardly propped herself on one hand and reached out to take Jak’s hand. “Pleased to meet you,” she said through gritted teeth.
“Don’t be shy Valeria,” said Thomas, obviously in a great mood. “Greet the man properly. Jak and his family were of great service to me when I was at my lowest. He is a true hero amongst men.”
Valeria turned her head slightly, “What do you mean?”
Thomas chuckled, “Take his cock out and give him one of your famous blowjobs woman!” urged Thomas.
“No I most certainly will not!” she snapped immediately, feeling her anger rise up.
“Nonsense woman!” growled Thomas. “I owe this woodcutter a great deal and would be more than happy to return the grand hospitality he and his family showed me. What better thanks than for him to receive head from one of the pretty mouths in the realm.”
The King’s cock still buried to the hilt in her ass, Valeria reached out and unfastened the front of the woodcutter’s trousers. She let the pants fall to the floor and reached out to lift his cock in her soft hand. With a sigh of deep regret, she then leant forward and took the woodcutter’s rather grubby cock into her warm mouth.
“Oh wow!” squeaked Jak as his cock was bathed in pleasure.
“You’ll enjoy this,” said Thomas with a wink. “Your wife certainly gives good head, but Lady Valeria is out of this word.”
“Oh yeah!” groaned Jak in agreement, he was already holding Valeria by the ears and was eagerly fucking her face. “She certainly knows her way around a cock, that’s for sure!”
THE END
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“As you all should have learnt in this class, we live in a multicultural society,” droned Mr Bartholomew, the Downtown High social studies teacher, in his usual boring monotone. “For this weeks homework I want you to select one culture and spend some time immersed in the culture. I want a five hundred word essay on your findings by Monday.” There was a groan from the class, they’d been hoping to get away without any homework. A hand shot up at the back of the class. “Yes Danielle?”
“Can we pair up for this sir?” asked the blonde student. Danielle was the drop dead gorgeous captain of the school cheerleading squad. Every boy in the school desired Danielle and her best friend Devon, they were nicknamed the “Double D’s”. Partly for their names and partly for their remarkably perfect D sized racks. The two girls made every male in the school, both teacher and student alike, go weak at the knees and hard in the crotch. Danielle’s face was the perfectly sculptured face of an angel, fine featured with a flawless complexion, a face that a Hollywood Starlet would die for. Devon was equally beautiful, with the face of a she-devil that men would kill for, a living, breathing succubus put on the earth to tempt even the most strong-willed of men. Both girls had bodies that were every man’s ideal fantasy. Slim, toned figures, ultra long legs, tight, nicely rounded buttocks, curving hips to a slender waist and massive tits, who’s impressive size seemed to defy gravity.
Mr Batholomew sighed, every time he handed out homework Danielle would ask the question, and invariably the following Monday he would receive identical essay’s from both Danielle and her best friend Devon. “Very well,” he agreed, deciding it was not worth fighting it.
“Yippie!” squealed Devon in joy, tossing her long silky brown hair.
“Okay, that’s all,” said the social studies teacher. “I’ll see you all Monday.”
“What culture are we going to pick?” Devon asked Danielle as they headed for the door. Devon didn’t even notice Billy Myers staring at her perfect ass it swayed seductively in her short skirt. “Our gardener is from China I think,” she offered helpfully. “And I love Chinese food, especially the one with noodles.”
“No, I’ve got a much better idea,” said Danielle smugly as they headed down the hallway, drawing numerous leering male gazes at the slight jiggle of their ample bosoms and the movements of their long tanned legs. “The geeks.”
Devon frowned at that. “Ew, what about them?” she asked.
“We’ll study nerd culture,” explained Danielle. “I bet no one else will do that and we’re bound to get an A plus!”
Devon smiled, “That’s brilliant Danielle! Do you know any geeks that will help us though?”
“No,” Danielle admitted with a shrug that did mind boggling things with her massive jugs. “But they’re boys, when was the last time a boy said no to us?”
“True,” Devon said with a wicked grin. “Let’s find us some geeks!”
The two gorgeous cheerleaders made their way to the place they thought most likely to contain geeks, the school library. Sure enough, in one corner, amongst the boring science books that Devon and Danielle had never visited, sat David and Murray. They were both skinny, had thick rimmed black glasses, buckteeth and annoying laughs. Definite nerds and perfect subjects for the girls’ social studies assignment.
Danielle took a deep breath, causing her gigantic chest to swell out even further. “Let’s do this!”
With that both girl approached the two nerds who were in heated debate and did not even notice the approach of the two prettiest girls in school.
“The changes Jackson made were just sacrilege!” insisted Murray, his face passionate as he argued with his best friend David.
“No way!” protested the pimple faced David, equally zealous. “The book would never have translated to the big screen without making at least some changes!”
Danielle pointedly cleared her throat. The two nerds turned in surprise and both almost fainted at the sight of the two stunning girls standing in front of them.
“We need your help,” said Devon, after a moment as she realized the boys weren’t about to speak.
David swallowed, but still didn’t answer, his wide-eyed gaze draw involuntarily to Danielle’s swelling chest and low cut blouse. Murray nodded slightly but otherwise remained silent.
“We’re doing a social studies assignment and need to spend some time with you two,” Danielle tried to explain.
“With us?” Murray managed to gasp, why were the Double D’s even talking to them?
“Yes!” Devon confirmed cheerfully. “We need to find out what you guys do.”
“Do?” stammered Murray, David merely nodded again.
“Yeah, we’ll do whatever you do,” said Danielle.
“Do?” repeated Murray, unable to focus his thoughts.
“Yeah, like what are you doing tonight? What do you nerds do on a Friday night?” Danielle asked.
“D&D,” David said abruptly.
Devon smiled, “What’s D&D?”
“Dungeons and dragons,” Murray said after a moments silence when he realized David wasn’t going to answer.
Danielle groaned, “That’s so uncool.”
“No it’s not!” insisted Murray, automatically defensive. “It’s what’s called a role playing game, it’s kind of like acting.”
“Acting is cool!” Devon agreed. “I want to be an actress when I finish college.”
“Whatever,” shrugged Danielle. “When and where?”
“Um, 6 o’clock at my place,” said Murray. “My big brother Adam is DM.”
“DM?”
“Dungeon master,” the geeky teen replied.
Danielle rolled her eyes. “Okay boys, we’ll see you tonight then,” she said, flashing them one of her winning smiles which, had they been standing up would have caused them to go weak at the knees. Both girls then turned and left, making sure to put an extra sway in their hips and give the geeks a thrill as they departed.
“Isn’t Tony Saunder’s party tonight?” Devon asked her friend.
“Too bad,” said Danielle. “I want to get this over and done with so we’ve got the whole weekend to go shopping.”
“Good idea!” agreed Devon quickly.
**
The girls arrived at Murray’s house fashionably late at 7pm that night. Devon wore the same, very short, bright blue skirt and a tight fitting white v-necked t-shirt that she had worn to school that day. The skirt was slit up both sides displaying an ample portion of her long tanned legs whenever she moved. The v-neck of her top plunged deep into her cleavage, giving Murray an eyeful as he greeted the girls at the door. Danielle’s attire was equally sexy. She wore a pair of black, low-slung pants that were skintight across her beautifully tight round ass. To avoid a panty line she wore a bright pink g-string, the sides of which were visible above the top of her hipster trousers, displaying a teasing hint for the boys. Danielle also wore a pale pink crop top that came down just below the outthrust shelf of her massive tits and left her flat stomach bare.
Once Murray had managed to get his eyes back into their sockets he led the two sexy cheerleaders into his dining room where the boys had the table set up for their role playing game night. Murray’s parents were away for the weekend so they had the whole place to themselves.
Sitting at the head of the table, behind a small cardboard screen that covered a few books, sheets of paper and dice, sat Murray’s older brother Adam. Adam was four years older than the rest of them, he had grubby longish black hair that hung in a mess to his shoulders and looked as though it hadn’t been washing in several months. His stubbled face was unshaven and gaunt looking, but at least he did not share Murray and David’s need for glasses. The older geek’s eyes went wide at the sight of the two beautiful cheerleaders. When Murray had said that a couple of girls from school were coming around tonight he’d never even imagined anything like this.
“Um, you’ll need to roll up new characters first I guess,” he managed to squeak out as the two girls took their seats opposite David and Murray at the dining room table. The girls found a couple of complicated looking forms pushed in front of them, which Adam explained where their character sheets.
“So what class do you want to play?” Adam asked the girls.
Danielle shrugged. “Social studies?” she replied uncertainly.
“No, what class character?” Adam clarified. “Wizard, Warrior, Rogue or Priest?”
“I wanna be a wizard like Harry Potter!” blurted out Devon abruptly. Danielle turned to her brunette friend in surprise, wondering if she was actually getting into this goofy Dungeons & Dragons thing.
“What about you Danielle?” asked David, his voice trembling slightly as he tried to avoid staring at the swelling front of Danielle’s tight pink top.
“Warrior maybe,” she said with a shrug, picking one of the other’s at random.
“Now you need names,” said Adam.
Danielle screwed her face up, was this guy thick or something? “We already have names.”
“No I mean..oh never mind, just put your own names down,” Adam said with a sigh, it was going to be a long night he decided.
“My character is called Veldin the Black!” said Murray theatrically. “I am a mighty wizard like you Devon, only I’m 12th level.”
“And I’m Thrud the Barbarian!” exclaimed David, flexing his skinny arms as if he had muscles.
“Err, cool,” Devon said, glancing Danielle’s way and rolling her eyes.
“Now you need to roll stats,” said Adam, handing the girls a handful of dice each. They were all sorts of different shapes and colors and certainly didn’t look anything like normal dice to the girls.
“They look a bit like jewels,” commented Devon.
“They’re called gem dice. Roll the six sided one three times for strength first,” said David helpfully. Danielle rolled one of the dice at random. “No, the six sided one!” repeated David, pointing to the most normal looking of the dice.
With that the girls began rolling up their characters. The entire process took almost three quarters of an hour and mostly consisted of the boys handing dice to the girls and telling them to roll. Danielle and Devon rolled the dice as they were given them and watched the boys fill in various parts of their so-called character sheets. They had no idea what was going on and were quickly growing tired of this stupid ‘Dungeons & Dragons’ carry on.
“Right, all done,” Adam finally announced, much to the relief of the two beautiful cheerleaders. “Time to begin the adventure.”
“We haven’t started yet?” said Danielle in disbelief.
Adam just ignored her, he was starting to get pissed off at these two hot chicks turning up and ruining a perfectly good night of D&D. Hopefully things got better.
“Okay, the four of you are gathered in a campsite deep the Forests of Doom, it is dawn but no sunlight comes through the thick canopy of trees above. Veldin holds a lantern up as you all crowd around to gaze up the treasure map that Thrud holds in his big hands,” said Adam, dramatically setting up the scenario, ignoring the snigger from Devon. “The treasure map leads to a dungeon entrance about two hundred yards from your current position.”
“Let’s go get that treasure then!” said David boldly.
“What do you think ladies? Ready to go?” Murray asked the two girls.
“Sure, whatever,” agreed Devon.
Murray reached across the table and grabbed Devon’s soft hand. “Follow me m’lady,” he said gallantly, bending forward to gently kiss the back of Devon’s hand before releasing it. Danielle rolled her eyes at his display, but Devon gave a little giggle.
“I’ll draw my bastard sword and lead the way,” David said.
“The entrance to the dungeon is under a large rock, there is a small gap on one side by it’s not wide enough for any of you to slip through,” Adam said, describing the scene.
“So we’ll push it out of the way and head down,” said Devon, trying to get into the spirit of the game.
“Make a strength check,” said Adam, Devon just looked blankly at him. “Roll a D-20.” She still looked blankly at him. He picked up a 20-sided dice and handed it to the pretty brunette. “Roll this.”
“A fifteen,” Devon said, looking at the result.
“You can’t move it,” Adam replied, glancing at her character sheet.
“Why not?”
“Because you failed the strength check,” explained the Dungeon Master.
“I’ll try,” said David quickly, when he saw Devon about to argue further with Murray’s brother. He rolled the dice and also got a fifteen.
“You shove aside the large rock, revealing a stone staircase leading down into the darkness,” said Adam.
“Hey!” protested Devon, “How come he made it, I rolled the same as him.”
“Because your character has a lower strength,” explained Adam.
“Why? Because I’m a girl?” she demanded.
Adam groaned, “No, ‘cause that’s what you rolled for your strength before.”
“And I’m wearing magical gauntlets,” added David helpfully.
“Why don’t I have magical gauntlets?” complained Devon.
“Because you’re a brand new level one character, Thrud is level twelve and has been on lots of adventures,” explained an exasperated Adam.
“That’s not fair,” Devon said, giving Adam one of the cutest pouts he’d ever seen.
“Let’s just head down,” suggested Murray, trying to keep the peace.
“Fine,” replied the sulky brunette.
“You head down the dark stairs, Veldin holding the lantern aloft as you descend into the dungeon. At the foot of the stairs, an inhuman roar suddenly breaks the silence of the crypt. Out of the darkness charges three orcs, waving swords above their heads with looks of murder in their eyes,” Adam announces theatrically.
“I’ll charge and attack!” David said at once.
“I’ll shoot a fireball at them,” said Murray.
Everyone looked at the two busty cheerleaders expectantly.
“Um, I’m a warrior like David so I guess I’ll attack as well?” Danielle said uncertainly.
“I’ll shoot a fireball too then,” said Devon.
“You can’t, you don’t have that spell,” said Adam.
Devon bit back a moan, “So what spells do I have?” she asked.
Murray helpfully checked her character sheet for her. “As a first level wizard you have the Feather Fall spell.”
“What does that do?”
“It lets you float down from heights like a feather,” Murray explained.
“Well that’s not gonna be much use,” Devon said. “What the hell kind of wizard am I? I guess I’ll attack then too.”
Adam rolled some dice behind his screen. “You’re fireball hits one of the orcs, roll for damage.”
Murray picked up three of the dice and rolled them, “Thirteen.”
“The orc burns to death, two left,” said Adam. “Devon, because you’re only using a dagger you have the highest iniative, roll to hit, you need an eighteen or higher.”
“An eighteen? That’s impossible!” complained Devon.
“No you dumb woman, it’s a twenty sided dice!” said Adam, infuriated by the girl.
Devon swallowed her protest and rolled the dice that Murray handed her. She got an eleven.
“You miss,” Adam said. “Now you Danielle, you need a sixteen.”
“How come she only needs a sixteen?” Devon asked.
“Because she’s a warrior, she’s trained at this sort of stuff,” David said.
“No she’s a cheerleader.”
“Her character is a warrior, remember, role-playing, acting?” he reminded her.
Danielle rolled the dice and got a twenty. “I hit!” she exclaimed, smiling smugly at Devon, this was the first sign of interest Danielle had shown during the whole game so far.
“Roll a D-6 for damage now,” said Adam.
She rolled a 3.
“The center orc takes a painful cut across the ribs but doesn’t go down,” said Adam. “Your turn now David, you need a nine.”
David easily hit and then rolled two dice for damage, “Ten damage.”
“Hey, how come he rolled two dice?” objected Danielle. “And he rolled a six and three anyway so that’s nine not ten.”
“I’m using a bastard sword, you’ve only got a short sword,” explained David. “And I have seventeen strength so get plus one damage.”
Danielle shook her head, “I don’t understand this game at all, it’s worse than maths class.”
“The orc in front of Thrud is decapitated by the blow, just the one that Danielle wounded left,” said Adam. “The orc takes a swing at Devon,” he said, rolling another dice behind the screen. Devon bit her bottom lip and held her breath in anticipation as she awaited the outcome. “But it misses,” she released the breath. “Round two, are you all doing the same?” Adam asked.
“No, I’ll let the warrior finish the last one off,” said Murray.
“Okay, you’re up first then Devon.”
This time Devon hit and she whooped with joy.
“Roll D-3 for damage from your dagger,” instructed Adam.
Devon hesitated, “Now I know you’ve got a bunch of crazy dice here, but there’s no way you can have a three sided dice.”
“Just roll a six sided one and half it,” Murray explained.
“A four…okay so that’s two damage.”
“The orc dies from your attack,” said Adam. “They’re all dead.”
“Good work everyone,” Murray said to David and the two cheerleaders. “What does the corridor at the bottom of the stairs look like?” he asked, turning to his brother.
“It stretches off in only one direction,” replied the Dungeon Master Adam.
“Okay, lead the way Thrud,” Murray said to David.
“Sure,” said David. “After we take a few steps I’m going to stop and turn around,” he said. Devon and Danielle suddenly jumped in fright as David slammed his fist down onto the table with a booming thud. “None shall pass!” David boomed in his best Gandalf impersonation.
“You’re second in line Danielle,” said Adam, “he’s blocking your way.”
Danielle rolled her eyes, “I’ll push past the idiot.”
“None shall pass!” boomed David again, slamming his fist down on the table a second time and making the dice jump. “I’ll keep blocking her way.”
“Let me past you dick!” snapped Danielle, starting to get a little angry, what the hell was he playing at anyway?
“You must bare your bosoms and I will let you past!” David replied, his voice still booming although he had a cheeky grin on his pimple dotted face.
“Fine,” Danielle sighed and rolled her eyes heavenward again. She then reached up and started to reach for the bottom of her pink crop top, remembering the way Murray had kissed Devon’s hand and done such a good acting job.
David’s eyes went wide as Danielle started to pull her top up and he saw a hint of her lacy black bra. “No, I meant your character,” he said quickly and apologetically.
Murray slapped David on the back of the head. “Idiot,” he snapped, then looked Danielle’s way where she sat frozen with the bottom of her top still in her hands. “Sorry Danielle, ignore this fool. You’re doing a great job of role-playing, keep going.”
Danielle shot David a superior smile and then lifted her top up around her neck, unveiling her massive D cup tits, encased in a very sexy, lacy black bra. The bra lifted her already perky breasts and pushed them together forming an impossibly deep cleavage where the ample flesh of her upper breasts welled up against each other. The bra was rather low cut so there was plenty of tanned flesh for the three young men to feast their hungry gazes upon.
David’s eyes almost popped out of his skull as he took in the sight of Danielle’s massive rack in the sexy push-up bra. Adam and Murray also gasped in admiration, the impact of the remarkable sight sending thrills directly into their crotches.
“Wow those things are big!” exclaimed Murray in appreciation of Danielle’s lingerie encased hooters.
“So can I pass?” Danielle asked, her tone almost bored.
“Y…yes,” David managed to gasp after a moment, his voice a struggled whisper, his eyes not leaving Danielle’s exposed chest.
“Good,” she said, yanking her top back down, it hadn’t been the first time Danielle had flashed her bra to get her way and she smiled to herself as she realized that it seemed to work just as well in this virtual Dungeons and Dragons world as well.
This time Danielle led the way as the party of adventurers made their way deeper into the dungeon, in search of lost treasure.



“You travel for about five minutes down the straight corridor and come to an arched doorway, the door has long since rotted away and you can see the rusted hinges still hanging from the stone frame.”
“I’ll walk through,” said Danielle with the shrug.
“Wait!” exclaimed David, causing Danielle to jump in surprise. “Let me go first!”
“Too late!” snapped Adam quickly, he was getting tired of these two dumb cheerleaders asking so many stupid questions and ruining his game. He was not going to show them any mercy. “As you step through the door a ferocious four legged beast leaps from the shadows. It has a bear like body with a tentacled head and thick black fur. It immediately attacks you Danielle, taking you by surprise.” Adam rolled a dice behind the screen. “What’s your armor class?”
Danielle shrugged as David read her character sheet over her shoulder, unable to help himself from glancing briefly into the depth of her cleavage as he leaned over her. “Five,” he announced.
“It hits!” said Adam, almost gleefully. He rolled another dice. “Take six damage and make a save verse paralyzation .”
“Oh oh!” said Murray in a worried tone.
“What?” asked Danielle, rather anxiously. “What does that mean?”
David helped out again, he showed her how to cross off six hit points from her rather slim total of ten and then told her to roll a D-20, she needed to get above an eighteen for the saving throw.
“Only a seven,” Danielle said once she had rolled, she was getting kind of nervous about what was happening to her character.
“You have been paralyzed,” explained Adam. “You can’t move a muscle.” Danielle instinctively froze in her seat.
David leapt to his feet, jumping out of his chair. “I’ll protect Danielle!” he declared bravely, stepping behind Danielle’s chair and resting his hands on her shoulders.
“Me and Murray will attack the beast!” Devon said, quickly finding herself getting caught up in the adventure and the fate of their characters.
“Veldin you mean,” corrected Murray.
As Murray and Devon started their to-hit rolls against the monster, David stood above Danielle. He noticed that from his current location he had an even better view down the front of Danielle’s pink crop top that when he had leaned over to check her character sheet. His grip slightly tightened on her shoulders as he gazed down at the busty cheerleaders lovely breasts. Inside the tight fitting pink top the firm orbs of her tits looked so perfectly round, like two large melons that sat on her chest, just aching to be touched. David sucked a small dribble of saliva that had started to trickle from the corner of his mouth, he was drooling at the sight of Danielle’s perfect breasts.
David gave a quiet moan as he gazed down at the angelic eighteen year old, God she was sexy! He barely heard Devon and Murray as they both announced they had hit the beast and were rolling for their damage.
It was almost like an out of body experience, David seemed to watch his own hand slowly descend from Danielle’s shoulder. He had absolutely no control over himself as his trembling hand moved down across Danielle’s upper chest. The beautiful blonde was so caught up in the battle with the beast that she didn’t even notice David’s hand moving until it reached her right tit.
David gave an audible moan as he squeezed Danielle’s big, succulent breast through her pink top. The large melon completely filled his palm, overflowing as he squeezed the firm round orb, his fingers sinking into the firm flesh. It was the first tit that David had ever groped and it felt even better than he had ever imagined.
“Oi!” snapped Danielle as she realized David was feeling her up. She slapped at his hand and David immediately jerked it away.
“No!” growled Adam. “You’re paralyzed Danielle, you’ve got to role-play. You’re not allowed to move a muscle.”
“Sorry,” said Danielle, letting her hand drop back down into her lap. David’s hand immediately moved back to where it was, cupping her right breast through her clothing and squeezing at the firm orb greedily. The commotion had drawn Murray and Devon’s attention as well and they looked on in surprise as David felt up the busty blonde cheerleader.
“I’ll attack again!” said Devon, interrupting the moments silence.
“What about you Murray?” Adam asked, turning to his little brother who was still staring at David’s hand as it moved over Danielle’s chest, groping her big tits.
“Huh?” he asked, snapping out of his daze.
“What are you doing?”
Murray stood up and hurried over to Danielle’s other side, “I’m going to help protect Danielle!” he decided, reaching down and giving a deep sigh as his hand closed over Danielle’s other breast.
Danielle squirmed slightly as the two nerds groped her tits eagerly. It wasn’t the first time she’d been felt up, but it felt odd trying to pretend she was paralyzed while her boobs were being molested.
Devon battled on alone against the paralyzing monster as her friend’s D cups were squeezed, stroked, rubbed, and generally manhandled.
“The monster hits! Take three damage and make a save verse paralyzation!” announced Adam, he had them now!
Devon rolled the dice. “A twenty! I made it!”
Adam concealed his disappointment. “Okay, you’re turn to attack,” he said as the pretty brunette rolled the twenty-sided dice again.
“I hit! Three damage!” she announced.
“The beast dies!” Adam said.
Devon leapt to her feet and whooped with joy. She jumped up and down and clapped her hands, the triumphant celebrations causing her ample breasts to jiggle around inside her white shirt, drawing Adam’s gaze, boy were they big. Murray and David didn’t even notice, Danielle’s large rack holding their complete attention.
“The paralyzation wears off,” Adam said to Danielle, who immediately pried the groping hands from her tits.
“Thanks for protecting me boys,” she muttered dryly as they returned to their seats, their crotches bulging. “You can lead the way again now I think Thrud,” Danielle added.
“The far side of the room opens up into a large cavern with a deep chasm in the center,” Adam said, describing the new scene before them. “Across the center of the seemingly bottomless chasm is a very thin stone bridge, barely wide enough for a single person to balance across. It doesn’t look especially sturdy.”
“Okay, we’ll head slowly across,” David said.
Adam nodded, concealing a smile behind his screen. “When you are about halfway across the chasm, a sharp shudder runs through the bridge and it starts to crumble around you.”
“Run for it!” cried out Murray, almost shouting, Danielle jumped in surprise.
“Let’s go!” agreed David.
“You sprint towards the other side of the chasm, the stone bridge falling beneath your feet. As you get closer to the end you see that a gap is starting to form between the end of the bridge and the other side, and it is getting wider and wider with alarming speed,” Adam told them.
“We’ll jump!” exclaimed David.
“Okay, Thrud is first so he has the smallest and easiest gap. The rest of you need to roll a D-10. Danielle who’s next needs above a 4, Veldin needs a 6 and Devon who’s last has the biggest gap to jump and needs an 8 or higher,” explained the Dungeon Master.
“Which one’s a D-10 again?” Danielle asked, frowning at the numerous dice on the table in front of her. This game was so confusing.
David handed her a roughly diamond shaped red dice. Danielle rolled a 7 and made the jump. Murray rolled next and got a 0.
“You fall!” gasped Danielle, surprised to find herself actually caring.
“No, a 0 is a 10,” Murray said. Danielle made a face as if she thought Murray was trying to cheat, and she glanced up at Adam.
“He’s right,” Adam said. “Okay Devon, you need an 8 or more now.”
The dark haired cheerleader swallowed nervously as she picked up the dice, her character had been such a pain to make she would hate to fall and die. Devon closed her eyes as she tossed the dice onto the table. Devon heard a gasp from Danielle and opened her eyes. To her horror she saw that she had only rolled a 2!
“You don’t make it and fall and die!” Adam proclaimed almost gleefully.
“I’m dead just like that?” Devon asked in distress.
“I’m afraid so.”
“But that’s not fair!” she complained.
“Sorry,” Adam said with a shrug, glad that there would be one less cheerleader ruining his game. “But the rules are the rules,” he insisted adamantly.
“No! I protest! I object!” argued Devon, thinking of her favorite lawyer movie.
“You can’t,” David said, sympathetically patting the lovely girls hand. “The Dungeon Master’s word is final, we have to do what he says.”
“No!” snapped Devon, snatching her hand out from under the geeks. “I want to see you in your chambers Judge!” she said, looking at Adam.
“Dungeon Master, not Judge,” David offered helpfully. Devon ignored him, staring straight at Adam, her jaw set.
“My chambers?” asked Adam in bewilderment.
“Yes!” Devon said, pouting.
Adam sighed, she looked dazzling with that beautiful pout. “Okay fine,” he agreed, deciding to humor the lovely cheerleader.
Adam stood up and led Devon down the hallway to his bedroom, about the closest thing to his chambers he supposed. The night was already pretty much stuffed so he might as well just go along with her and get it over and done with, there was obviously no arguing with her. Adam’s bedroom was quite small and cramped, with dark black curtains that almost perpetually shaded the room in darkness. As the pair entered, Adam switched on the light, revealing a small, unmade single bed and a pile of grubby clothes on top of what appeared to have once been a writing desk. The room had a musty smell, but Devon did her best to ignore it.
Once they were inside she pushed the door shut. “Isn’t there anyway I can live through this?” she asked, almost pleading.
“Look,” Adam sighed, “like I said out there, the rules are the rules. You didn’t make the jump so you fall and die.”
Devon bit her lower lip thoughtfully, God she looked good Adam thought to himself. The beautiful eighteen year old stepped closer to Adam, reaching up and running a hand across his chest. “Are you sure we can’t work something out?” she asked her most sexy voice, flirting usually got her everywhere.
“I…I don’t know,” stammered Adam as he felt her step even closer, her ample chest lightly brushing against his.
“Please,” begged Devon, “I’ll do anything.” As she said this her eyes playfully darted downwards.
Adam swallowed. “Anything?” he asked, his voice cracking.
Devon licked her lips seductively. “What do you want me to do Adam?” she asked in a husky purr.
“I…I…” Adam stammered, gasping as Devon’s hands slid down to his hips and she pulled the sexy curves of her body tight against Adam’s. The lovely cheerleader leant in close and gently kissed the corner of Adam’s jaw, her lips incredibly soft.
“Do you want me to unzip your pants?” she whispered seductively into his ear.
Adam gave a slight moan, he could not believe what was happening. He gave a silent nod, his body trembling.
Keeping her breasts pressed against Adam’s chest, Devon’s soft hands slid down off Adam’s hips and reached for the front of his jeans. Adam’s heart leapt into his throat as she unbuttoned the top of them and yanked down the zipper. His cock was now fully erect and straining against his underwear, was this drop dead gorgeous brunette really seducing him over a game of D&D?
“Do you want me to reach into your underwear and touch it?” Devon whispered into the older nerds ear, her lips brushing his earlobe teasingly.
“Oh God yes!” Adam breathed with a groan of lust.
Devon smiled wickedly and slid her cool left hand inside the waistband of Adam’s underpants. His cock was hot and thick, fully erect and she gave a slight sigh of her own as she closed her hand around it, his urgent hardness throbbing against her palm. Adam groaned again as Devon pulled his cock out from his pants and stroked it in both her hands.
“Mmmm,” Devon gave a moan as she rubbed the head of Adam’s cock against the front of her skirt, leaving a slight shimmering trail of his precum. “You feel good.” Devon then gave Adam a wicked smile and she slowly lowered herself to her knees in front of him, letting her heavy breasts slide down his body, making sure they rubbed across his bouncing cock.
With her face at cock level, her full lips mere inches from the pulsing tip of Adam’s cock, Devon blew gently on the moaning nerds shaft. Her hands danced up and down the hard length of him and she toyed with his balls on her fingertips, driving him absolutely wild.
“Do you want me to suck it?” Devon asked, remembering how her science teacher had agreed to do absolutely anything for her when she’d made him the same offer, so surely she could convince this Dungeon Master to save her character for the same reward.
“Oh God!” groaned Adam. “Yes!”
“Will you let my character live?” she asked, she’d been fooled once into sucking a guys cock without getting him to agree to her demands first and was not intending to repeat the mistake.
“Yes!” moaned Adam, hell it was just a game, he’d let her fly if she really wanted to.
“Ask me then,” Devon whispered playfully, still moving her soft hands up and down the length of Adam’s rock hard erection.
“What?”
“Ask me.”
“Please!” begged Adam, his hips thrusting forward slightly, but Devon had a tight grip on his cock so he wasn’t going anywhere without her permission.
“I want to hear you say it, ask me,” she said firmly, wetting her lips with her delicate tongue.
“Please suck my cock!” Adam gave a massive loud groan as Devon’s head suddenly dived forward and she swallowed the head of his cock into her mouth, bathing him in the wet warmth of her lips. “Oh fuck!” gasped Adam as Devon’s skillful mouth immediately started to suck on his hard cock. “Fuck that feels so good!”
Adam had to reach down and steady himself with one hand on Devon’s shoulder as her mouth bobbed aggressively over his crotch. The feel of his hard cock sliding across her tongue and into the back of her mouth was absolutely incredible, and the friction of Devon’s tight lips noosed around his shaft was mind blowing. Adam had never had a blowjob before, the furthest he’d gotten with a girl was groping a crowd surfer at a Red Hot Chilli Peppers concert last year. Now one of the prettiest girls he’d ever laid eyes on was sucking noisily on his cock, who’d have thought a game of D&D would pay off like this?
Devon moaned around Adam’s cock, her head moving faster as she sucked him deeper, taking almost all of his hard shaft inside her mouth with each slurp. Adam had both hands leaning heavily on her shoulders now, his body hunched as he started to push back with his hips, forcing his cock deeper into her willing mouth.
“Oh God you’re good,” he gasped as Devon leaned forward slightly, improving the angle of her throat to take more of him inside her mouth. Adam cried out as he felt the noose of her tight lips press right against the base of his cock, her nose pressed into his pubic hair and his balls resting on her chin. The happy nerd reached up from her shoulders and grabbed the back of her head, holding her tight into his crotch and just luxuriating in the feel of being buried in her glorious mouth.
“Oh fuck!” he groaned, his back arching as he held the pretty cheerleaders face against his groin. They remained like that for about half a minute, his cock throbbing on her tongue, before Adam finally released her.
Devon immediately pulled off his cock and gasped for air.
“Do you swallow?” Adam asked her breathlessly.
“Sure,” Devon agreed with a shrug, she kind of enjoyed the taste of men’s cum and had never minded boys cumming in her mouth. “Are you close?”
“Yeah, not much longer,” Adam said with a nod, his cock was hard and red, pointed at Devon’s face as she knelt before him.
“Fuck my face then,” Devon whispered wickedly, “cum down my throat.”
Adam gave a groan, reaching down and grabbing the top of Devon’s head and shoving his hard cock roughly back into her mouth. The busty cheerleader moaned as the Dungeon Master began to lustfully fuck her face, his hard cock ramming vigorously between her lips. For a full two minutes Devon let the older boy use her mouth for his pleasure, his insistent cock not once slowing as he used her mouth as if it was her cunt.
The nerd suddenly gave a loud cry, his body tensing as he exploded straight into Devon’s pretty mouth. The busty cheerleader swallowed rapidly as her mouth was filled with his cum, Adam yanked her head hard against his loins as he spent his load inside her. Devon managed to swallow his entire load, not spilling a drop as she drunk all his cum. The brunette pulled off his cock and swirled his tongue over Adam’s length, licking up the last of his seed.
“Oh man that was good!” breathed Adam enthusiastically.
Devon kissed the tip of Adam’s cock. “Now we can’t tell the other’s about this,” Devon warned him.
“No, of course not. A gentleman never kisses and tells,” Adam replied with a wide smile as he pushed his now cleaned cock back into his underwear.
They headed back to the dining room where the other three were waiting with rather bored expressions.
“Took long enough,” complained Danielle as they sat back down and resumed the game. Devon took a long swallow of her coke, rinsing it around in her mouth before swallowing it.
Adam ignored her, he had a big silly grin on his face as he described the new scenario to the other players. “Devon didn’t make the jump, but she was able to get off her Feather Fall spell and managed to float down onto a ledge about fifteen feet from the top of the cliff.”
“She can’t cast while she’s falling!” complained Murray.
“I said she managed to get the spell off!” snapped Adam, glaring at his brother.
Murray shrugged. “Okay fine. Anyone got some rope so we can pull her up?”
The four of them checked their character sheets, David making sure that he leaned far over Danielle and got a good eyeful before confirming she didn’t have some.
“No one?” Murray said in surprise. The other three shrugged.
“I know!” David suddenly exclaimed. “Why don’t we tie clothes together and make a rope? We could use our shirts.”
“Great idea!” agreed Murray.
“Okay, who’s got shirts, hand them over,” said David holding out his hands.
Danielle reached for the bottom of her shirt and then paused. “What about yours?” she asked David when she saw that he wasn’t moving.
David pointed to his character sketch that showed a ridiculously muscle bound brute wearing only a loin cloth. “Thrud doesn’t wear a shirt.”
“Oh, fair enough I guess,” Danielle said, “What about you?” she asked Murray who also wasn’t moving. Meanwhile Devon had already tugged her t-shirt up over her head, revealing her ultra firm D cups in a white satin push up bra. The silky material was patterned with tiny red roses and complemented the creamy flesh of her boobs fantastically.
Murray tore his gaze from Devon’s chest, “Veldin only has a black robe. If I take that off I’ll be naked,” he apologized with a shrug.
“Two shirts will be enough to reach down,” Adam said helpfully, encouraging the busty role-playing babes to strip off.
“Great!” said Murray as he watched Danielle shrug in resignation and yank her shirt up over her head, once again displaying her sexy black bra to the boys.
David and Murray couldn’t help but grin as they sat beside the two bra clad beauties. Both had their large D cups covered by skimpy push up brassieres, their bare stomachs perfectly flat and oh-so-sexy.
Adam cleared his throat after a moment of admiring the girls’ chesty charms. “In the old days of D&D there are no such thing as bra’s,” he reminded them.
“I thought you said the shirts were enough to reach me?” Devon said, she wasn’t happy that Murray’s older brother was still being awkward about all this despite the fact she had given him the best blowjob of his life. Devon took another sip of her coke, she still had the musty taste of his cum in her mouth.



“Yes, that’s right,” Adam agreed. “but if you’re role playing then you need to take off your bra’s as well.”
“Oh right,” Devon said, finally understanding. Without batting an eyelid she reached behind for the clasp of her bra, arching her back out and causing her enormous tits to jut out incredibly. The piece of lingerie finally came free and fell from Devon’s chest revealing her huge, bare breasts. As Devon’s bra dropped from her breasts and the perfectly rounded orbs swung free, they barely sagged at all, the brunette cheerleader’s flawless melons seeming to defy gravity.
Danielle reached for the hook on her bra strap after she saw Devon strip off, her lacy black bra clasped at the front, inside her cavernous cleavage. Beside her, Murray gasped in admiration as the beautiful, busty blonde pulled off her bra and exposed her equally perfect D cups. Mouthwatering, dark nipples topped Danielle’s massive melons and Murray found his gaze instantly drawn to the burgundy buds that crested the wonderful peaks.
“Using the rope made from your shirts, Devon climbs up to join the rest of you at the top of the ledge,” Adam said, his voice shaking slightly as he gazed at the two topless women, neither of them were covering their chests, both proud of their most talked about features. They were called the ‘Double Ds’ after all. “Just as you reach the others there is a sudden shudder through the earth and you stumble, almost falling back off the edge again.”
“Let’s get out of here!” said Murray quickly. The others nodded in agreement.
“You rush back across the edge to a cave entrance against the far side. As you step into the tunnel the edge where you were just standing crumbles away, falling down into the chasm,” Adam explains.
“Yikes, that was close,” said Danielle, grinning at her friend Devon. “Can we put our tops back on yet?” she asked.
“Sorry, your shirts fell when the edge crumbled away,” said Adam, not looking Danielle in the eye, but staring at her bare chest as it rose and fell with each breath she took. He couldn’t help but lick his lips as he watched the slow movement of her heavy breasts. After a moment he continued with the adventure. “The tunnel only leads for a short distance, once again opening into a wide cavern with a second chasm in the middle.”
“Is there a bridge this time?” Devon asked, rather dubiously.
“No, but against the left wall you see a red carpet rolled up,” Adam said.
“I know what that is!” exclaimed Murray. “A magic carpet! We can use it to get across the chasm.”
“Cool!” said David.
“I’ll head over and unroll it,” said Murray.
“It’s quite small once you have it open, only big enough to seat two people,” explained Adam.
“But there’s four of us!” said Devon with despair.
“How about you girls sit on our laps?” suggested Murray, trying to hide his eagerness. “Then we can all fit.”
“Good idea,” agreed Danielle, standing up and moving over to Murray. The beautiful, topless blonde then sat her perfect ass down onto the surprised nerd’s lap, her ass pressing directly onto the bulge of his crotch.
“Guess you’re with me then Devon,” said David, slapping his knee as he looked longingly at the other half naked cheerleader. Devon gave a shrug and moved over to David, gingerly sitting on the end of his knee and smoothing down her short, blue skirt to make sure she didn’t uncover too much thigh. David immediately grabbed the buxom brunette around the waist and pulled her in close against him so that her ass was right against his groin just like Danielle and Murray.
“Okay, off we go!” said Danielle once they were both seated. Murray had his hands around Danielle’s waist and made sure to ‘accidentally’ brush the backs of his hands and wrists against the undersides of Danielle’s bare breasts as they began their imaginary journey. He could scarcely believe that a few minutes earlier he had been groping those perfect orbs. Murray’s cock twitched against Danielle’s firm ass and the cheerleader teasingly pressed herself further into his lap as she settled into a comfortable position.
“Righto,” said Adam, watching a little jealously as the two younger teens positioned the topless girls on their laps. “You head off across the second chasm, the magic carpet is quite old and the journey is rather bumpy.”
Murray started to bounce Danielle on his lap, humping his hard crotch up against the cheerleader’s lovely ass and jolting her around over his groin, half simulating the bumpy ride and half dry humping the girl. David followed his friend’s lead and started to buck up against Devon even more forcefully, causing her to bounce around wildly on his knees.
Murray gave a small moan as he felt his hard cock insinuate itself between the perfect globes of Danielle’s ass, their thin clothing providing little barrier. As the busty blonde cheerleader rode on his lap, her buttocks stroked up and down Murray’s hard shaft. The inexperienced eighteen year old had never had a lap dance, but this was just as good. He glanced over Danielle’s shoulder to where David was giving the other cheerleader a similar treatment, Devon’s huge tits jiggling vigorously as David jumped her around on his groin.
Murray moaned again as one of Danielle’s own bouncing breasts, brushed against the top of his hand. “Oh God!” he groaned aloud.
“Are you okay Murray?” Danielle asked over her shoulder, twisting slightly and in the process pressing her ass tighter down into his lap.
“Oh God!” cried out Murray, suddenly lurching on his seat as he exploded into his own pants. Danielle’s eyes went wide as she realized what was happening, the little punk was getting a cheap thrill from her sitting on his lap. She thought she’d been sitting on something hard but had assumed it was just his keys or something. Murray rocked again beneath her, holding her tightly about the waist and humping up against her ass as his cum leaked out into his pants.
“You make it safely across to the other side,” said Adam at last and Danielle immediately ripped herself out of Murray’s grasp and leapt to her feet. She could feel a wet spot against the back of her pants.
“Eww! You gross little terd!” yelled Danielle angrily. “You’ve ruined my pants.”
“Dude!?” exclaimed David in surprise as Devon got off his lap leaving a bulging crotch behind. “You came?”
“I was just role-playing,” said Murray, lamely trying to cover up as David starting laughing at him and Danielle glared angrily at him.
“Here, give me your pants and I’ll put them in some water to soak,” Adam offered Danielle gallantly, trying to take some of the heat off his little brother.
Danielle started to unbutton the front of her tight black hipsters without a second thought, she figured she was topless and had just given Murray a lap dance so there wasn’t a whole lot of point in being modest. David gave a murmur of appreciation as her wet pants came off, beneath she had a black g-string that matched her long since discarded brassiere. The g-string left her perfect ass almost completely bare, the ass that had given Murray such a ride.
Adam swallowed as Danielle handed him her pants, he couldn’t believe that there was this stunningly beautiful babe with big tits standing in the middle of their D&D game wearing only a skimpy black g-string and a smile.
“You don’t exactly have self control!” Murray snapped angrily at David as his friend continued to taunt him about his quick shooting.
“Ha! I’m an uber stud next to you!” retorted David, poking his tongue out at his friend.
“You wouldn’t last ten minutes in Danielle’s mouth!” challenged Murray.
“What?” exclaimed Danielle in surprise as she took her seat once again.
“I could do that,” asserted David.
“Let’s see it then!”
“Hang on just a second!” cut in Danielle, “There is no way I’m putting any of your geek dicks in my mouth!”
“Wait a sec,” said Adam, pretending to consult some pages behind his screen. “Is your charisma greater than twelve?” Adam asked David.
David glanced down at his character sheet, “yeah, it’s thirteen.”
“Okay Danielle, if you want to refuse their request you need to make a willpower check,” Adam explained to the busty, semi-naked blonde.
“A what?”
“A willpower check. You need to roll below your Wisdom score on a D-20.”
It was Danielle’s turn to consult her character sheet, “Aw man! My wisdom is the lowest, I only got a six!”
“Slut,” Devon teased her friend with a grin.
Danielle ignored her D-cup friend and picked up the twenty-sided dice, she must be getting better as she grabbed the right dice without being shown. “Here goes nothing,” she said in a soft prayer, blowing gently on the dice. Danielle closed her eyes and dropped the dice onto the table, unable to look at the result.
“Eleven!” whooped David happily. He was about to get his first blowjob! “Start sucking baby!”
Danielle reluctantly opened her eyes and saw that the celebrating nerd was right, she had failed her willpower check and had to give the pimple faced teen a blowjob. As Danielle moved to her knees on the floor, David slid his chair out from under the table to give her better access to his cock. As she crawled over to his feet, he unzipped his fly and pulled out a rock hard erection, it seemed he had enjoyed Devon’s ass on his lap almost as much as Murray had enjoyed hers.
“Suck on Thrud’s powerful manhood honey!” said David, loving every minute of this.
Danielle raised an eyebrow, the nerd’s cock looked like it was only around four or five inches, not exactly powerful but she decided not to argue and just get this over with. “Warn me if you’re gonna cum,” she told David.
“Mighty Thrud will last,” David assured her. It wasn’t mighty Thrud she was worried about however.
“Okay, ten minutes,” announced Adam, looking at his watch. “Starting…now!”
The kneeling cheerleader gave one last reluctant sigh and then leant in over David’s lap, parting her full red lips and taking the head of his hard cock into her mouth. David immediately gave a loud groan as the tip of his penis was suddenly flooded with the heat of her mouth and tongue. He couldn’t believe that he was actually getting a blowjob! And it was being administered by the hottest girl in the entire school! And she was only wearing a g-string!
David gave a abrupt yelp and he lurched on his seat. His eyes rolled back and his hips twitched and suddenly Danielle jerked her head out from his lap. A rope of cum shot from the end of his cock as Danielle retreated and splashed over her cheek.
“Oh yuck! You gross asshole!” swore Danielle as she pushed down on David’s cock, aiming it up against his belly as he shot the rest of his load. “You came in my mouth you dickhead! I told you to warn me!” Danielle grabbed a sheet of notepaper from the table and spat into it, trying to get the taste of David’s cum out of her mouth.
“Ha!” shouted Murray, pointing accusingly at David. “You didn’t last ten seconds!”
David had a stupid grin on his face. “Her mouth was so sweet!”
Adam couldn’t help but join David in his grinning, if Danielle’s mouth had been even half as good as Devon’s then no wonder David hadn’t lasted long.
“You’re a shithead David,” swore Danielle, taking a big gargle of her coke.
“I guess you lost the bet,” Devon said to David, she couldn’t help but smile at her friend’s discomfort, Devon knew that unlike her own oral fixation, Danielle hated to give blowjobs. On many a date, the busty blonde had put out, just to avoid having to suck some football players cock.
“Damn straight he did!” agreed Murray.
“Hold on,” said David, turning to Adam the Dungeon Master. “Sure me David failed, but my character Thrud is a big brawny barbarian and he wouldn’t have lost it like that.”
“That’s true…” said Adam thoughtfully. “Okay, make a stamina check. What’s your constitution?”
“Eighteen,” David replied with unconcealed pride. Danielle rolled her eyes, why did their characters have high scores in everything? David reached for the twenty-sided dice and rolled a six. “I made it!”
“Okay Danielle, Thrud made his stamina check so he hasn’t cum yet,” Adam said, looking expectantly at the half naked cheerleader.
Danielle raised one eyebrow. “So?”
“So you need to role-play,” Adam told her. “You need to keep sucking and pretend that he hasn’t exploded yet.”
Danielle looked down at David’s lap, where his limp cock was dripping with cum. “Ew!” she screwed up her face in revulsion. “He’s all sticky, and he can’t even get it up. I can’t put that ugly thing back in my mouth.”
Adam gave a mock sigh. “Look Danielle,” he said patronizingly. “Like we said this is like acting. You’re not actually giving him a blowjob, you’re just role-playing.”
“I guess so,” she tentatively agreed.
“Good,” said Adam with a reassuring smile. “Now get back down there and start sucking.”
Danielle dropped back to her knees and reached gingerly for David’s sticky cock. Using just the very tips of her fingers she lifted the limp, cum-covered organ up and leant in towards it with a grimace on her pretty face. David smiled down eagerly as her tongue slipped out and hesitantly licked the sloppy end of his penis. Danielle’s tongue quickly retreated at the taste and her face once again slipped into a grimace. She paused a moment to steel herself and then leant down once again and licked the end of the nerds slimy cock.
David gave a moan as Danielle’s tongue slid all over his small, withered cock, licking up the cum that covered it and cleaning him completely. Danielle then moved down to his balls, giving them a thorough tonguing till they were also clean enough to satisfy her. She then moved back to his still limp cock and sucked it deep into her mouth. His small shaft felt rubbery against her tongue and she started to slurp noisily on it. Danielle had once read in a Cosmo magazine that it was a thrill to take a limp penis in your mouth and feel it grow to erection, filling your mouth, but feeling David’s flaccid, lifeless organ roll around her tongue was doing nothing for her.
“Three minutes to go,” Adam announced.
“That’s good,” breathed David, reaching down and running his fingers through Danielle’s long blonde hair as she sucked on him. “Thrud likes that,” he added with a groan as Danielle bobbed her head over his lap.
Danielle gave a small moan of surprise as she felt the nerd’s shaft start to thicken between her lips. Encouraged, she started to move her mouth up and down the short length of him, keeping her ovalled lips pressed tight around his shaft, almost as if she was jerking him off using her mouth. David moaned in appreciation as he felt Danielle start to use her tongue, fluttering it along the underside of his growing penis as she worked her mouth up and down.
For the next few minutes David’s cock continued to swell until it reached full erection and Danielle’s mouth was bobbing over a rock hard penis, the head pressing against the back of her throat as she worked her lips down to the base of his shaft.
“Oh fuck that’s good Danielle!” groaned David, staring down at Danielle’s g-string clad posterior as she knelt in front of him.
“Time’s up!” announced Adam, “you made it.”
“Aw man! I was just starting to get warmed up again!” complained David as Danielle lifted her mouth up from his lap, uncovering David’s rock hard erection that jutted up from the open front of her pants.
Danielle immediately returned to her seat and took a long drink of her coke, emptying the glass.
“We’ve reached the halfway point of the adventure,” Adam revealed. “I’ll add up everyone’s experience points so far while you go get new drinks and snacks Murray,” he said to his younger brother. “Everyone take five.”
While Murray disappeared from the room to get more drinks and Adam started scribbling notes behind his screen, David excused himself to use the bathroom.
“I had no idea that D&D would be like this,” Devon said across the table to Danielle.
“Yeah,” agreed Danielle with a smile. “It’s actually kind of fun.”
“This is such good practice for when I become an actress,” said Devon. “I was so bummed when I thought I’d died in that chasm though.”
Danielle laughed, “Yeah, what did you say to the Dungeon Master in his chambers anyway?”
Devon blushed slightly. “Oh nothing much,” she shrugged.
They were interrupted by Murray returning to the room with a tray of food and drinks, Danielle noted that the geek had changed out of his cum stained pants and was now wearing a pair of shorts.
“So how did we go?” asked David as he returned to the room a couple of minutes later.
“Everyone gets three thousand experience points,” Adam told them all.
“What does that mean?” Devon asked. David pointed to where she should add that to her character sheet.
“You go both go up a level,” Adam said to the two girls.
“Cool!” exclaimed Danielle, “what do we get for that?”
“Danielle gets an extra ten hit points and Devon gets four,” Adam explained.
Devon poked her tongue out at Danielle for getting more than her.
“Danielle you also get a better chance to hit because you’re a better fighter now,” Adam added.
“What about me?” Devon asked, so far it sounded as though she was getting the short end of the stick. Although comparing David and his Adam, perhaps Danielle had got the shorter stick.
“You can now learn two spells, but you have to learn a second one,” Adam told her.
“How do I do that?” she asked.
“You need to get a more powerful wizard to bestow you with the new magic powers,” Adam said, an idea coming to him.
“What about Murray…I mean Veldin?”
“Sure, I’ll teach you,” Murray agreed with a shrug.
“Okay, how does this work?” the topless brunette asked.
“You need to draw his magical powers into you,” Adam said quickly, cutting in before Murray could answer her.
“How?”
“Magical energy is transferred through sexual energy,” Adam explained, trying to keep a straight face. “You need to roll a D-4 to determine the method of transference.”
Adam shot a wink in Murray’s direction and the younger nerd made a mental note to thank his brother tomorrow.
Devon rifled through the pile of multi-sided dice and found a four-sided pyramid dice that had three numbers on each side. It was the strangest thing she had seen, “how does this thing work?”
“When you roll it the numbers around the bottom edge, the face up ones are your roll,” Adam told her.
Devon nodded and gave the strange pyramid a roll. “A two,” she said with a frown as she struggled to work out the result. “What’s that mean?”
“It means you need to use your, ah…boobs to milk the magic out of Murray,” Adam told her with a blush.
Devon gave the Dungeon Master a dubious look. “I titty-fuck him to get the new spell?”
“Yes, that’s right,” Adam nodded.
“Okay, that’s not so bad,” she decided, thinking of the messy cocksucking that Danielle had just been put through. From the way Murray’s gaze was constantly straying to both her and Danielle’s exposed chests it shouldn’t be too difficult to satisfy him. Devon knelt at Murray’s feet in much the same way Danielle had done to David and then reached up to unfasten the front of his newly put on shorts.
Murray was breathing heavily as the busty, topless brunette unzipped his shorts and tugged down his cum-soaked underwear, revealing his flaccid penis. Devon ran her soft hands up over Murray’s thighs, he gave a groan as her fingertips traced over the length of his cock and then gently brushed over his testicles. Murray gasped as Devon’s hand then closed around his cock and she began to stroke him slowly in her fist, getting him hard for the forthcoming titfuck. This was the first time anyone other than his own hands had touched his bare cock and it felt wonderful.
Under Devon’s skillful fingertips, Murray’s fortunate cock rapidly grew to full erection. “Are you ready?” the buxom cheerleader asked her magic teacher.



“Oh yeah!” Murray hurriedly nodded.
Devon gave a sinful grin and then shuffled up further between Murray’s spread legs, lifting her own heavy breasts in her hands and wrapping Murray’s erect penis up in her cleavage. Murray gave a long moan of pleasure as his cock was enfolded in the warm, soft flesh of Devon’s plump boobs. The busty cheerleader began to slide her tits up and down the sides of Murray’s hard cock, the ample mounds forming a tight sheath for his cock to glide through.
“Oh man your tits feel good around me!” gasped Murray, his hips humping up off the seat of the chair as he thrust to meet Devon’s bouncing tits. With each thrust the tip of his cock emerged at the top of Devon’s cleavage, jutting against the underside of her chin when Murray got particularly vigorous. Murray bucked against Devon’s big tits for a few minutes before he started to feel his orgasm impending, despite having recently filled his pants thanks to Danielle.
“Are you ready to receive the magic?” he managed to grunt as her wonderful tits worked his throbbing cock, his balls slapping into the lower side of the large melons with each thrust.
“Oh yeah, give it to me Veldin!” moaned Devon, getting a little turned on despite the weirdness of the situation. Devon always appreciated a good tit-fuck.
Murray lurched to his feet and took his trembling cock in hand, jerking it rapidly in his fist as he aimed it towards Devon’s outthrust chest. “Here it comes!” Murray gave a nasal grunt as his seed burst from the tip of his cock and splashed onto Devon’s proud chest. The nerd’s knees sagged slightly and he gave another snort as a second spurt launched out onto the kneeling beauty. “Oh fuck yeah!” groaned Murray, slowing his pumping hand and dribbling the last of his semen onto Devon’s breasts.
“Congratulations Devon, you’ve learn the magic missile spell,” Adam told her, deciding the spell seemed appropriate given the delivery method.
Devon grabbed a hand towel that Murray had brought out with the drinks and wiped her cum-spattered bosom as she sat back down at the table. “Now we can get on with the adventure,” she said. “Where were we?”
“You’ve just landed on the other side of the chasm and got off the magic carpet,” Adam reminded them. “There’s another tunnel just ahead.”
“Let’s head that way then,” said Danielle with enthusiasm, both the boys were wearing silly grins so it seemed that it was up to the girls to lead the way.
Adam nodded. “You head down the tunnel very shortly leave the naturally formed cave, heading into a clearly man made hallway. For about two hundred yards the hallway continues before coming to a arched doorway. The doorway has a sparkling blue field of energy over it. Along the outer rim of the archway is some strange writing.” Adam turned to Murray. “You recognize the writing as elvish.”
“I’ll read it. What does it say?” Murray asked his brother.
“This field can only be broken by the most voluptuous of women.”
Danielle frowned. “What does that mean?”
“The biggest tits,” supplied David, unable to stop his stare from once again being drawn to the voluptuous brunette’s bust.
“That’s me then,” said Danielle, arching her back slightly to proudly jut her tits out.
“Mine are bigger than yours!” disagreed Devon, sticking out her own breasts that had just received a cum-shower from Murray.
David looked at both the girl’s chests and cocked his head to the side trying to judge their size. “They both look big, what size bra’s do you wear?”
“We’re both D-cups, but mine are bigger!” insisted Danielle.
“No way you bitch!” snapped Devon, starting to get a little pissed off at her friend. “Tell her Murray.”
“Um, yeah,” Murray said with a nod, licking his lips and remembering the incredible feel of Devon’s big knockers around his cock.
“I’m not so sure, Danielle’s are pretty big,” David said thoughtfully eyeing up the girls’ chests.
“Now, now, don’t argue folks,” said Adam. “Devon, Danielle, stand up, side-by-side. I’ll be the judge to see who has the biggest tits.”
Both the lovely eighteen year olds agreed to this and stood beside each other, Danielle still wearing only a g-string and Devon in her short blue skirt. Adam got up and moved around the table to stand up front of them both.
He stood in front of the pair of busty cheerleaders, moving his head from side to side as he looked at each pair of tits in turn, comparing them. “Hmm…” Adam murmured thoughtfully as he reached out and cupped the underside of each girl’s right breast in his palms, one in each hand. Devon gasped slightly at his touch, but Danielle said nothing as Adam moved his hands to their other breasts, jiggling the weight slightly on his palm as if comparing size.
Adam gave a frown as if deep in thought and then stepped to his left, directly in front of Devon. He reached up and cupped both her breasts, one D-cupped mound in each hand. Adam gave the two perfect orbs a firm squeeze, watching the ample flesh well up between his fingers as he sunk them into the perky melons. He then cupped his palms around the undersides of Devon’s twin peaks and lifted their weight, jiggling them in his hands. Adam then spread his fingers wide and pressed his hands to her breasts, letting her nipples jut against his palms as his fingers circled back and forth around the slopes of her breasts as if measuring their circumference. His fingers then squeezed back into Devon’s ample tit-flesh as he pressed the orbs up and together the abundant melons welling up into an impressive cleavage.
“Hmm…” he repeated, giving Devon’s breasts a departing squeeze before stepping sideways to stand in front of Danielle.
Adam reached up and repeated the ritual with Danielle’s hefty jugs, first squeezing and then shaking her large boobs in his groping hands.
“It’s very close,” he said, moving back to Devon and giving her breasts another examination, mashing them more roughly this time in his hands and lifting them up by the nipples, watching the flesh quiver and shake in his hands. “Hmm…” he murmured for a third time, stepping back to Danielle and thoroughly groping her tits, letting their weight full his busy hands.
It was a full ten minutes before he finally stepped back from the two busty cheerleaders, having completed a very, very thorough assessment and comparison of their hooters.
“You both have very nice, and very big racks,” Adam said, “but I think Danielle’s are ever so slightly bigger.”
“Damn,” swore Devon in disappointment as the girls returned to their seats.
Adam sat back down behind his screen at the end of the table, adjusting the bulging crotch of his pants as he took his place once again. “As Danielle steps through the blue force field it gives a shimmer and then vanishes. Beyond is a pitch black room that not even the light of your lantern can illuminate.”
“Magical darkness!” said Murray in a slightly awed tone. “I’ll put on my ring of infravision before entering.”
“Me too,” added David.
“What’s infravision?” asked Danielle, still sitting with her chest proudly pushed out, delighting in her victory over her busty best friend, Devon.
“It means you can see into the infrared spectrum and see heat patterns, kind of like night vision goggles,” Murray told her.
“Cool, do we have them too?” asked Danielle hopefully.
“No,” said Adam, pulling out two black blindfolds and handing them to the girls. “Put these on to simulate the darkness.”
The topless girls did as they were instructed and then felt themselves being pulled to their feet and led from the room by a nerd’s hands on their hips, urging them forward.
“Careful of the door,” David whispered to Danielle, who’s slim waist his hands rested on. It felt so good to be holding such a gorgeous woman. As David gently pushed Danielle through the doorway into the kitchen he looked down at her beautiful g-string covered posterior. Her ass looked incredible, almost naked, yet each cheek framed by the skimpy piece of black lace. Unable to help himself, David let one hand drop down off her hip to cup on firm butt-cheek and give it a gentle squeeze. “Wow!” breathed David as he pinched Danielle’s ass, the flesh was cool and incredibly soft, her ass much more firm than he’d expected it to feel.
Once both girls were positioned in the center of the kitchen Adam spoke. “On the far side of the room are three penises, two belonging to elves and one belonging to an orc. To pass this room you must each select one of elf penises and tug on them both at the same time. To tell the cocks apart you can only use your mouths,” Adam told them, no longer even bothering to try and make the adventure seem real, this was all too much fun.
“I will play the role of the orc,” Adam continued, pleased when he saw neither of the two bimbo’s complaining about the plot twist. “David and Murray will help me out by playing the two elves. Please kneel down where you stand and we’ll started.”
The two nerds helped the lovely cocksuckers to kneel down on the floor, making sure that their blindfolds were still in position.
“Ow!” complained Devon as she knelt down on the polished wooden floor of the kitchen. “Can we get a cushion or something? This hard floor is painful on the knees.”
“Er, okay sure,” Adam agreed, he hadn’t thought of that. He quickly went back into the other room and grabbed a pair of cushions of the sofa, returning to see that Murray and David were already stripping off their pants. Adam gave each girl a cushion for their knees and then took off his own pants, eager to begin the game.
“We’ll come by one at a time,” Adam explained. “Then at the end you can call us over by our numbers to make your selection. If you choose incorrectly, you will die. Here’s number one now.” With that Adam gestured for David to step up to the girls to have his cock sucked first.
Trembling in anticipation, David stepped up in front of Devon first, eager to sample her oral skills after enjoying her friend’s warm mouth so much. His cock already starting to swell, David moved right in front of the kneeling brunette, pressing the tip of his cock against her closed lips. Devon jumped slightly, startled at the blind touch, then she parted her lips and accepted the end of David’s cock into her wet mouth, immediately sucking on him.
David stifled a groan of pleasure as the busty cheerleader sucked on his cock, drawing more and more of him into her mouth even as he grew to full hardness. Breathing heavily David’s hips gently rocked as he fed his penis into the buxom girls willing mouth. Watching the clock, David enjoyed a full minute of Devon’s oral talents before reluctantly tugging his erection out of Devon’s heavily sucking mouth. Where Danielle had been hesitant, Devon was practically gobbling his cock down.
His cock trembling at full mast, David moved over to the next of the kneeling beauties, pressing the head of his cock against Danielle’s familiar lips. Seemingly resigned to her fate, Danielle didn’t pause this time as she opened her mouth and sucked David’s hard member inside. David was unable to stop his groan of pleasure this time as Danielle started to bob her head over his hard cock, pushing the shaft deep into the back of her mouth. David saw Devon’s ears perk up at his moan, obviously trying to identify his voice as Danielle sent waves of pleasure through his body.
When the next minute was up David grudgingly pulled his cock free from Danielle’s mouth and stepped back to the other two young men.
“Now for number two,” Adam told the girls, stepping forward himself.
Adam’s cock was already fully erect, and he moved in front of Devon, pushing his cock against her lips and forcing the hard shaft into her mouth. Devon parted her lips at the insistent prod of Adam’s erection, the older nerd exhaling loudly as he felt his cock slide over Devon’s tongue. Adam reached down and grabbed the top of Devon’s head in both hands, starting to fuck her willing mouth just as he had done in his bedroom earlier on that evening. He gave a quiet grunt as he lustfully used her mouth for the full minute, making the most of the opportunity.
When he pulled out and moved on to Danielle, both him and Devon were breathing heavily. Adam gave Danielle the same treatment, grabbing a handful of her soft blonde hair as he shoved himself in between her compliant lips and fucked her mouth as if it were a cunt. Danielle gagged initially at the rough entrance, but then accepted his cock as he lustfully used her mouth for his pleasure. After a minute with the blonde’s mouth Adam stepped back again.
“And finally number three,” Adam announced, making sure he was back where the other two stood before speaking so as not to give them any hints.
Having watched the other geek’s enjoy the cheerleaders, Murray was hard and ready for action as he stepped up to Devon first, glancing down at the full breasts that had pleasured him not so long ago. He pushed his cock against Devon’s mouth and it immediately opened to take him inside. Devon started to slurp noisily on Murray’s cock, her head bobbing back and forth as she savored the relative gentleness of his manhood after Adam’s vigorous onslaught. Adam was happy to let her do the work, the skillful movements of her mouth up and down the length of his shaft making him go weak at the knees.
After a minute of Devon sucking on his cock, Murray moved over to Danielle, pausing for a moment as he stood in front of her to gaze down at her beauty. He could hardly believe that the hottest chick in all of Downtown High was on her knees in front of him, wearing only a g-string and about to suck on his cock. God she was beautiful. His heart racing, Murray stepped up, holding the base of his cock as he guided it in between Danielle’s full lips and into her hot mouth.
The stunning blonde sucked willingly on Murray’s trembling cock, working up and down the entire length, her tongue fluttering along the underside as she worked her magic. Murray reached down and ran his fingers through her long blonde hair, loving the softness of it as her tongue drove him wild. When he reached the end of his minute he pushed forward with his hips, forcing more and more of his cock into Danielle’s mouth till her lips were pressed right to the very base of his shaft and her nose tickled against his pubic hair. Breathing heavily he finally stepped back, his cock popping free from Danielle’s mouth with a loud smacking noise.
“Time for your guesses now,” Adam told the girls. “Remember, if you get it wrong you will die. Danielle you can go first, pick one of the elvish penises.”
“Number one please Dungeon Master,” Danielle said. David immediately moved in front of her and she reached up and wrapped her hand around his still hard cock, ready to tug on it. David moaned softly as her hand squeezed him.
“Devon?” Adam asked the other cheerleader.
“Number three,” said Devon. Murray smiled and moved in front of the lovely brunette. She reached up and took hold of his cock, then both the girls tugged on the cocks.
“Good, now put them in your mouths and take off your blindfolds,” Adam instructed, kind of disappointed that they had chosen correctly. Perhaps if one of them was killed he’d get another blowjob like he had from Devon, or maybe even a chance to fuck one of the beauties.
The girls leant in once again and took the two cocks into their mouths. They then reached up and took off their blindfolds, blinking at the sudden light as they looked up to see if the cocks in their mouths were of orcish or elvish origin.
“Sweet!” exclaimed Devon as she looked up and saw it was Murray’s cock in her mouth. She stood up and they all headed back to the gaming table. “How’d you guess?” Devon asked her friend.
“Well the second cock was the biggest and roughest, I almost choked on it so I figured it must belong to an orc not an elf,” Danielle explained. “What about you Devon?”
“Oh, I just recognized the taste of Adams…” Devon began then suddenly blushed as she realized what she had revealed. “I mean lucky guess I think,” she covered lamely, taking her seat back at the table.
Danielle didn’t push the point as Adam continued with the adventure, none of the boys had bothered putting their pants back on and all sat with their still stiff dicks pointing skywards from their laps.
“When you correctly identify the elven cocks light suddenly fills the room and the three cocks disappear back into the wall. Ahead you see another long hallway stretching off into the darkness.” Adam told them all. “As you start to make your way down this new hallway you hear a roar from further ahead.” He hadn’t been able to think of another excuse to play with the topless babes again so he’d switched back to the original adventure.
“We’ll get our weapon’s ready and continue,” David said.
“As you reach the room at the end of the hallway you are shocked to see a massive minotaur, a half man, half bull-like creature. As you enter the monster roars,” said Adam.
“I’ll fuck the minotaur into submission so we can get past,” said Danielle, causing everyone to look at her in surprise. Devon gasped at her friend’s boldness.
“Um,” Adam hesitated, boy was she getting into the spirit of the game now. “Ah…roll D-4 then I guess,” he said, trying to run with her suggestion.
“Like Devon’s magic lesson?’ Danielle asked as she picked up the four-sided dice.
“Yeah,” Adam nodded.
Danielle rolled the dice, secretly hoping for a two as she had a thing for titfucks, so long as it wasn’t another blowjob she’d be happy. “A four,” she announced when the dice stopped. “What’s that mean?”
“Anal,” Adam replied, hardly able to believe his luck.
Danielle’s face paled at this. “Eww! I don’t do that! It’s gross!” exclaimed Danielle in horror, she had not expected that to happen when she volunteered to take on the minotaur, and if it was half bull then it probably had a big dick.
“You rolled a four, you don’t have a choice, “Adam said sternly, reaching under the table to stroke his cock. “Besides your character loves anal, so you just need to role-play and it’ll be fine.”
“Oh yeah, I guess if it’s just role-playing then that won’t be so bad,” Danielle agreed. “My character loves it you say?”
“It’s her favorite,” Adam assured Danielle as he stood up from behind the table, stroking his erection in one hand. “I’ll act out the role of the minotaur for this. Why don’t you bend over the table and assume the position.”
“Sure,” said Danielle with surprising cheer as she stood up and bent over the edge of the table, resting on her forearms, her ample D-cups squashing flat over her character sheet.
Licking his lips in anticipation Adam moved around behind the bent over blonde, admiring the perfect, firm cheeks of her ass. Adam reached out and ran a hand over the smooth globes, then hooked a finger into the back of her g-string, lifting the strip that ran down between her buttocks and tugging it to the side. In her bent over pose, Danielle’s vagina and asshole were visible between the beautiful rounds of her ass.
Adam slipped a fingertip into Danielle’s ass, causing her to sharply suck in a breath of air. “I might need a little lubrication,” he said as he probed the digit gently inside her. “Devon can you pull your chair over here a moment,” he said as he withdrew his finger from Danielle’s ass and moved it down further to slide into her vagina.
Devon moved her chair closer and Adam offered his cock up towards her lips. Seated she was at the perfect height to suck him off. “Make sure it’s sloppy,” he murmured as Devon opened her lips and once again took Adam’s cock into her mouth. The voluptuous brunette immediately started to slurp on Adam’s cock as he began to pump his finger in and out of Danielle’s cunt.
Devon slobbered noisily over Adam’s shaft till he was dripping with saliva and hard as a rock. Once he was satisfied with the lubrication he drew his finger out of Danielle’s cunt and wiped her own juices onto the tightly puckered hole of Danielle’s lovely ass. He then guided the tip of his cock against her ass. “Are you ready to subdue the minotaur?” he asked the busty blonde cheerleader.



“I think so,” Danielle replied uneasily. Adam’s hands took a tight grip on Danielle’s slim waist and he slowly and steadily pushed forward with his hips, piercing her ass with his hard cock. “Ah!” Danielle gasped at the entry of his penis, her ass clutching tightly at him as he pushed deeper.
“Fuck that’s tight!” groaned Adam as he began to leisurely rock back and forth, warming up Danielle for her ass-fucking. He ran his hands admiringly over Danielle smooth bare back, his cock sawing deeper in and out of her ass.
“Isn’t this hot?” Devon murmured across the table to Murray who nodded in agreement. He couldn’t believe he was watching his brother buggering the captain of the cheerleading squad.
“Oh yeah!” groaned Adam, looking down at the fantastic spectacle of Danielle’s magnificent buttocks clutching around his hard cock as he thrust against her. “The minotaur is loving this Danielle!” he gasped, it was amazing how good this felt.
Adam began to increase the speed of his thrusts, driving his cock deeper into Danielle’s ass as she began to get used to his intrusion and relax. His hips slapped against Danielle’s firm buttocks, the smacking of flesh filling the room as Adam grunted and humped Danielle from behind. The busty blonde moaned and pushed backwards to meet Adam’s thrust, his cock buried up her anus was rather uncomfortable and she wanted to get him off as quickly as possible. He actually felt like a bull as he rapidly fucked her tight hole.
“Lick my balls while I fuck her Devon,” Adam commanded the other cheerleader, “it’ll get the minotaur off quicker.”
Devon grinned, apparently pleased with the idea and crawled underneath the bucking pair. From beneath she could see Adam’s cock pumping in and out of her friend’s snug ass, Adam’s balls slapping as he bucked against her. Devon craned her head up, her tongue flicking out to swipe across Adam’s swinging testicles as he thrust back and forth. “Oh yeah!” groaned Adam at the touch of Devon’s tongue. The brunette’s tongue fluttered across Adam’s balls and then swiped up the length of her friend’s vaginal slit, causing Danielle to join Adam in her moans.
Adam gave a shudder and suddenly stopped thrusting, burying his cock right up inside Danielle’s ass as he arched his back and exploded inside her. Devon sucked at his balls as they tightened and shot their load up the length of his shaft and out into Danielle’s ass. The bent over blonde cried out as Devon’s chin scraped against her clit and Adam’s pulsating cock filled her ass.
“Yes!” grunted Adam, spending himself into the blonde’s rear passage. He withdrew from the tight tunnel and staggered back to his chair, breathing heavily. Devon gave Danielle’s pussy one last lick before the blonde straightened up and slumped back into her own chair.
“That was wild,” breathed Devon as she emerged from beneath the table, who’d have thought that D&D would be this much fun. “So has the beast been defeated?” she asked Adam who was still reveling in post-orgasmic bliss.
Danielle excused herself to freshen up in the bathroom whilst Devon took a long swallow of her coke.
A few minutes later Danielle returned with a towel wrapped around her torso and the adventure was back on.
“With the minotaur defeated you have finally reached you goal,” Adam told them all. “Sitting in a glowing light is a golden chest, about the size of this table.”
“Let’s go take a closer look,” said Danielle, she’d worked hard for this treasure and was eager to see what awaited.
“The chest is very ornate and looks as though it’s made of solid gold. The lid is closed and there is no obvious lock.”
“I’ll try and open it,” said Danielle.
“Unfortunately the lid won’t budge, but as you touch it a glowing red writing appears on the lid, the text appears to be in the same elvish language as the writing around the blue force field earlier on,” Adam told them.
“I’ll read it, what does it say?” Murray asked his very satisfied looking brother.
“This treasure chest can only be opened by intense sexual energy,” Adam said.
“How are you going to do that?” asked David.
“Let’s all fuck!” suggested Devon, watching Danielle and Adam going at it had made her horny as hell. The busty brunette stood up and unzipped her skirt, letting it drop to the floor. Her underwear quickly followed. “You do me David, Murray can do Danielle,” Devon suggested as she got down on her hands and knee’s, facing away from them and offering up her beautiful posterior.
David grinned and didn’t have to be told twice, he knocked his chair over as he scrambled to his feet and dropped down behind the kneeling beauty. The horny nerd ran a hand over Devon’s smooth ass and then up her side, reaching underneath her to cup and squeeze one of her ample D cups. “Do you want it up the ass too?” David asked eagerly as he rubbed the tip of his hard cock across Devon’s smooth ass, leaving a glistening trail of pre-cum.
“No, in my pussy honey,” Devon replied.
Back at the table Murray looked hopefully at Danielle who was still looking rather worn out from her recent session with Murray’s older brother.
“Fine,” she sighed wearily, deciding to let Murray have his fun. “Let’s get this chest open.” She stood up and pulled off her towel, revealing her completely naked, curvy body beneath. Danielle then knelt down on her hands and knee’s right beside Devon as Murray hurriedly moved behind her.
“Oh shit that’s good!” gasped David as he slid his hard cock up into Devon’s pussy, driving completely up inside her till his hips were pressed tight against her ass.
Beside him, Murray rubbed the end of his cock down over Danielle’s slightly sore asshole and then over the slit of her cunt. Danielle moaned softly as Murray nudged her clit with the head of his cock and then pushed his cock against her vagina, slipping up inside her. Murray held onto the curves of Danielle’s waist as he started to fuck her doggy style, his best friend David fucking the other busty cheerleader right beside him.
“This is so cool,” grunted David as he bucked away at Devon, turning to grin at his friend beside him.
“Hell yes!” moaned Murray in agreement.
Adam stood up and walked around to the front end of the two girls, “The chest groans slightly and you see the lid open a crack, it’s obviously working!” He knelt down in front of the two girls and his younger friends hammered away at them from behind and offered his cock up towards Devon’s face. The busty brunette opened her mouth and took his flaccid organ without pausing. As Devon started to suck on his cock, Adam reached over and squeezed Danielle’s breasts.
“Let’s swap,” said David after a few minutes of screwing Devon.
“Cool!” agreed Murray and the two teenagers swapped position, Murray sliding his cock up into Devon’s pussy and David thrusting into Danielle. At the other end of the girls Adam swapped as well, withdrawing his now half-erect cock from Devon’s mouth and feeding it to Danielle.
David and Murray high-fived each other and resumed their doggy style fucking, slamming vigorously against the two perfect asses that were presented for their pleasure. If it hadn’t been for their previous orgasms both the eighteen year old geeks would have emptied their loads into the cheerleaders long ago, as it was they were both rapidly approaching exploding.
Adam drew out of Danielle and moved the head of his cock back over to Devon’s lips, he rested a hand on both the girls heads and pushed their faces together around his cock so that they both began to lick and suck at his member. “Oh yeah, suck my cock ladies!” he groaned as the two girls serviced him.
“I’m gonna cum soon!” groaned David as he pumped Danielle’s world class pussy faster and faster.
“Me too!” said Murray, thrusting against Devon, his movements pushing her mouth further forward on Adam’s cock. “Let’s swap one more time!”
David nodded, he was out of breath as the two nerds quickly changed position. “Oh fuck!” moaned David as he pushed back into Devon, the friction of sliding back inside her hot pussy sent him over the edge and he immediately started to cum inside her.
Murray thrust up into Danielle as his friend orgasmed beside him. He tightly gripped Danielle’s hips and pistoned his cock rapidly into her, letting himself go and enjoying the ride.
David thrust hard into Devon one final time, milking the last of his cum from his cock and just taking pleasure from the sensations of being inside the beautiful girl. He could hardly believe that he and Murray had lost their virginity to the Double D’s. Beside him Murray cried out as he had his own orgasm, cumming deep inside Danielle, captain of the cheerleading squad. Without a doubt this was the best Dungeons & Dragons session they’d ever had.
Adam stood back up as he saw both boys had cum, his cock was still only at half-mast, glistening with saliva. Despite the very welcome attentions of the busty Double D’s he’d been too spent to get it up again so soon. “As Veldin and Thrud cum the lid of the chest rises, revealing a massive pile of gold,” Adam said.
“Woohoo!” cried out Danielle, “We did it!”
“Your mission is a success!” Adam agreed.
“That’s it?” Devon asked.
“Yep, all done,” the Dungeon Master confirmed.
“I don’t think I get it,” Devon said with a frown. “I mean, I saw the dungeon but where was the dragon?”
**
About twenty minutes later, once everyone had washed up from their sweaty session and got dressed again, the three boys saw the Double D’s to the door.
“Thanks for coming along, hopefully it helped with your assignment,” said Murray, despite the fact he had just soundly fucked both of the girls he found himself suddenly feeling nervous and inferior once again.
Danielle smiled, “I’m sure we’ll get an A.”
“What time’s next weeks game?” Devon asked the boys.
“Are you kidding?” Adam almost choked.
“No, what time?” Devon insisted.
“You enjoyed that?” David asked, sharing Adam’s surprise.
“Hell yes!” Danielle and Devon both said at once. “It was great, we can’t wait for next week!” Devon added, grinning broadly.
THE END
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"This is a hair-brained idea!" Norm Palmer muttered to himself as he pulled his car to a stop outside the run down apartment building on the east side of town. On the ten minute drive over he'd almost turned the car around twice, but for some reason he just couldn't bring himself to do it.
Norm was a sixty-six year old former plumber. When he'd retired from working just over a year ago he'd been looking forward to the golden years of his life, at least that's what his older friends had been telling him since they retired. Unfortunately things had not worked out that way for Norm. Less than a week after he'd finally hung up his tools, Marge, his wife of forty years was killed in a car accident. Run over by a drunk whilst crossing the street.
This was not the source of Norm's unhappiness however. His marriage to Marge had not been a happy one. Marge was a real bitch who was constantly looking down her nose at Norm, always whining and nagging for him to do something better with his life. And as for their sex life it was non-existent, in the forty years of their marriage, Norm could only think of six times that he'd fucked Marge and half of those were whilst she was dead drunk. It was always standard missionary style sex, and over very quickly, at least that was the way Norm dimly remembered it, for the final fifteen years of their marriage he'd been impotent, not that it would have made a whole lot of difference of course.
Norm actually felt kind of relieved when Marge had died, he did love his late wife of course, but her departure had left him with a feeling of immense freedom. Things had not worked out so well for Norm since her death however. His luck at the track had taken a significant turn for the worse, in fact since Marge's death Norm had not won a single cent, where previous to that he'd always thought of himself as a lucky fellow, usually earning a pretty penny through some shrewd betting. Much worse were the strange goings on in his home. He was constantly losing things, any money left out at night for example would, without fail, have vanished by morning. Electrical appliances seemed to regularly break down, in the year since Marge's death he'd gone through seven television sets. The last one had been the most spectacular, actually catching fire during a rerun of an old episode of Baywatch.
Moving hadn't helped matters either, two months ago Norm had shifted to the other side of town and there things seemed to get even worse. On top of all that Norm had started to hear strange noises during the night, creaking sounds, or more recently loud crashes. It was all very weird.
Most of Norm's friends had assured him it was nothing, but Norm was convinced that Marge was still haunting him from beyond the grave. He'd finally decided to do something about it after seeing an advertisement in the classifieds for a 'Madam Sabrina – Medium & Psychic'. The ad claimed that Madam Sabrina could see into the future and talk with the dead. Norm had been skeptical about such things all his life, but with things getting worse by the day he'd been desperate. If there was even the slightest possibility that this Madam Sabrina wasn't a sham, and actually could talk to Marge for him, then he could hopefully sort out his problems.
"This is crazy Norm Palmer," he said to himself with a deep, weary sigh as he got out of his car, locking the door behind him. Nevertheless he walked over to the apartment building and climbed the stairs to the second floor, apartment 2C, the home of Madam Sabrina, Medium and Psychic. Norm almost turned back again as he reached the door, but with a final sigh of defeat he reached up and knocked.
There was a rustling from inside the apartment and then the door swung open. Norm was surprised that there was no one there to greet him.
"Hello?" he called out timidly.
"Enter," replied a woman's husky voice, presumably belonging to Madam Sabrina.
Not feeling any better about the whole idea, Norm stepped cautiously inside the apartment, gauzy purple scarves and silks covered the walls of the entry hallway and a rather spicy aroma of incense struck his nostrils. The light above was dimmed, no doubt to add to the overall air of mystery that the apartment exuded.
"Come in," the woman's voice repeated.
Norm took another deep breath, almost coughing as caught another overpowering whiff of incense. He then made his way down the hallway to the deep blue curtain at the end. He brushed it aside and stepped through, into the room where Madam Sabrina conducted her séances and fortune readings. The room was decked out with a similar gaudy decor to the halls, in the center was a small, ornately carved table with two matching chairs.
"Please, be seated," said Madam Sabrina, she was seated on the chair opposite the door.
Norm started at the sight of Madam Sabrina. He'd expected to see a wizened old gypsy woman with more wrinkles than his great grandmother and wart covered nose. Instead the beautiful creature before him was young, perhaps in her mid-twenties. Sabrina's appearance made Norm's heart skip a beat, she was the most beautiful woman he had ever laid eyes on. Her exotic, sensual features were framed by locks of long, raven-black hair that stretched midway down her back. Her eyes were a deep, intense dark brown, almost a black, which seemed to melt his soul and make his knee's go weak, the lashes impossibly long and giving her an almost wicked appearance. Sabrina's lips were a deep, blood red, contrasting with her flawless olive skin and made Norm ache to kiss them.
Madam Sabrina wore an old fashioned white dress made of a flowing cotton that seemed to billow about what was obviously an incredible body, the dress tight-fitting in all the right places without looking overtly sexy. The neckline of the dress scooped low enough to display the swelling upper slopes of Sabrina's incredibly generous breasts and a deep cleavage that accentuated the delightfully rounded mounds.
His breath catching at the sight of the incredibly beautiful young woman, Norm paused at the curtain hardly able to think straight.
"Be seated," Sabrina repeated softly, pointing to the seat opposite hers with one soft, delicate hand.
"You're Madam Sabrina?" Norm managed to stammer in surprise and he lowered his old frame into the chair.
"I am," Sabrina replied warmly, her full lips smiling.
"I...I was...you're not what I expected," Norm admitted, God she was exquisite, for the first time in months his wife was the last think on his mind.
"You sounded troubled over the phone Norm," Sabrina said, her voice friendly and full of sympathy as she got straight down to business.
"Yes," Norm agreed. "My wife Marge died a year ago and..." Norm faltered a moment, blushing, even though Sabrina claimed to be a psychic and medium he still felt stupid admitting this belief to her.
"It's okay Norm, I'm here to help," Sabrina assured him, reaching out with one soft hand and touching the top of Norm's hand.
Norm jumped slightly, the beautiful young woman touching him made him even more nervous, "I...I believe she's been haunting me."
"I see," nodded Sabrina empathetically, as though she heard that every day. Actually she probably did, Norm reflected.
Norm reached up and ran his fingers through his coarse gray hair, he'd always been blessed with a full head of hair and was grateful that at his age there were still no signs of a receding hairline. "It's just, strange things keep happening, and I hear noises...it's hard to explain."
"And you wish for me to help you contact your wife?" Sabrina asked.
"Yes," Norm agreed, he couldn't help but notice the way the ample mounds of Sabrina's enormous breasts and the way they swelled against the thin fabric of her white dress, producing a very healthy looking bosom. Norm's had always been something of a 'breast man', but unfortunately his wife had not been at all blessed in that department, so the vision of the busty gypsy was quite a sight for old Norm Palmer. "Hopefully she'll tell me why this is happening."
Sabrina nodded, "Sometimes, when a person dies, their spirit does not always pass over to the other side," she explained. "Sometimes when a soul has unfinished business it will remain in a limbo between the physical and spiritual worlds."
"Unfinished business?' Norm queried.
"Yes, do you have any idea what it could be that is keeping Marge tied to this world?" Sabrina asked.
Norm shook his head. "No. Can talk to souls in this limbo?" Norm asked hopefully.
The beautiful psychic nodded. "Yes, but it is more difficult than reaching the spirit world as I am accustomed too."
"Please," begged Norm, although he suspected the young woman was just trying to get more money out him.
"Did you bring something of hers as I requested? Something she held dear." Sabrina asked.
"Yes," Norm reached into his shirt pocket and brought out a small silver locket on a chair, inside was a picture of Marge's father from World War 1. He handed the locket to Sabrina who carefully placed it in the center of the table.
Sabrina then reached out and took Norm's wrinkled hands in hers, the old man trembling slightly at the touch of the lovely young woman. Their hands formed a circle around where the locket lay on the table. "I need you to focus on Marge now Norm. Close your eyes and picture her in your minds eye, concentrate on your love for her."
Norm nodded, closing his eyes and conjuring an image of Marge. "Okay," he said with a nod once he was ready, the image showed Marge looking at him with her usual look of disapproval and he found it a little hard to focus on his love for the stern old cow.

"Good," said Sabrina after a moment. "I am going to reach out to Marge and try and contact her now. Just keep your thoughts on your wife."
Sabrina closed her eyes and sent her spirit out in search of Norm's departed wife. Norm couldn't help but peek out at the beautiful gypsy, admiring her serene features as she closed her eyes and sought Marge's soul. Sabrina's generously proportioned chest rose and fell as she breathed heavily, a low humming noise starting to come from her throat as she reached out to Norm's wife.
"Norman?" Sabrina suddenly spoke, her eyes still closed. The gypsy's voice sounded different, it was still hers but she seemed to speak his name in a more formal, harsh tone of voice.
"What?" he asked, noticing her hands grip his tighter.
"Is that you Norman?" Sabrina asked, her voice sounded desperate.
"Yes," he replied with a frown, realizing she was using his full name. Marge had always called him Norman...no, it couldn't possibly be...
"Norman, it's me Marge," the busty fortuneteller said stiffly.
Norm gasped, the way she spoke sounded just like Marge, only with Sabrina's voice. "Marge?" he stammered uncertainly.
"Yes it's me you dolt, who'd you think it was," Sabrina snapped. "And don't stammer Norman, speak clearly."
That was definitely his wife Marge.
"I...I'm sorry to disturb your rest, but I had to speak with you," Norm said, not really sure where to begin.
"Hush," said his wife, using Sabrina's lovely mouth to speak. Sabrina's eyes were still closed, this was so weird. "I'm glad you have reached me Norman as there is something we need to talk about."
Unfinished business! So Sabrina was correct, and his wife had been haunting him. "Yes, what is it?" Norm asked her eagerly.
"I'm not really sure how to say this," said Norm's wife through Sabrina, she was obviously pissed off about something. "But apparently I didn't treat you very well in during my lifetime," the way she spoke suggested to Norm that Marge herself obviously didn't agree with this assessment. "Since I died I have not been able to leave your side," Marge continued. "It seems that before I am allowed to pass to the other side I have to make amends."
"What does that mean?" Norm asked, he was still a little shell shocked to be chatting with his wife who'd been dead for a year.
"I'm not entirely sure myself," admitted Marge, "but I guess speaking to you like this is a good place to start. A chance to apologize."
It just figured, Norm thought to himself. Marge was the one being chastised by God and yet it was him that had to suffer through her haunting.
"You know I love you, don't you Norman?" Marge said, rather sternly for a declaration of love Norm thought.
"Of course dear, and I love you too," Norm replied.
"Oh Norman!" Marge gasped with a rather unexpected display of emotion, she stood up and fiercely embraced Norm, her lips searching out his and hungrily kissing him.
Norm suddenly found his lips pressed not to his wife's, but to the sultry mouth of Madam Sabrina, her hot young body pressed against him as they embraced. Norm had been so caught up in the conversation with his wife that he'd completely forgot she was dead and that he was talking to her through the beautiful psychic woman.
Giving a small moan of pleasure, Norm went with it, passionately kissing Sabrina and squeezing her lushly curved young body tight against him. Norm breathed heavily as he held her, feeling the exotic beauties heavy breasts squashed against his chest. Almost with a mind of it's own, Norm's right hand slipped up from Sabrina's hip, reaching between their bodies to cup the side of one of Sabrina's ample breasts, feeling the warmth of the generous mound through the thin material of Sabrina's white gown. Norm's tongue slipped between her dark lips, seeking hers as their kiss grew in passion, and Norm's hand moved to cover Sabrina's ample right breast, giving the incredible orb and hungry squeeze, God it felt good to feel tits like these.
Suddenly Sabrina seemed to realize what was happening and she pushed him away from her, prying his groping hand from her breast and stepping backwards.
"Norman Palmer! Just what the hell do you think you're doing!" snapped Sabrina's voice angrily, although it was obviously Marge speaking. "You keep your hands off this young lady!" she growled.
"Sorry," Norm hurriedly apologized, feeling a little ashamed. "It just seems to real talking to you like this. Like you are really here."
"Hmm," she murmured dubiously in reply, her tone softening. "It was good to kiss you," she agreed, "but we must remember that it is through this young ladies body we are communicating."
"It felt just like you," Norm said to his wife.
Marge rested her hands on her hips and looked downwards at the body she was inhabiting, her eye's still closed. "Nonsense Norman!" she snapped, suddenly angry again. "My breasts were never this big!" she said, reaching up and cupping the underside of Sabrina's large tits through the white dress. "Let's sit down and talk, try not to get carried away again."
Norm nodded and sat back down, God those breasts had felt wonderful, he ached to touch them again, to squeeze them and to feel that incredible mouth of hers against his lips.
"I'm sorry Norm," she said, rather abruptly and with what sounded like immense sincerity, especially coming from Marge. Marge then looked around the room as if expecting something to happen. Sabrina's eyes had been closed the entire time since Marge had possessed her beautiful young body, but it appeared that Marge could see through the closed eyelids as if they were her own eyes.
Marge waited a moment longer but when nothing happened she sighed in frustration. "I thought that would do it," she said in disappointment. She frowned thoughtfully, Norm couldn't help think how funny the beautiful gypsy's face looked with a very Marge-like frown. A lot more attractive than Marge did anyway, that's for sure. "What was missing from our marriage Norman?" she asked, actually sounding a little desperate.
Norm gave a guilty blush as sex immediately came to mind, he actually thought the ghost of Marge was going to read in his mind and tell him off. "I don't know honey," Norm replied lamely.
"Please Norman!" Marge implored him. "You have to try to think. If we can't work this out I will forever be trapped in this horrible empty limbo."
And I'll be forever haunted by you, Norm silently added. "Well our bedroom wasn't exactly as fulfilling as it could have been," Norm told her, actually winced as he said it, expecting her to slap him or something.
"You mean our sex-life?" snapped Marge blunted, her tone suggested she wasn't too happy with Norm's implication.
Norm nodded uneasily, "Yeah we didn't ever do anything exciting."
"We both decided we didn't want children Norman," Marge said.
"I know, I don't mean that necessarily," it was obviously a slightly sore point so Norm decided not to push the fact that they hardly ever had sex, especially when the last few years he'd been incapable of actually having sex even if she had offered. "I mean we never did anything...different."
Her frown deepened and her mouth opened as if she were about to snap at him, then her face softened, "Perhaps not," she agreed reluctantly, reminded that she had to fix this problem if she were to ever make it to the other side. "What did you have in mind?"
Norm's blush deepened, he felt very embarrassed talking openly about this. For him and Marge, sex had been a taboo subject. "You know," he shrugged. "Like oral sex or trying different positions."
"Oral?" Marge almost gasped, obviously shocked by the mere suggestion of such a practice. "You mean you wanted me to take your filthy penis into my mouth?"
"Um...yeah," Norm confirmed helplessly, he looked down at the floor, slightly ashamed. Suddenly he almost fell off his seat in fright as Sabrina's soft young hand touched his knee and slid up his thigh. Norm's breathing rapidly became fast and shallow as the beautiful psychic's hand stroked right to the top of his thigh and she cupped his crotch through his trousers, giving it a firm squeeze. He groaned and felt a warm tingle in his crotch as she squeezed and rubbed him through his trousers. Looking up he couldn't help but stare down the front of Sabrina's dress, as she leant over to stroke his cock through his pants he got the perfect view of her very impressive cleavage and the tops of her ample breasts.
"Well if that's what you want Norman then I will comply," she said, moving to her knees on the floor in front of Norm. Norm gasped in surprise and suppressed the sudden irrational urge to run away, was she really going to do what he thought she was going to do?
Norm gave a moan of pleasure as she started to unfasten the front of his pants. His thoughts were not on his wife of forty years finally about to give him a blowjob, but on this beautiful young fortuneteller, about to give him a blowjob! He groaned as he felt her soft young hands touch his cock, drawing it out from his pants and stroking.
"Oh my goodness Norman," she murmured. Norm looked down and was also surprised to see that his cock was hard as a rock, Sabrina's olive skinned hands gliding up and down the erect length of him. He could hardly believe it, perhaps he hadn't been impotent all these years, or perhaps it was the incredible beauty of the young woman on her knees in front of him that had aroused him to full erection, the wonderful feel of her lips, her hands and her full breasts.
"Are you sure you want me to put this thing in my mouth Norman?" Marge asked, a tone of dubious disgust in her voice.
"Yes!" groaned Norm, "don't talk, just suck it!" He didn't want his wife's nagging voice to ruin what could be the sweetest experience of his sixty-six year. The beautiful gypsy leant down, her tongue slipping past her full red lips and gently fluttering over the huge throbbing head of Norm's erect penis. He gave a deep moan at the touch, her tongue swirling over the head and tasting the tiny drop of precum that had emerged there. She made a slight face at the taste, and then once again licked around the end of his cock, treating it as if it were a Popsicle.



"Just relax and do what comes naturally," said Norm, hoping Sabrina knew how to suck cock better than the completely inexperienced Marge and that perhaps some of that skill would naturally emerge if Marge relaxed her hold on the beautiful medium. Norm groaned as her tongue licked down the underside of his hard shaft, slurping it's way down to his balls, which she began to gently tease with the very tip of her agile tongue. "Oh that's good!" groaned Norm.
Norm looked down in amazement as Sabrina nuzzled against the base of her penis then sucked one of his tight testicles into her warm mouth, her tongue doing indescribably wonderful things to him. He groaned in delight as she moved over to his other testicle, giving it the same tender treatment. The sultry gypsy then worked her way back up the length of his cock, nibbling and licking 'til she reached the throbbing head, which she kissed tenderly, her lips feeling just as soft and good on his penis as they had against his mouth.
Sabrina then moved her mouth forward, letting the end of his cock pry her lips apart and the hard shaft slide inside her hot mouth. Norm cried out in arousal as he felt his cock actually slip inside the beautiful young woman's mouth, a hot wetness, better than anything he had ever experienced, enveloping him. Sabrina kept moving forward, Norm's hard cock sliding across the length of her tongue as she worked the tight seal of her lips about half way down his penis and the head of his lodged into the back of her mouth.
"Oh fuck that feels so good Sabrina!" Norm groaned in ecstasy. Suddenly the pleasure stopped. Norm looked down, fearing that the busty young woman had regained control of her body.
"Marge!" she snapped.
"Huh?" Norm's lust-filled mind was a bit slow.
"You called me Sabrina," his wife's voice growled, she didn't look happy, although having the lovely woman glare at him with her eyes closed was almost comical. "Perhaps this was a mistake," she said, her face softening. "We shouldn't use this young woman's body like this."
"No wait!" Norm quickly cut in as he saw his chance of a blowjob slipping away before his eyes. "I'm sorry, I just got carried away."
"I don't know Norman..." she replied suspiciously.
"Please!" Norm almost begged. "I want to share this with you Marge. It feels so good to connect with you again."
"It is me you're connecting with, isn't it Norman?" Marge said a slight hint of menace in her voice.
"Yes, of course honey," Norm said quickly, his cock was so hard it was aching!
"Okay Norman," Marge said after a long moments consideration. "I'll continue, but if I think for one minute that you're taking advantage of this nice young lady..."
"Trust me Marge, it's you I want," Norm quickly lied. "Now put it back in your mouth."
She nodded and then dipped her head back down into his lap, taking the end of his hard cock into her mouth and starting to gently suck on him.
"Oh yeah, that feels great Marge!" gasped Norm, careful to use his wife's name this time. The lovely gypsy's mouth started to slide up and down his cock, her head bobbing as she sucked on the top end of him, her soft hand reaching up and stroking the base of his cock at the same time, practically jerking him off into her hot mouth.
Unable to resist the opportunity, Norm reached down with one hand, past the sucking woman's head, his hand reaching under her body to cup one of her heavy breasts through the material of her white dress. Norm murmured in appreciation as he squeezed the amazingly large orb, feeling it's weight and warmth as her mouth worked wonders on his cock. The overjoyed Norm slipped his hand inside the front of Sabrina's dress, his cool hand finding her bare breasts beneath, she was not wearing a bra. He gave a moan as he handled first one, then the other large melon, squeezing Sabrina's huge tits as she energetically sucked on his cock.
Norm murmured in appreciation as Sabrina's mouth started to move faster over his cock, her full lips seemed to squeeze against his cock as she rapidly slid them up and down sending shivers through him. His other hand reached down to join the first inside the front of Sabrina's dress, taking a massive, soft melon in each hand and kneading them vigorously. "Oh yeah!" groaned Norm, his fingers sinking into her large boobs, "keeping sucking!" Norm gave Sabrina's hard nipples a pinch and then released her breasts, leaning back in his chair and closing his eyes, luxuriating in the wonderful sensations that Sabrina's lovely mouth was giving him.
"Don't stop!" he breathed, reaching for her head and running his fingers through Sabrina's jet-black hair, amazed at how soft it felt. Overcome by lust, Norm's hip lurched up off the seat of the chair, almost of their own accord as he thrust his cock upwards to meet the movements of Sabrina's mouth, the busty gypsy moaning slightly as his cock pushed against the back of her mouth. Norm groaned, using the hands entwined her luxurious black hair to push down on the top of her head and push her lips further down on his cock.
"Oh God!" gasped Norm as he pushed Sabrina's head down into his lap, shoving more of his cock into her hot mouth. Sabrina didn't seem to gag or protest at the invasion, either because she was a skilled deep-throater, or maybe because she had no control over her body. Norm kept pressing down until he felt the head of his cock push into her throat, her lips pressed right against the very base of his cock and her nose in his pubic hair. "Oh fuck!" Norm let out a deep groan as he held her head on his cock, her throat felt like it was squeezing the end of his cock. "Jesus that's good!" he gasped, releasing Sabrina's head. The sultry medium immediately drew back to the head of his cock as he released her and her tongue swirled over the head of him as she held him just inside her mouth.
Norm sunk back in the chair, breathing heavily as Sabrina toyed gently with his cock, he'd never experienced anything like this, she was incredible. With a groan Norm reached out for her again, gripping a handful of her hair on top of her head and dragging her mouth back down his cock. He once again pulled her hard down into his lap, his cock surging right into her willing throat till her chin rested against his balls.
Unable to hold back, Norm held Sabrina's head in both hands and drove her mouth up and down over his cock, pretty much fucking her mouth as if it was a vagina. Sabrina obligingly moved with him, showing no signs of discomfort as the old man used her mouth to satisfy his yearning. He shoved his cock into her throat again and again, her nose smacking against his belly as he grunted and panted above her.
"Oh fuck me!" Norm let out a roar as he pulled Sabrina down on him and he started to cum violently. His hips surged up against her compliant face as his cock spurted directly down the beautiful fortuneteller's throat. Sabrina seemed to eagerly swallow all of his seed as Norm orgasmed, cumming like he had never cum before. Spurt after spurt of thick semen burst from his pleasured cock, filling Sabrina's mouth as she swallowed and sucked at him. Norm's grasp on Sabrina's head loosened and she started to bob her head up and down on his shooting cock of her own accord, using her tight lips to wring every drop of his seed from him, her tongue lapping it all up.
Norm sunk back in his chair, panting from the effort. He watched as Sabrina gently kept suckling on his still hard cock, her eyes still closed, as Marge possessed the beautiful woman's body. Norm's cock gently pulsed, throbbing on Sabrina's tongue in the final twitches of his climax.
She sucked him completely dry and then made sure to lick his cock clean before finally releasing his now flaccid cock from the warmth of her mouth.
"Did you like that?" she asked, Marge's voice interrupting Norm's satisfied bliss. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand as she sat back on her chair.
"Oh God!" he groaned appreciatively. "That was absolutely incredible," he told her as he stuffed his very spent cock back into his pants.
Suddenly a blissful, exultant expression of relief flooded Sabrina's face and her head started to slump forwards. Then her body twitched slightly and she blinked, her eyes coming open for the first time since Marge had possessed her body.
"She is leaving," said Sabrina, Norm sensed that it was Sabrina's own voice speaking this time. "I can sense your wife's peace." Sabrina frowned as she encountered a strange taste in her mouth, what on earth could that be?
"Wait!" exclaimed Norm abruptly, causing Sabrina to actually jump in her seat.
"What?"
"Bring her back! I need to do one more thing before she leaves," he said urgently.
"Her soul is at peace," Sabrina said, slightly alarmed by Norm's insistent tone. "Whatever was business was keeping her is finished, she moves to the other side."
"No!" Norm persisted, "you must bring her back."
Sabrina nodded in surrender, "very well." The buxom medium closed her eyes and once again reached out for Marge's spirit, making the same strange humming noise she had made the first time she'd summoned Marge.
"What is it Norman?" snapped Marge's demanding voice. "I could feel my soul leaving, why did you drag me back to this limbo?"
Norm breathed a sigh of relief. It wasn't too late, "I need one more thing from you before I go," he said.
"What?" Marge asked impatiently.
Damn it, he thought to himself, if he'd just given Marge eternal peace and rest, then the least she could do before she left was help him have some more fun with this gorgeous young gypsy. "I want to fuck Sabrina," he said firmly.
Marge/Sabrina raised one eyebrow. "Norman Palmer you perverted old goat! You did take pleasure from this helpless young woman! How dare you take advantage of the situation?"
"Oh shut up Marge!" he snapped with irritation. "You got what you want, now I want what I want."
"Norman!" Marge gasped in horror.
"Oh quit whining! If you don't do what I want then I won't let you leave."
"You wouldn't!?"
"I would," he replied firmly, not giving an inch. "Either you put out or you're doomed into limbo."
Marge blustered for a moment, trying to think of a way out of it, murmuring a few choice swear words under her breath.
"Very well," she said at last.
Norm grinned broadly, actually rubbing his hands together in excitement. "Stand up," he ordered the voluptuous fortuneteller. God she looks hot! Norm thought as he admired Sabrina's slim hourglass figure, her flowing white dress clinging to her incredibly sexy body in all the right places. His soft cock actually tingled as he remembered how those large, succulent jugs of her's had felt in his hands.
"I can't believe you're making me do this Norman," came the voice of his wife, making Norm wince.
"Take off the dress," he commanded. "And try not to talk," he added, "your nagging voice ruins the illusion."
She angrily bit her lip and reached behind her back, unzipping the dress. Taking a deep breath she let the gown fall from her body, displaying herself for the horny old man. Norm moaned softly in awe, beneath the dress Sabrina only wore panties, a pair of white satin bikini style underwear that were cut high over the hip, accentuating her long toned legs and perfectly flat stomach. Standing there in only her panties, the beautiful young woman looked like a supermodel. Or perhaps a porn star.
Norm stood up and approached the near naked beauty, his hands rising up to cup and squeeze her large breasts. "God you're beautiful!" he breathed. His cock was already growing between his legs in anticipation of having this gorgeous young woman's body to use as he pleased. He squeezed and kneaded Sabrina's big tits for a few minutes, then leant down and captured one nipple in his mouth, sucking heavily. He moaned as he pressed his face against the firm pillows of her boobs, she was all his!
"Are you gonna fuck me or not?" demanded Marge, eager to be set free.
Norm sighed at the interruption, but his cock was now fully erect again, just from touching this beautiful psychic's rack. For the past ten years he'd thought he was impotent, now he'd managed to get an erection twice within minutes for this perfect female specimen.
Norm crouched down in front of Sabrina and peeled down her panties, the gypsy's naked pussy revealed. "Wow," he breathed in admiration. Sabrina, it appeared, liked to keep her pubic hair trimmed. Her pussy was completely bare aside from a thin strip of dark hair above her cunt. He gazed at the young pussy for a moment.
"On your hands and knees," he said at last. Norm intended to fuck this goddess doggy style, something he'd never experienced but always wanted to.
She moved her head as if rolling her eyes, but with her eyelids shut Norm didn't notice. The beautiful gypsy then knelt down facing away from Norm on her hands and knees, her perfect ass presented towards him.
Norm shifted to his knees and shuffled up behind her, taking hold of his hard cock in his mouth. It had been ten years since he'd had any sex and today he was going to make up for that. Norm placed both hands on the firm cheeks of Sabrina's buttocks and gave the ripe young mounds a tender squeeze, her ass was just as good as the rest of her it seemed. He could spend all day worshipping this beautiful young woman's body, but decided he shouldn't push his luck with Marge, who knows how long the medium could actually hold her soul here.
Unable to resist, Norm bent down and kissed first one smooth buttock and then the other. Norm had been kissing Marge's ass for their whole marriage now he was literally doing it. Giving Sabrina's posterior one more slap he then lined himself up with the entrance to her pussy, visible between the perfect rounds of her ass. With a deep moan of fulfillment Norm pushed forward, slowly sliding his erection up inside the beautiful medium's cunt.
"Oh yeah!" he gave a deep groan as he kept pushing, burying himself within Sabrina, damn she felt so good! Her pussy clutched tightly at his throbbing cock as he eased it slowly back and forth, getting a feel for the wonderful pleasure her womanhood offered him. It had been so long since he had been buried in a woman, and never one so attractive. Despite his recent draining courtesy of Sabrina's willing mouth he doubted he could hold off for long within her pussy.
Norm took hold of Sabrina's slim, sexy hips, using them as leverage as he began to fuck against her ass, his hard cock sliding rapidly in and out of her tight pussy. Norm groaned as he pumped against the gypsy beauty, gazing down at her gorgeous bare back and the sight of the smooth globes of her ass as his cock pistoned between them. The old man leant over her, running his hands up her sides and reaching beneath her to seize her swinging breasts, squeezing and kneading the full, firm knockers as he thrust against her posterior. Norm's fingers found Sabrina's nipples and roughly pinched the hard buds. He then gave the large orbs one last squeeze before straightening up and fucking her with increasing speed and passion, each thrust driving her forward.
"This is so good!" he breathed, ramming the beautiful woman, his balls slapping as he drove his cock deep into her.
"Wh...what are you doing?" gasped Sabrina, she was breathing heavily, his hard and fast strokes obviously turning her on.
"Fucking you," he grunted between thrusts. "And I said don't talk."
"What's happening, oh my God!" she gasped, her body undulating over his cock, her back arching as Norm bucked against her from behind.
Norm then realized that it wasn't Marge's voice, his wife had somehow slipped from Sabrina's body while he'd been busy fucking her.
"Oh God Norm!" gasped Sabrina, overwhelmed at suddenly regaining consciousness in the middle of being fucked by the older man. "What are you doing?"
"Not...oh...much...ah yeah...longer," Norm moaned, thrusting even faster.
"Oh God!" Sabrina's head flipped back, her long hair flying as she screamed out in orgasm, her whole body heaving, pushing back onto Norm's pumping cock as she started to cum. "Keep going!" she gasped, almost writhing on Norm's cock.
Encouraged by her apparently positive reaction Norm slammed harder against Sabrina, he could feel his orgasm coming and didn't hold back, driving faster and faster, the friction on his cock immense as Sabrina climaxed on him her pussy clutching at his thrusting shaft.
"God you feel good Sabrina!" gasped Norm, it felt good to be able to call the beautiful fortuneteller by her real name without Marge snapping at him. Sabrina barely heard him however, her pussy pushing backwards to meet his thrusts as she moaned and gasped.
Norm gave a grunt and thrust deep, his cock bursting inside the lovely young woman, his cum shooting deep within her.
"Oh Norm!" gasped Sabrina as she felt his cock twitching and pulsing inside her.
Norm bellowed in pleasure as stabbed his cock within her, his eyes rolling back as he orgasmed. "Yes!" he gasped, his buttocks tensing as he spent his load. The two of them moaning and gasping in joint ecstasy.
When he was finally spent Norm pulled out of Sabrina, the naked, buxom medium gasping as his cock left her.
They both got dressed in a somewhat embarrassed silence, neither speaking or meeting the others eye, although it didn't stop Norm from sneaking more than few peaks of Sabrina's glorious body as she got dressed again.
"I...um...thanks for helping out," Norm said with a blush. "Me and er...Marge got things sorted out."
"Glad to help," Sabrina replied as she reached around behind her back and zipped up her dress.
"I'll be off then," Norm said rather lamely as he headed for the door.
"Bye then," Sabrina bit her lip. "Um, Norm?"
"Yes?" he asked, pausing at the doorway.
"If you um...want to, you know, speak with Marge again then come and see me," she said, smiling.
Norm grinned, "I think I might take you up on that Madam Sabrina."
THE END
Note to readers: I hope you enjoyed 'The Final Kiss Goodbye', if the story's theme sounds vaguely familiar that's because I wrote this one as a tribute to one of my all time favorite stories on Literotica, 'Psychic Marcos' by tryanythingtwice. I highly recommend you check it out, it's hot! I toyed with the idea of having Madam Sabrina being a fraud and faking the possession but decided it was more fun to leave Marge in control, hope you liked it and thanks for reading. GT.
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Dwayne gave a strangled moan of pain as he burst through the front door of his house, one hand clutched to his crotch and an expression of absolute agony painted over his face. With shaky steps he hurried up the single flight of stairs and rushed into his bedroom. He almost fell onto his bed and hurriedly unbuttoned his jeans, tugging them down to his knees. His boxers soon followed and he looked desperately at his genitals, the source of his pain.
His cock was fully erect and an angry red color. But what was most alarming was his testicles. Dwayne's balls looked huge and swollen, approximately four times their normal size. They had a dangerous red-purple color and he could see the inflamed veins pulsing.
"Ahh shit that hurts!" groaned, lying back on the bed, his eyes watering in anguish.
He gave another pitiful moan of pain, then his balls burst...
***
Trish Stratus aka Agent Slut, newly trained secret agent, distractedly looked up from the huge nine inch that filled both her hands. She was kneeling before a well-built young man with spiked blonde hair, and was busy stroking his hard cock. But the man's attention was fixed on the couch behind them where a muscular black man was pounding away at a big titted, dark haired bimbo doggy style as a camera crew recorded the action.
Trish had been sent in undercover onto the set of the porno movie "Cocksucking Holly And The Motel-Room Of Doom" to see if The Chief's suspicions of weapons smuggling on set were correct. According to the research done by Agent Bond, the film's director was peddling ground to air missiles to terrorists right off the film's set. Trish had managed to get a job as a fluff girl who prepped the male actors for their scenes with the busty Holly. It was the perfect disguise to keep an eye on the director, and hopefully catch him in the act of making a sale.
Dirk, the blond porn star that Trish was working on, impatiently grabbed the top of Trish's head and pulled her face down into his lap, his impressively sized cock, spearing between her lips and driving right into the back of her mouth. Trish had spent the last couple of hours on her knee's servicing a number of men, she was very glad for the kneepads the film company's health and safety people had insisted she wear.
"Mphff!" murmured Trish as her mouth was sudden stuffed full. Not wanted to blow her cover, Trish immediately started to suck on the huge penis, her tongue swirling around the head as Dirk pushed her up and down on his manhood, using the tight noose of her lips to fuck his cock.
"That's it honey, get me hard," he breathed, reaching down past her bobbing head to grope at one of her huge round tits through the plain white t-shirt she wore.
Dirk worked her mouth for about ten minutes, Trish doing her best to twist her head to keep an eye on the movie director as the big blonde porn star jammed his cock repeatedly between her lips.
Suddenly Dirk pulled out and shoved Trish aside, his cock impressively hard as he rushed onto the set. Dirk and the black man immediately lifted Holly into an uncomfortable looking double penetration position as the cameraman zoomed in for close ups.
"Hey babe, come over here a moment," the director called over to Trish, he then shouted out a rather half hearted direction at his fucking actors as Trish hurried over to his side. "What's your name babe?" he asked the busty blonde when she reached him.
"Trish," she replied with her most winning smile.
"I'm feeling a little tense Trish," the director told her. "Would you mind terribly?" he asked her, gesturing vaguely down towards his lap.
Trish frowned a moment, not catching his meaning immediately. Then it clicked. "Oh right!" she exclaimed in realization. "Of course sir," Trish dropped to her knees and unzipped the director, pulling his cock out from inside his slacks. He was already hard and Trish gave his cock, which was considerably smaller and uglier than Dirk's, a few strokes with her soft hand before bending her head down into his lap and sucking the erect penis into her warm mouth.
"Ahh, that's great babe," moaned the director in appreciation, running his fingers through her hair as she began to bob her head and slurp away at his stiff member. "I've just got a little business to take care of babe," he explained to her. "Just be a good girl and keep sucking okay?"
"Mmokaf," mumbled Trish as the director's cock grew to full erection between her talented lips.
"Glad you could make it Mr Dobson," said the director to his newly arrived business associate. The director's hand was on top of Trish's head, pushing her face down onto his cock and stopping the busty secret agent from being able to get a look at the new man.
"Quite an operation you have here," Mr Dobson noted. Between the directors legs Trish listened carefully, at the same time sucking harder and faster, knowing that if she could get the director off she might be able to actually see what was going on. "So where are the missiles?" Dobson asked. If Trish's mouth hadn't been very full she would have whooped for joy.
"Where's the cash?" the director replied, he pushed Trish right down on his cock and she almost gagged as her nose was suddenly tickled by his pubic hair, his cock lodged right into her throat. "That's good babe," the director murmured quietly at her in appreciation.
"Two million," Dobson replied. Between slurps Trish could hear the sound of a briefcase being opened.
"Perfect," the director replied, patting the top of Trish's head. She wasn't sure if he was referring to the two million dollars or her blowjob. "The missiles are in the van parked outside," the director told Dobson, handing him the keys.
"Pleasure doing business with you," Dobson replied.
"The pleasure's all mine," the director replied, stroking Trish's cheek.
Trish suddenly jerked her head out of the director's lap, his cock popping from her mouth as she jumped to her feet. She pulled a tiny gun from it's concealed hiding place on the side of one of her kneepads and pointed it at the two men.
"You're both busted!" she told them as they looked at her in absolute astonishment.
***
"This is a very grave situation and time is of the essence," The Chief explained to Trish Stratus, who was seated in his office getting the briefing for her next mission. She was still wearing the tight white t-shirt, skimpy shorts and kneepads she had worn as a fluff girl, having got called back to the Agency for an urgent top secret mission. It was about 4am in the morning and Trish would have much rather have been asleep in bed.
"I'm ready to do whatever I can," Trish assured the Chief.
"Dwayne Scanlon, aged eighteen, son of Senator John Scanlon died approximately two hours ago through burst testicles," The Chief explained, he tried to get the mental image of Trish on her knee's sucking his cock out of his mind, but those kneepads just stirred his imagination.
"Burst testicles?" Trish repeated in surprise. "I've never heard of that happening."
"Neither have we," agreed the Chief. "Gadget has done an autopsy on the Senator's son and it appears the cause of the rupture was an inorganic virus."
"Inorganic virus?" Trish asked with a frown.
"A man made killer bug."
"Oh right," she replied, smiling sweetly. Trish always hated the briefings where the Chief used lots of big words.
"Some sicko has created a particularly nasty virus and we have reason to suspect it's not an isolated case of infection," the Chief told her.
"Where's the virus originating from?" Trish asked.
"We're not entirely positive, but we have Agents infiltrating various places that Dwayne frequented before his death. We want you to go undercover into his school, Riverside Highschool," The Chief told her.
"Today?" Trish said, looking disappointed.
"Yes that's right," he confirmed. "Why, you have somewhere better to be?"
"But it's Valentine's Day," the busty blonde complained. "I was supposed to have a date with Jimbo."
The Chief sighed. "Sorry Agent Slut but there's more important things to worry about. Whatever happens, we don't want this virus spreading," he said. "Do whatever you have to do to stop this madman as quickly as possible. This is a shoot first, ask questions later operation."
Trish nodded, "understood."
"Now head down to see Gadget, he'll give you your cover and tell you what little we know about this virus."
"Okay sir, on my way," Trish stood up and headed down to the lab. She'd been looking forward to her romantic date with Jimbo for the last two weeks. Oh well, she sighed to herself, duty calls.
"Hi Gadget," Trish greeted the scientist as she entered his lab.
"Hello Patricia," Gadget greeted her, licking his lips as he eyed her expansive chest in the tight fitting white t-shirt she was wearing. Gadget handed her a small pile of clothes, "Try this on, it's your disguise."
Trish took the costume from Gadget and headed behind the screen at the back of his lab, quickly stripping off and getting dressed into the outfit he had supplied. She was mildly surprised to see that it was a nurse uniform. It consisted of a very short white dress that was shorter than any mini-skirt Trish owned and sported a plunging neckline, white stiletto heels that surely a real nurse wouldn't be able to walk in and white mid thigh stockings with a full garter belt and suspenders, the top of which was visible beneath the short hemline of the dress. A small white hat completed the outfit. Once she was dressed Trish wasn't quite sure if she was going undercover in a school or if she was going back onto the porno movie set.
"Perfect Patricia!" Gadget said enthusiastically as she stepped out from behind the screen. He obviously approved of her outfit anyway.
"So what exactly am I supposed to be?" Trish asked doubtfully.
"You're the school nurse for Riverside Highschool," Gadget told her. "An exclusive, all boys school on the wealthy side of the city. We've arranged for the usual nurse, a Mrs Martha Donoghue to call in sick for tomorrow, you're her replacement."
"Oh, okay," said Trish. She had to admit that a school nurse was the perfect cover for investigating a virus, anyone who was sick would come to her first of all. "So what are the symptoms of this virus?"
"Well in the extreme case ruptured testicles and death," Gadget replied gravely. "Before that the victim will enter a state of extreme arousal, penile erection. His testicles will swell considerably. We believe that young Mr Scanlon's testicles were approximately three to four times their usual size."
"Ouch."
"Indeed," agreed Gadget.
"Is it contagious?" Trish asked.
Gadget shook his head, "No, I believe not. We suspect the virus is spread through either ingestion or injection."
"Ingestion?" Damn, thought Trish, another big word.
"Orally," Gadget tried to explain.
"Blowjobs?"
"No," Gadget almost choked. "Eating or drinking something containing the actual virus, it can't be spread via fluid contact or the like, so whoever started this virus is administering it directly to the victims."
"Oh right," Trish couldn't help but blush. "And is there any cure?"
"We're not sure," Gadget admitted. "The lifecycle of the virus is definitely short so if the body can endure for more than several hours we believe the virus will die off. But the testicles don't seem to be able to endure that amount of swelling."
"Is there anyway to slow down the effects?" Trish asked.
Gadget cleared his throat. "Well we ah..that is, we think that ejaculation will reduce the swelling and give the sufferer enough time to outlast the virus."
"Ejaculation?" Trish really had to get herself a dictionary.
"You know, cumming, shooting a wad, blowing their load, orgasming?" Gadget helpfully suggested. "I can show you if you want?" he added hopefully.
"Oh. No that's okay I know what you mean," replied Trish to Gadget's disappointment.
"Well you'd better get on your way to Riverland Highschool," said Gadget. "The principal, Mr Patel is expecting you."
***
"Thank you very much for coming on such short notice Miss.." Mr Patel, principal of Riverland Highschool greeted his new school nurse.
"Stratus, Trish Stratus," Agent Slut replied. Mr Patel was a short Indian man with a bushy black moustache and the creepy way he was eyeing her up in her sexy uniform made her a little uncomfortable. Not that she could really blame him though, the outfit that Gadget had selected was rather revealing.
"I don't think you should have too much trouble today Miss Stratus," Mr Patel told. "I'm sure the boys will be too busy writing notes to their Valentines to have the time to pretend to be sick to get out of exams."
Trish smiled, "I'm sure I'll be fine."
The principal led her through the hallways to the nurse's office, fortunately it was still pretty early so there were only a handful of students in the hallways. Those that were there eyed the slutty nurse in amazement as she walked along, high heels clicking on the wooden floorboards.
Mr Patel unlocked the nurse's office door and guided Trish inside with a gentle hand on the small of her back. "I'm sure everything you need is in order. If you need me I'll be in my office," the principal lingered a moment to once again take in the sight of Trish's expansive cleavage in her low cut dress, he then sighed softly to himself and hurried back to his office.
Trish looked around her new office for a moment and then took a seat at her desk. She crossed her long legs, the hem of her dress riding up above her stocking tops showing her suspender straps. Trish tapped her manicures nails on the desk and sighed. Oh well, she thought to herself, I guess now all I can do is sit and wait for the sick boys to arrive.
As it turned out, she didn't have long to wait. At about 9:30am there was a rather timid knock on her office door.
"Come in!" Trish called out, rather nervous herself as well.
The door opened and a young man walked through the door. He looked like he was one of the seniors, around eighteen with sandy blonde hair and a freckled face that was filled with a pained expression. The boy halted as he took in the sight of Trish in her sexy nurses uniform. He'd been expecting Mrs Donoghue's matronly figure not the curvy goddess that was before him.
"Nurse?" he asked, his knee's sagging slightly.
"Yes, yes, come in," said Trish, gesturing for the boy to sit up on the bed. "Mrs Donoghue is sick today so I'm here to look after you."
"O..okay," the boy said as he climbed onto the bed with a grimace. The sight of this blonde bombshell in place of the usual school nurse did little to soften his raging, virus-induced erection.
"What's your name honey?" Trish asked as she put a palm against his forehead. He was burning up.
"Skip," the teen replied, his voice shaking slightly as Trish stepped close to him, her ample bosom less than a foot from him. He couldn't help but look down at the gaping front of Trish's sexy uniform, her deep cleavage left bare by the low cut neckline of the dress.
"How old are you Skip?" Trish asked putting a couple of fingers against the side of his neck, checking his pulse. His heart was racing.
"Eighteen," he replied, directing his question into Agent Slut's cleavage which he was unable to tear his gaze from.
"What seems to be the problem Skip?" Trish asked him.
"Ummm..." he stammered nervously now. How could he tell such a beautiful woman his balls were killing him? "It..ahh.."
"You hurt?" Trish asked, sensing his reluctance.
Skip nodded, his eyes glued to the way her considerable chest rose and fell with each breath she took.
"Your groin?" Trish asked hopefully.
Skip's face blushed a deep red, causing his freckles to almost glow. "Ahh.." he stammered for a moment.
"It's okay," Trish assured the nervous teenager. "You can tell me, I'm a trained nurse."
Skip continued to blush and then silently nodded.
"I need to take a look Skip," Trish said, trying to sound as comforting and unthreatening as possible. "Is that okay with you."
The blush spread to the tip of Skip's ears. "Okay," he replied softly, shuffling nervously on the edge of the bed.
Trish slowly reached out for the front of Skip's shorts, unbuckling his belt and then started to unzip his fly. She could see Skip visually shaking as she opened his pants, revealing a bulging pair of white y-front underwear.
"Oh God!" moaned Skip, Trish wasn't sure if it was from embarrassment or from relief at his tight shorts being released.
Trish bit her lip and pulled down the waistband of Skip's underwear, his rock hard penis sprang out, bobbing wildly a mere foot from Trish's face. As she peeled his underwear down beneath his testicles she couldn't help but gasp at their size. His balls were huge, about the size of tennis balls and looked a very painful bright red color.
"Oh my!" Trish said, quite startled by the sight. "Are they always this big?" she asked as she reached out and gently cupped his huge testicles in her soft palm.
Skip whimpered at her touch. "Ummm.. not like this. Can you help me nurse?" his tone was almost begging as Agent Slut tenderly toyed with his heavy balls.
Trish swallowed, remembering what Gadget had told her about the virus. The only way to help young Skip and relieve his swelling was for him to cum. "Yes I can," Trish said, rather nervous herself now as well. "But you'll have to trust me, and not tell anyone."
Skip nodded. "Okay, anything, just make them stop hurting."
Trish continued to carefully play with Skip's testicles, her other hand reaching out and touching the hard erection above them. Skip gasped loudly as Trish's fingertips stroked up the hard length of his cock, she gently stroked the head and then moved back down, gripping her delicate hand around the rigid shaft of his cock and giving it a firm squeeze.
"Oh God!" groaned Skip as he released what the voluptuous nurse was about to do. Her cool hand felt incredible as she slowly started to rub her palm up and down on his hard cock.
"That's it honey," Trish said encouragingly. "I'm gonna make all the pain go away. Just lie back and relax and enjoy," she soothingly told him, starting her handjob in earnest.
Skip looked on in amazement, the pain in his groin completely forgotten as he watched the drop dead gorgeous school nurse jerking him off. Her soft hand was a blur over his cock, sending pleasurable sensations rocketing up and down his spine. He watched the way her substantial bosom jiggled and shook with the effort of jerking his cock, her ample tits looking as though they were going to burst from the low cut top of her dress.
"Oh wow!" the boy moaned, this was incredible.
"You haven't had any injections in the last day or two have you?" Trish asked, slightly out of breath from the effort. The young teen's cock felt hard as steel in her hand.
"No, oh God, don't stop!" he moaned. "That's it!"
"Have you eaten at any restaurants or takeaways?" Trish asked, trying to get a clue as to the cause of the virus.
"No, oh..oh..oh God!" Skip suddenly thrashed backwards on the bed, his hips jerking up off the table and his back arching as he exploded. The boy shouted out with relief as Trish continued to stroke his jerking cock. "Oh God!" he groaned.
Trish's eyes went wide as she felt the boys cock pulse in her hand, she could feel the cum shooting up the length of his penis and then it burst from the tip. The first thick rope splattered onto Trish's forehead as she leant over him, stroking his shaft. Trish kept stroking but leant back to dodge the next burst, which flew several feet high into the air. The blonde secret agent couldn't believe how hard he was cumming.
"Oh..oh..oh!" panted Skip as incredible quantities of cum burst from his twitching cock.



His orgasm lasted a full minute, his young body thrashing on the table as his shot bucket loads of sperm from his penis. Trish continued to milk his erection in her soft hand, draining every drop from his and watching in amazement as his swollen testicles shrunk with each spurt. When he was finally drained Skip lay back on the bed, gasping for air, both him and Trish covered in his cum.
"Oh my goodness!" Trish murmured in shock. "Do you always cum like that?"
Skip shook his head, too worn out to breathe.
Trish let the teenager rest for a few minutes as she cleaned up herself and him as best she could. She also got Skip to write down everything he'd eaten and drunk in the last two days, but unfortunately nothing looked suspicious or out of the ordinary.
Skip had only been gone about quarter of an hour when there was another knock on her office door. It seemed business was brisk today.
"Come in!" Trish called out to the newcomer.
The teenager who entered looked older than Skip had been, he was a big dark haired lad dressed in one of the school's sports team jackets. He was tall, a few inches over six feet and quite heavily muscled for his age, obviously one of the football players.
"You the nurse?" he asked, rather demandingly compared to Skip's timidness. Trish's sexy body and revealing outfit was also not lost on him, despite the pained expression on his face.
"Yes, come in and sit down on the bed here," Trish said, patting the edge of the bed where Skip had been.
The bulky football player nodded and sat down, not noticing the cum-stains that remained on the blanket from Skip's eruption. His eyes were too busy taking in the sight of Trish's mind-boggling bustline.
"What's your name honey?" Trish asked.
"Chad Kozlowski."
"What can I do for you Chad?" Trish asked.
"Well, it's a little awkward really," Chad began hesitantly.
"It's okay, you can tell me. I'm a professional," she assured him as best she could.
Chad nodded. "My balls hurt something wicked ma'am." As he said it he reached down and rubbed his crotch through his trousers.
"I'm going to have to take a look Chad," Trish softly told him.
"Fine by me," he agreed, standing up and unzipped his slacks. He let them drop to his ankles Trish's eyes went wide as she saw he was wearing a black g-string beneath. "Ahh," he blushed a moment. "I forgot I had that thing on. My girlfriend bought it for me, Valentines and all," Chad explained with a shrug.
Trish smiled in understanding. "That's okay, I'm wearing one as well," she told him.
"Oh my," Chad replied, his voice breaking slightly. His already uncomfortably hard cock twinged at the mere thought of the sexy nurse's panties. He paused a moment, realizing he was erect and not wanting to take off the last of his coverings.
"It's okay honey, I've seen hundreds of men naked," Trish told him with complete honesty.
Chad shrugged again and then tugged off his skimpy g-string, his erect cock popping free. He sat back on the bed, his cock pointing up towards Trish and his huge swollen balls dangling beneath.
"Is it always that big?" Trish asked in amazement, this time she wasn't referring to his balls which were swollen in a similar state to what Skip's had been, but to Chad's cock, which was massive. He looked over ten inches in length and proportionally thick, the tip was glistening with precum and his huge penis almost looked about the right size for his inflated testicles.
"No, and they fucking hurt!" groaned Chad, assuming the nurse was referring to his balls.
Trish licked her lips as she eyed up Chad's massive cock, it was stiff as a board, the tip had also leaked a drop of precum which glistened in the overhead light of the nurse's office.
"Have you had any injections in the last few days?" Trish asked him as she reached out and gently ran her fingers up the underside of his long penis.
Chad jumped slightly at her touch. "Ahh...no ma'am," he replied.
"I'm going to make it better," Trish told the big teenager as her soft bare hand gripped his cock. "I'll make the swelling go down."
"You gonna jerk me off?" Chad asked in surprise as the busty nurse started to stroke her hand up and down on his hard cock.
Trish hesitated a moment, she wasn't sure if she should be straight up with the teenager or not. "Umm, yes, it will relieve the pressure in your testicles that is causing the swelling."
"Cool!" Chad said with a big grin as Trish resumed her stroking of his cock. He leant back on the head and gave a moan of pleasure as her soft hand rapidly moved up and down the length of his shaft. Trish's other hand gently toyed with his balls.
"What have you eaten and drunk today?" Trish asked, breathing quite heavily from the exertion of jerking him off.
"Ahh, had fruit loops for breakfast, grabbed an apple as well, oh yeah that's the stuff!" he groaned as Trish stroked him. "Um had some chocolates earlier on, valentines day and all. Grabbed a drink from the water fountain as well."
"Which fountain?" Trish asked.
"The one by the gym, I had to stop by and see the coach before class."
That was a few more possibilities for Trish to consider, she now wished she had questioned Skip a bit more thoroughly. Trish sped up the movements of her hand she wanted to investigate a few things, and maybe track Skip down again, but first she had to get rid of Chad.
"Does that feel good Chad?" she asked him, her hand starting to get a little tired.
"Oh yeah, don't stop!" Chad said with a moan.
Trish swapped hands and stroked even faster. "Are you close?" she asked him.
"Not yet, keep going," he urged, watching closely as Trish's heavy bosom jiggled inside the gaping bustline of her nurses uniform. Unable to help himself he gingerly reached out with one hand and gently stroked across Trish's expansive bust.
Trish gave a sharp intake of breath as she felt Chad's fingertips run across her breasts, but she didn't object, deciding that it might help him get off faster. Her hand was already pretty tired from working on Skip so she could use all the help she could get.
"Do you like them?" she asked as his hand brushed her chest a second time.
"Huh?" Chad asked, his hand snatching back.
"Do you like them? My breasts."
"Oh yeah!" Chad replied with a moan.
Trish stopped jerking at his cock and reached behind to unzip the back off her dress. Chad gave a little whimper as her hand left his cock.
"Oh wow!" he breathed as Trish let the dress drop to the floor. Beneath the scant dress Trish wore a sexy white bra and g-string and full stockings, garters and suspenders.
"Shall I take off my bra as well?" she asked. "Will it help."
"Uh-huh!" Chad said with a nod.
Trish reached behind her back to the clasp of her bra, the action causing her back to arch and her chest to jut out towards Chad. The young football player groaned at the mind-boggling sight, Trish's massive tits only a few feet away from him. He'd seen a couple of the cheerleaders topless, but this was something completely different.
"Oh my God!" he groaned as Trish pulled off her bra and her huge breasts fell free. They were massive and perfectly round melons of flesh that made his mouth go instantly dry and his swollen balls tighten.
One of Trish's hands returned to Chad's cock, whilst the other grabbed his hand and drew it up to her bosom. "You can touch them a bit if you want," she offered, resuming her handjob.
"Oh wow!" he gasped, giving Trish's big boob a squeeze as she rubbed his cock. Trish could feel his cock twitch as he touched her breasts and she increased the pace of her stroking. Chad gave a soft moan as he lifted his other hand to her breasts, taking one large melon in each hand and squeezing eagerly.
"That's it honey," breathed Trish as the football player kneaded her large, firm tits with both hands. "Cum for me Chad," she urged.
Chad groaned as he pinched her nipples and then pushed her big tits together, watching them well up between his hands. He'd never handled a pair this big and firm, they were perfect.
"Are you close?" Trish asked him, her arms burning.
"Not yet, but don't stop!" Chad said, jiggling her boobs with his hands, watching the way her titflesh shook and quivered.
"I've got an idea," Trish said after a moment longer. She reached up and pried the teenager's groping hands off her tits, taking the bulky orbs in her own hands as she bent forward and wrapped them around Chad's rock hard prick.
"Oh man!" gasped Chad as her soft tits closed around his cock forming a tight sheath. The busty school nurse was going to titty fuck him!
"You like this?" Trish asked seductively as she started to rub her big tits up and down his hard penis.
"Oh fuck yes!" gasped Chad, his cock felt incredible enveloped in those lovely hooters. Trish moved rapidly up and down, now practically jerking him off with her tits instead of her hands. She squeezed the huge funbags tighter around his shaft and he gave a loud moan, a drop of precum appearing on the head of his cock. Unable to help herself, Trish's tongue flicked out, capturing the droplet of cum.
At the electric touch of her tongue Chad cried out and his cock exploded. Trish gasped as she felt his cock pulse inside her cleavage, she could almost feel the cum shooting up the length of him. Chad shouted out as a huge wad of cum erupted from the tip of him, shooting straight up under Trish's chin and splashing over her neck, chin and upper chest, giving her an instant pearl necklace.
"Oh God!" he groaned as another massively heavy load of cum burst from his climaxing cock. Trish resumed the movements of her tits around his cock, knowing she had to milk as much of the cum as she could from him. And he was cumming in bucket loads.
"Oh God! Oh fuck!" Chad moaned, arching backwards onto the bed, his cock humping up against Trish's chest as more of his thick white cum shot from his cock. The football players orgasm was even bigger than Skip's had been, lasting close to two minutes and about twice the quantity of sperm eruption from his thrashing cock.
"Wow!" breathed Trish when the teenager at last finished and lay back on the bed, panting heavily. "I take it that wasn't normal for you?" she asked, stepping back. She could see that his testicles had shrunk considerably.
"Never like that," he said, sounding dazed.
Trish grabbed a towel and handed it to Chad, then reached for one herself. Her face and chest was absolutely coated with Chad's semen and she wondered briefly if the virus would transfer to her through all the cum she seemed to be wearing.
Once they were both cleaned up and Trish had got her dress back on (this time she didn't bother with her bra), she sent Chad on his way back to glass and made herself a coffee.
Trish had barely drunk half her coffee when there was yet another knock on the door. She gave a sigh, this school nurse business was busy work!
"Come in!" she called out, setting aside her coffee and standing to greet her new patient.
The boy that entered was shorter than both Skip and Chad and wore trousers, a collared shirt and a bow tie. He had had black horn-rimmed glasses and buckteeth. The teenager was pretty much a stereotypical nerd. His reaction to the sight of the sexy school nurse was similar to that of Skip and Chad, halting in his tracks and staring open mouthed.
"Come in and sit down on the bed here," Trish said, smiling at the nerdy teen as he entered her office. "What'd your name honey?"
The nerd swallowed nervously, his eyes roving over Trish's sexy body. "Um..Ricky."
"My name's Trish. What seems to be the problem then Ricky?" asked Trish, she was now slipping easily into her nurse routine.
Ricky blushed a little. "The same as Skip," he said, looking down at his knees and not meeting Trish's gaze.
"You've spoken to Skip?" she asked the nerd in surprise.
"Yeah, he said you made it better Trish," Ricky nervously told her.
"Skip told you how I fixed it?"
Ricky looked up at her, his expression eager, "yeah."
Trish smiled. "Well let's take a look then."
Without having to be asked, Ricky unzipped his trousers and pushed them down to the ankles of his feet as they dangled off the edge of the bed. His white y-front underwear immediately followed his trousers and sure enough he was sporting a raging erection and a pair of heavily swollen testicles. With three cases in such a short time, there was no doubt in Trish's mind that the source of this virus was Riverside Highschool.
"Are you going to give me a handjob like you did to Skip?" Ricky asked with an excited grin.
"It's the best way to make the swelling go down," Trish confirmed, stepping up to Ricky.
"Cool!" he enthused as she lifted his cock up and briefly examined his swollen balls. The nerd gave a loud moan as Trish's soft hand encircled his hard erection and she began to stroke him. Trish's arm still ached from jerking off Chad and Skip so she hoped Ricky would not last as long.
"This is great nurse!" groaned Ricky as her hand rubbed up and down his cock and he stared down into her cleavage, her large braless breasts jiggling inside her revealing uniform.
"What have you had to eat or drink today?" Trish asked him, breathing heavily as she jerked off his cock.
"I had porridge for breakfast with a cup of tea and I had some chocolates earlier on as well," Ricky said, moaning softly as her wonderful hand worked his cock.
"Chocolates?" Trish said in surprise.
"Yeah, Valentines ones," he said with pride, it wasn't often that the nerdy teen actually got anything for Valentines Day, but this year was an exception.
Trish stopped the movements of her hand, much to Ricky's disappointment. Chad had eaten Valentines chocolates as well. She stepped over to her desk and checked the list that Skip had written out for her. Sure enough he'd also written down chocolates.
"Who gave you the chocolates?" Trish said urgently.
"My Valentine," Ricky smugly replied.
"Who?" demanded Trish.
"Miss Cooper, my English teacher," Ricky replied with a frown.
That was it! Miss Cooper was poisoning the students with Valentines Day chocolates. "I've gotta go!" Trish said, her mind racing. "Which room is Miss Cooper's?"
"11B," Ricky said in confusion. "You're not going to leave me like this are you?" he asked in a worried tone, gesturing towards his swollen erection.
"Shit!" Trish swore, she didn't have the time to waste, but Ricky was right, she couldn't leave him like that, the virus could kill him. Trish hurried back in front of Ricky and grabbed his cock, stroking it rapidly and roughly.
"Ow!" gasped Ricky at her urgent treatment of his erection.
"Sorry," Trish apologized, forcing herself to slow down. "Are you close?"
"Not yet."
Trish bit her lip thoughtfully. "Okay Ricky," she said softly, licking her lips. "I'm going to try something else. But you can't tell anyone about this."
"Um, okay Trish," Ricky replied doubtfully.
To the nerdy teens absolute shock and delight, Trish bent forward into his lap and swiped her tongue around the head of his cock. He gave a loud moan of pleasure at the touch of her tongue. Trish bent lower, running her hot tongue down the underside of Ricky's long shaft and then gently lapping at his balls. Trish then kissed each testicle and worked her tongue back up to the tip of his cock, using all her oral skills on the young man to get him off as quickly as possible.
"Oh God!" groaned the geek as Trish's wonderful mouth closed around the head of his penis. The busty blonde secret agent began to suck heavily on the end of his cock as her hand continued to stroke his cock near the base, practically jerking him off into her sucking mouth.
Ricky moaned with pleasure, his cock felt so good in her warm, wet mouth. He hunched his hips up off the bed slightly, trying to push more of his cock into the gorgeous school nurses mouth. Trish seemed to sense his need and removed her hand, leaning down further and taking more of his cock into her mouth.
"Oh God!" repeated Ricky as he watched his cock disappearing between Trish's full red lips. The busty blonde sucked him right down to the base, letting the head of his cock slip into her throat as she pressed her lips around the very base of his cock. Ricky gasped, close to cumming as he felt her pretty nose press against his pubic hair. This was by far the best thing that had ever happened to him.
Trish began to bob her head over Ricky's lap, plunging his cock in and out of her mouth and throat rapidly, practically fucking him with her mouth. Ricky gave a sudden grunt of lust as his cock burst and cum flooding into Trish's sucking mouth. No stranger to blowjobs, Trish immediately began to swallow. She knew from watching the previous two boys orgasm that there would be a lot of cum. The busty blonde gulped and swallowed as fast as she could, drinking down the nerd's copious semen before it could choke her.
"Oh God!" Ricky fell back on the bed, his hips bucking up off the bed as he came, load after load of thick white sperm shooting into the nurses swallowing mouth.
Trish almost gagged as she gulped down the thick white cum, she could barely keep up with the monster ejaculation. Would the geek ever finish? Ricky's cum dribbled from the corners of Trish's mouth as she drank his massive load, like Skip his ejaculation took over a full minute to finish, and Trish almost felt bloated by the end. The busty blonde had never drunk so much cum like that before.
Coughing and wiping her face with a towel, Trish hurried for the door, she had to track down Miss Cooper and stop the virus!
"Wait!" called out Ricky. "Why do you want to find Miss Cooper so much?" he asked her curiously.
"Her chocolates are what's causing all this!" Trish exclaimed, disappearing out the door.
"Miss Cooper poisoned me?" Ricky murmured to himself as the busty, cocksucking nurse vanished. "The bitch!"
Trish struggled to run down the hallway in her high heeled shoes, almost falling a couple times as she dashed towards room 11B, watching the room numbers on the doors as she hurried past.
"Don't run in the hallways!" boomed a voice from behind her. Trish skidded to a stop and looked back to see the principal standing against the wall, slightly hunched over and holding his crotch. "Oh, Nurse Stratus, sorry I thought you were a student," Mr Patel said, grimacing in pain.
"Are you okay Mr Patel?" Trish asked with a look of concern, was it possible he'd been infected as well.
"Just some mild discomfort," he assured her. "I'm on my way to see the doctor right now."
Trish frowned, although she could hardly afford the time, she also couldn't let Mr Patel die from the virus. "You're ah...testicles, are they inflamed?" she asked, somewhat tentatively.
"How did you know?" Mr Patel asked her suspiciously.
"There's a virus sweeping through the school," Trish replied, very conscious that she should be chasing down Miss Cooper. "I've had three cases already come through my office." The high-heeled school nurse hurried over to the principal and crouched down in front of him. "Let me check you out," she offered, reaching up to unzip the front of his pants.
Mr Patel gasped in surprise and retreated a few steps, "What, right here?" he said, glancing around and hoping there were no students in the hallway.
"I'm sorry," she apologized. "But time is of the essence, the virus is fatal and we need to act fast."
"Fatal?" the principal gasped in surprise. Trish shuffled closer and again reached for the front of his pants, standing above her, Mr Patel couldn't help but stare down into her impossibly deep cleavage, the tingle that shot through his balls at the sight didn't help.
"Yes, but I know how to slow it," Trish said as she yanked down Mr Patel's trousers and underwear, not caring about his modesty. Beneath his hairy balls were inflamed just like the three students had been, and his thick brown cock was fully erect.



Mr Patel stammered in embarrassment as Trish grabbed hold of his thick erection and started stroking it. "Miss Cooper was your Valentine?" Trish asked him.
"No," Mr Patel replied with a groan as Trish handled his hard cock.
Trish frowned, could it be possible she had guessed the source of the virus incorrectly. "But you had some of her chocolate right?"
Mr Patel blushed, "How did you know that?"
Trish smiled, she was still on track. "You need to ejaculate, it'll slow the virus," Trish explained, jerking on the principals cock as he glanced nervously up and down the hallway.
"I...um, I'm not sure we should be doing this Nurse Stratus," he stammered anxiously.
"Just relax and cum for me," breathed Trish in a husky voice, no wasting any time she dipped her head forward and swallowed the head of the principals cock in hot mouth.
"Oh fuck!" groaned Patel, sagging slightly at the knees as the sexy nurse started giving him a blowjob, this was like something out of a porn movie, or one of those letters to Penthouse, or one of those erotic story websites he occasionally visited from the school's computer lab after hours.
Trish's head bobbed rapidly over the principal's cock, sucking his shaft right the way into her throat and driving him absolutely wild. The busty blonde's tongue swirled around the head of his cock, licking up his precum before the tight noose of her ovalled lips once again slid down his shaft until it reached the very base of his cock, Mr Patel's hairy, swollen balls resting on Trish's chin.
"Are you almost ready to cum for me?" asked Trish, breathing heavily with the effort of her urgent blowjob as she temporarily pulled her mouth of his cock.
"No, but that feel's fantastic, keep going," urged Mr Patel.
Trish frowned, "we need to hurry, what about if I let you fuck me?" she offered.
"Yes, yes!" the principal nodded quickly in agreement. "That will help."
Trish stood up and bent over at the waist, bracing herself by leaning on the lockers against one wall. The back of her short dress rode up, revealing her sexy, g-string clad ass.
His cock trembling and dripping with saliva, Principal Patel stepped up behind the replacement school nurse and grabbed her shapely ass with both hands, squeezing her incredibly firm buttocks. His hands kneading the resilient flesh he leant his hips forwards and stabbed at her panty clad crotch with the head of his hard cock.
"Quickly!" insisted Trish. "No time for foreplay just cum in me!"
Unable to suppress a grin of excitement, the principal hooked a finger into the back of Trish's g-string and tugged the string of lingerie aside, unveiling her pussy. With a lustful grunt, his hands still firmly planted on her ass, Mr Patel thrust his hard cock deep into her cunt. Trish groaned as he pieced her, the principal immediately starting to pump against her, his cock hammering rapidly in and out as he tried to fulfill her request and full her with his cum. His bloated testicles swung beneath him, slapping against Trish with each surge of his hips.
"Oh my goodness you feel tight," he gasped, pistoning in and out of Trish's pussy, shoving her against the lockers with each thrust of his hips. He slapped one of Trish's toned buttocks as he fucked against her, his cock plunging deep into her with every surge, her tight pussy creating an incredible friction.
"Faster!" Trish managed to grunt, the Indian man's cock actually felt good lunging into her pussy, all the cocks she had handled today had got her a little frustrated.
"Oh my goodness!" Mr Patel repeated, slamming against the buxom blonde nurse.
"Cum in me!" gasped Trish.
"Oh my goodness!" the principal grunted loudly as he shoved his cock up into her pussy and it began to spurt. He humped against the bent over secret agent, thrusting into her as wave after wave of his orgasm burst out into her pussy.
When Trish felt the principal's explosion she pushed back with her butt and shoved him off her, a sticky arc of cum shooting out from his cock as he fell back and splashing over her buttocks. Leaving the principal still in the throes of orgasm, his swollen balls finally relieved, Trish hurried on her way down the hallway, tugging the hem of her dress back down over her cum splattered buttocks as she raced towards Miss Cooper's English class.
11B was the second classroom from the end of the hall, without pausing, Trish burst into the room, interrupting a discussion on King Lear that Miss Cooper was running.
"Can I help you?" murmured Miss Cooper in surprise, raising one eyebrow at the appearance of the skimpy clothed nurse. Eileen Cooper was in her late twenties and very attractive so she'd had no problems attracting a horde of potential young valentines. She had long blonde hair that was tied back in a bun and a pair of stylish black-rimmed spectacles. She was dressed conservatively in a knee length skirt and a white blouse, the clothing just tight enough to give a hint of the womanly curves beneath.
"Don't play innocent with me bitch!" growled Agent Slut. "I'm onto you! I know it was you that poisoned those boys with the Valentines Virus!"
Miss Cooper gave Trish a look of shock and looked for a moment as though she was going to protest her innocence. Then her face changed to an angry glare and she stood up, "What are you going to do about it Slut?" she demanded.
Trish frowned, "you know my codename?"
"Codename?" Miss Cooper frowned, "No, I'm calling you a slut, look at that dress you're wearing after all!"
"You bitch!" snapped back Trish, closing the gap between her and the English teacher.
"Slut!" repeated Miss Cooper, they were now standing right in front of each other.
"Bitch!"
"Slut!"
Miss Cooper launched herself at Trish, knocking her backwards against the blackboard, her long nailed fingertips trying to scratch at the busty secret agent's angelic face. Trish caught the teacher's wrists and held her dangerous looking nails away from her face, she pushed back and they fell backwards on top of Miss Cooper's desk.
"Ah!" Eileen Cooper gasped as she was slammed back onto the desktop, sending books and papers flying as the wind was knocked out of her. Trish was immediately upon her, leaping onto the desk and trying to pin her hand above her head with one hand, whilst she yanked on a handful of the teacher's hair with the other. Eileen cried out in pain as the secret agent pulled her hair of the tidy bun and wrenching painfully on it, both women's long, stocking-clad legs intertwining with the others as they rolled about the desktop.
"Get off me you slut!" yelled Eileen, twisting her body and rolling sideways, Trish was thrown off the edge of the desk, landing heavily on the floor.
Miss Cooper leapt to her feet as Trish groaned in pain, the teachers hair was disheveled and the front of her blouse ripped open, revealing her rather large breasts encased in a sensible white sports-bra. Seeing her chance to escape, Miss Cooper immediately made a dash for the door.
Trish got to her feet, the hem of her dress up around her waist and saw the evil teacher disappearing out the door.
"Get back here you bitch!" she yelled, kicking off her high-heeled shoes and running after her, leaving a rather stunned classroom full of students behind.
As Agent Slut burst out the classroom door she saw Miss Cooper running out through the front door of the school building, heading towards the car park. Without hesitation Trish rushed on in pursuit.
"Nurse..help me, please!" came a pitiful groan from the door right next to the exit.
Trish skidded to a halt to see that the doorway led into the janitor's closet, where an old white haired black man, wearing a pair of blue overalls knelt on the floor holding his crotch in both hands. "Help me nurse!" he gasped through his clenched teeth. He was obviously in considerable pain.
What a time for an interruption! Knowing she would have to be quick or lose Miss Cooper, Trish rushed into the janitors closet and immediately unzipped the old janitors overalls.
"Wh...what?" he stammered.
"Shut up and trust me!" snapped Trish impatiently as she reached into the front of her overalls and fished out his erect black penis. It was huge. She didn't have time to explain the virus to the janitor, she just had to get him off and then hope Miss Cooper hadn't got far.
"What's your favorite type of sex?" Trish hurriedly asked the janitor as she peeled off her g-string.
"What are you taking about lady?" the confused and aching man asked.
"Quickly, your favorite type, doggy style, oral, what?"
The janitor didn't know what this strange white woman was on about but it was certainly starting to sound interesting. "Anal," he answered, curious to see how far she would go.
Trish sighed in irritation, that figured, she thought to herself as she got down on her knees and faced away from the janitor. The back of her skirt was still hiked up, revealing her perfect ass to the man, a splatter of dried cum on one buttock courtesy of Principal Patel. "Fuck me up the ass then," Trish told the janitor urgently, "and be quick!"
The old janitor didn't need to be told twice, if a pretty, big-titted white woman was offering her ass to him, who was he to say know. His big cock was already cock hard and dripping with precum so there was no preparation necessary. Without any delay he thrust his cock straight up into Agent Slut's tight asshole, causing her to cry out in pain at the abrupt entry. He started to move his cock in and out of her rear, sliding one hand up along her side and reaching beneath her to cover one of her huge tits, squeezing the large orb through the material of her nurse's dress.
Grinning happily, the janitor started pumping his hips rapidly, fucking the pretty white nurse up the ass like all his Christmases had come at once. This was definitely his best Valentines Day ever!
***
Miss Cooper dashed across the schoolyard, glancing back over her shoulder to check where her pursuer was. Fortunately there was no sign of that slutty nurse.
Suddenly a wave of agonizing pain shot through Eileen's body, as though she'd been physically struck in the stomach. She immediately stopped and fell to her knees, crying out in pain.
"What the fuck is happening to me?" she moaned, clutching at her sore gut. The pain shot lower, between her thighs and she grasped at her crotch.
"Enjoying a taste of your own medicine," said a voice.
Eileen looked up to see Ricky, one of the nerdish students from her class standing above her. She frowned in confusion, what was happening? "What have you done to me?" she groaned, unable to help herself from reaching up under the hem of her skirt and rubbing at her panty-clad crotch.
Ricky smiled, "I poisoned your coffee with your own chocolates Miss Cooper," he told her. Whilst Trish had been tied up relieving Principal Patel, Ricky had gone straight to Miss Cooper's English class to get his revenge. "If I understand things correctly, if you want to live you need to have sex," Ricky told her, a rather sadistic grin crossing his face.
"Y...yes!" Eileen gasped. "Please, help me Ricky!"
"Why should I? You tried to kill me," Ricky replied, rubbing his own crotch tauntingly at his evil teacher.
"No, please, you have to help me!" begged Miss Cooper. "Fuck me Ricky! Fuck me!"
Ricky's grin widened and he unzipped his pants, pulling out his cock, left limp after Trish's enthusiastic blowjob. "I'll think about," he replied tormenting the woman that had almost murdered him. "In the meantime why don't you get me hard." He waved his flaccid penis around at her.
"Yes!" gasped Eileen, shuffling to Ricky's feet and reaching for his soft penis.
As her hand got close, Ricky turned his hips, moving out of her reach. "No, no Miss Cooper. Not with your hand, with your mouth."
"Okay Ricky, whatever you say," the lovely blonde hurriedly agreed as Ricky swung his hips back towards her. She leant forward, bracing one hand on Ricky's thigh, the other busy between her own thighs as she opened her lips and sucked the nerds soft cock inside her mouth.
Ricky gave a satisfied sigh as his teacher began to suck on his cock, her tongue swirling around his limp shaft and her nose pressing into his belly. He could hardly believe that he was having the second blowjob of his life right here in the middle of the schoolyard! Ricky reached down and pulled Miss Cooper's face harder into his groin, his cock beginning to grow in her desperately sucking mouth.
"That's good you evil bitch, suck hard because your life depends on it!" Ricky taunted her as his cock thickened on her tongue and he began to move his hips slowly, his cock rocking back and forth between Miss Cooper's full lips. "Is your pussy burning up?" he asked her, his cock almost fully erect.
"Mmmhumpf!" she agreed, nodded her head slightly.
"Don't talk with your mouthful!" snapped Ricky, he now had two handfuls of Miss Cooper's hair and was thrusting his cock repeatedly into her mouth, using her lovely orifice for his pleasure. He fucked her mouth for a few more moments and then released her, his cock finally rock hard and dripping with the teacher's saliva.
"On your knee's!" he ordered her, "and lift the back of your skirt up."
As Miss Cooper assumed the position, Ricky knelt down behind her. He lined the tip of his cock up with his teacher's red and swollen pussy lips and then slowly pushed his hard cock into her. Eileen Cooper gave a loud sigh of relief as her aching cunt was finally plugged by a hard cock, the virus-induced pain already dulling somewhat immediately.
Ricky held his teacher by her shapely hips and started to fuck her doggy style, right in the middle of the schoolyard. He looked over his shoulder and saw the school nurse stumble out of the classroom block, walking kind of funny as though she'd sat on a thumbtack or something.
As the nerdy teen thrust vigorously into Miss Cooper, Trish approached, cum still leaking from her ass following the massive load the janitor had deposited there.
"I've managed to subdue her Trish," Ricky said, shooting the nurse a wicked wink. "You can call the cops."
Trish couldn't help but laugh.
***
This was not her idea of a romantic date! Trish Stratus wasn't quite sure how this had come about, but late that very evening she found herself kneeling under the table at a posh Italian restaurant, slurping on Jimbo Bond's rather smelly cock as he slurped up a plate full of Spaghetti.
The plump secret agent reached under the table with one hand and patted her on the head as she bobbed up and down over his hard cock, letting it plunge deep into her throat with each bob of her head. Her jaw and wrist were aching after her busy day, after Miss Cooper's capture almost thirty boys had turned up at her nurses station, all claiming attacks of the Valentine Virus. Trish had helped each eighteen year old through the ordeal, although from the size of their loads she suspected that almost all of them were imagining the virus.
"That's it Trish, keep sucking, no one can see," Jimbo assured her, ignoring the looks he was getting from the other guests at the restaurant. "If you keep practicing like this, one day you'll be as good a cocksucker as Agent Hooters."
THE END
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Dirk Longsabre’s brow furrowed in frustration and he rubbed two fingers restlessly over the manly dimple on his strong chin. It had been a terribly boring and frustrating five hours work today, he just hadn’t felt like even turning up today. The fact he’d been asked to turn up at 5am hadn’t helped matters either, Dirk much preferred the more gentlemanly hours, usually not seeing the sunlight until well after noon.
“I think you’re ready now Mr Longsabre,” announced a pretty young girl as she lifted her head up from his lap, wiping her chin.
“Thank you Annie,” Dirk replied with a charming smile as the fluff girl gave the head of his fully erect 10-inch cock a last tender kiss. Dirk always liked receiving head from fluffers, who were always so obliging and diligent. Real pornstars tended to think they were above cocksucking and never put their heart into, unlike girls like Annie.
“You’ve got such a nice cock Mr Longsabre,” Annie added with a slight blush, her mouth watering at the memory of his manhood.
“And you’ve got a nice mouth,” Dirk winked at her and then stood up, making his way towards the film set, his enormous member, still glistening with the fluffer’s saliva, bobbing in front of him, almost as if it was leading the way. Waiting on the set was Dirk’s co-star Titanic Tabitha, laying spread eagled on a table. Fortunately she was named for her colossal chest, not due to any plumpness. Tabitha was actually quite slim, but her massive H cup mummeries had earned her the stage name Titanic. She also went down well, which Dirk suspected had something to do with the name as well.
“Action!” shouted the director as he saw the movie’s star approaching.
As Dirk reached the edge of the table where Tabitha lay and he took hold of her slim ankles, lifting her legs up onto his shoulders he heard her suck in a deep breath of anticipation.
“Are you ready for me wench?” he asked his busty co-star, lining his colossal dong up with her wet and ready pussy (she’d received some fluffing action of her own).
“Oh God yes Dirk!” Tabitha moaned. “Put it in me quickly!” she gasped, begging for his cock as if her life depending on it.
Dirk shot Tabitha one of his trademark winks and then tightened his grip on her ankles. With a skillful thrust he shoved his thick cock deep into the porn actress’s cunt causing her to gasp in pleasure. The cameraman zoomed in on the penetration as Dirk’s slim hips started to pump, his big cock smoothly thrusting back and forth into Tabitha’s clutching vagina.
“Oh Dirk!” groaned Tabitha, writhing on the table. “Fuck me Dirk, Fuck me!”
The room was filled with the sound of slapping flesh as Dirk pounded his buxom co-star. The endowed actor started to join Tabitha’s groans with a few of his own as the action started to build up towards the impending messy climax. Unable to help himself, Dirk’s hands dropped down from Tabitha’s legs and reached out towards her chest, where her immense tits were jiggling and shaking with each powerful thrust of Dirk’s hips. The well hung pornstar’s hands closed over Tabitha’s abundant H cups, his fingers sinking deep into the fleshy orbs and he started to knead and maul them in time with the surging movements of his cock inside her pussy. Dirk’s big hands failed to cover even half of Tabitha’s monstrous melons, but that didn’t stop him from eagerly doing his best to explore their entire circumference.
Not missing a beat with his pistoning hips, Dirk’s fingers seized Tabitha’s nipples, squeezing and twisting on them before lifting her huge hooters up by the nipples and shaking them across her chest, causing an impressive display of quivering, joggling flesh.
“That’s great Dirk!” called out the director. “I want to see the money-shot now!”
Perfectly on queue Dirk immediately withdrew from Tabitha’s cunt and took hold of his big cock. Keeping it aimed between the buxom pornstar’s creamy thighs he gave the thick rod a few rapid pumps in his fist before letting out a deep groan. Dirk’s cock twitched visibly in his hand and then a thick rope of sticky white cum burst from the end. His cum rocketed up across Tabitha’s prone body, splashing with textbook precision directly between her upthrust breasts and splattering her cleavage in semen.
The big porn actor sagged at the knees slightly and gave another grunt of pleasure as a second stream of his seed burst out of his convulsing manhood. This time the blast went even further, splattering directly onto Tabitha’s face. The busty actress gasped in surprise as her sexy face was suddenly on the receiving end of a facial.
“Oh Dirk!” she gasped as another heavy rope of cum hit her face. Dirk’s fourth spurt hit her stomach as his orgasm began to subside. The actor closed his eyes and leant forward to rest against Tabitha’s inner thighs as he wrung the last of his plentiful sperm out onto his co-star’s flat stomach.
“And cut! Perfect Dirk! That’s a wrap!” announced the director as the cameraman, soundman and fluff girl began a spontaneous applause at the actor’s impressive performance.
“Wow,” breathed Titanic Tabitha as Dirk stepped back from her, his prestigious manhood dangling between his well-muscled thighs as it began to gradually soften in it’s post-orgasmic state.
“Nice job,” Dirk said to his co-star as he reached for a towel to clean himself up with. Before he could lift the towel however a soft hand closed over his, stopping him.
“Please,” Annie the fluff girl interrupted, stepping between Dirk and the towel, “allow me.”
Dirk smiled and nodded his head in deference as the young woman dropped to her knees, running her silky palms down the outside of his thighs. Once she was at eye-level with his big cock, a single droplet of cum still leaking from the tip of the sticky organ, she ran her gentle hands back up the inside of Dirk’s thighs. One hand lifted Dirk’s long organ up towards her as her other softly cupped his swollen balls.
Annie gave a low moan of yearning as she leant in and licked the drop of cum from the slit at the head of Dirk’s talented cock, her other hand beginning soothingly massage of his spent testicles. Annie slid her tongue slowly along the top of Dirk’s sensitive cock, causing the pornstar to groan at her teasing. She then captured the head of his penis between her lips and slipped the sticky organ into her warm, wet mouth, bathing him in a restful warm.
The fluff girl held him there for a few moments, just letting her mouth fill with warm saliva and sending heat bathing through Dirk’s genitals, right to his balls. She then started to slowly move her full lips up and down his cock, even as it started to soften in her mouth. She tenderly worked his cock for a full five minutes, until she was completely satisfied that it was clean and she finally released it.
Annie gave his cock a final kiss goodbye and then sat back on her heels, a wicked grin on her face. “There you go Mr Longsabre, squeaky clean.”
“Thanks again Annie,” Dirk replied, patting her on the head. He then reached for his robe, wrapping around him as he headed for the showers.
“Um, excuse me Mr Longsabre,” said a tentative voice just before Dirk reached his dressing room door.
Dirk turned around to see one of the director’s assistants, Dean, a timid young man that pretty much ran errands for everyone on the cast and crew.
“Oh, hello Dean, what’s up?”
“Um, there’s a lady here to see you,” Dean nervously replied, gesturing over to the other side of the room, past where the camera crew was set up.
“Ah, must be a fan,” said Dirk as he saw a remarkably attractive blonde woman waiting for him. She was dressed in a pair of tight fitting white jeans and a pink blouse that from this distance looking quite clingy and low-cut. The way her bosom swelled out underneath her blouse told Dirk she was just the kind of fan he liked best.
Dirk thanked Dean and then headed across the room to meet his female admirer, still dressed in his robe with nothing beneath. As Dirk approached the woman he saw she was indeed beautiful, breathtaking actually. She would probably have made a fortune if she were in the business. Her long blonde hair streamed down past her shoulders, framing her angelic features with a halo of golden locks. As he had already noted, the clothing she wore was sleek and tight fitting, her long legs and expansive chest very nicely displayed in the snug jeans and the plunging neckline of her blouse.
“Good afternoon my dear,” Dirk greeted her with a trademark wink. “I’m Dirk Longsabre, it’s a pleasure to meet you.” A pleasure indeed! He thought to himself as he stroked the dimple on his chin and eyed up the woman’s bustline. Her tits were not as large as Titantic Tabitha’s H cups, but those were beyond ridiculous. She was probably more a D or Double D, ample and perky. Aching to be squeezed.
“My name’s Gretchen, thank you for seeing me, it’s of the utmost importance!” she said earnestly, almost as if her life depended on it.
“Ahh, a true fan,” Dirk said with a pleased smile when he heard the seriousness in her voice. He always liked to meet people that appreciated the work he did. His films weren’t exactly fine art, but he liked to think they were a cut above your standard girl-meets-pizza-boy skin flick.
Gretchen frowned as if his reply confused her, “a fan? No, I need to ask you some questions, this is a very critical situation.”
“Ask away,” Dirk said, his smile growing. “Oh, and before you ask, yes it’s real, all ten inches, 100% natural prime man-meat.”
“What?” the woman seemed even more confused, she shook her head as if trying to clear her thoughts. “Have you encountered anything strange lately? Anything out of the ordinary?” she asked, getting herself back on track.
What was she talking about? Dirk silently thought, she was a blonde though, so perhaps he should cut her a little slack. “No, nothing like that. And yes, I can last indefinitely. Perfect stamina, no camera tricks,” he added proudly. That was always what the female fans wanted to know, especially the pretty ones like Gretchen here.
“Nothing at all?” Gretchen insisted, pressing this strange line of questioning.
“I suppose you would like an autograph now?” he replied, ignoring her question.
“What?” the busty blonde stammered.
“Have you got any paper, I’ve got a pen,” he told her, pulling out a black marker from the pocket of his robe. He always kept one on him, you never knew when a fan would want an autograph. One lovely young fan had even approached him once when he was stopped in his car at a red light.
“Paper, no I don’t want…” she began.
“Ahh!” Dirk cut in abruptly, pointing a finger at her accusingly and grinning widely. “I know what you want,” he said, taking the lid off the marker.
“You do?” Gretchen asked, her voice showing some relief.
“Open up your blouse then,” he urged her.
“Huh?” Gretchen’s confused frown returned. “How will that…”
“Quick, quick,” Dirk hurried her. “I’ve got to hit the showers.”
“Okay,” the blonde replied uncertainly as she unbuttoned her pink blouse.
Dirk couldn’t help but gasp in appreciation as the young woman pulled her blouse open, revealing her mouth-watering tits encased in an ultra-sexy white lace bra. The lingerie seeming to barely cover past her nipples, displaying an ample portion of the swelling tops of her large, round breasts and pushing up the sizeable melons so that they jutting out invitingly, seeming to defy gravity.
Dirk licked his lips and then reached out with his left hand, seizing one of Gretchen’s heavy orbs in his palm. The right hand, still holding the marker pen, moved in and he began to sign his name across the extensive flesh of her breasts that was left bare above the cups of her bra. Gretchen gasped in surprise as Dirk wrote, his left hand taking the opportunity to give the wonderfully firm orb of her right breast a distinct squeeze. ‘Dirk Longsabre’, in black ink, now stretched across the beautiful blondes upper chest and cleavage.
“There we go my dear,” Dirk said gallantly. He gave her right boob one more squeeze and then released her, putting the lid back onto the marker before placing it back into his robe pocket. He then gave the stunned blonde a kiss on the cheek and headed back to his dressing room, leaving her standing their speechless.
“She’s star-stuck, poor dear,” Dirk whispered to Dean with a wink before disappearing out the door.
**
Dirk Longsabre gave a loud yawn as he pushed open the studio door and stepped out into the deserted carpark. It had been a long day on the set and he was glad to be finally done. He planned to stop by his favorite local bar on the way home for a beer and then call it a night.
Dirk made his way over to where his car was parked and unlocked the driver’s door. Aside from his penis, the car was his pride and joy. It was a flawlessly painted black ‘66 Mustang with a rather tacky red flame painted over the front end and a considerably enhanced V8 engine that had a very healthy sounding roar when Dirk planted his foot. The vanity plates on it read ‘DIRK’.
He was about to get into his car when he heard a sound from behind him. Turning he was surprised to see a woman standing in front of a car, he was sure the carpark had been empty, but how could he have missed her?
The second thing he noticed was the car she was standing in front of. It was a brand new Ferrari, blood red with black mags. The first thing he noticed was the woman herself. She was a goddess, drop-dead gorgeous. The stunning, raven-haired beauty was dressed in an ultra-revealing, slinky black cocktail dress, low cut to display plenty of her generous cleavage from between swelling breasts and slit up one thigh, almost to her hip, displaying an impossibly long leg in black stocking topped by a very sexy garter strap with a hint of her creamy bare thigh above.
You would think that by making a living fucking beautiful women all day Dirk would have little interest in women and sex afterwards. In fact the opposite was true, Dirk’s sexy profession merely stoked his lusts. He was a walking hormone, always after any pretty woman and well-curved chest that passed his way. The unexpected sight of the beautiful woman caused Dirk to pause, his mouth literally dropping open in surprise.
The woman shot Dirk one of the most sexy, ‘come-hither’ smirks he’d even been on the receiving end of. Then her dark pink tongue slipped out between her full lips and ever so slowly moved across her upper lip in the most teasing manner possible. Dirk’s cock lurched inside his pants at the sight of the woman’s tongue slowly licking across her lips. He couldn’t help but imagine what that tongue and those lips would feel like on his dick. Dirk let out a small whimper, he’d never felt so horny before in his entire life, he had to have this woman!
As if reading his thoughts the sexy woman in the black dress spoke. “If you can catch me…” she began, her voice a husky purr that made Dirk weak at the knees, “you can have me.” With that she turned and stepped down into the drivers seat of the Ferrari, the slit up the side of her dress falling open as she sat down and giving Dirk a good look at her long, stocking-clad legs and the creamy flesh of her bare thigh where they ended.
Had he just heard her right? Dirk blinked in confusion, the spell her appearance had cast on him seemed to vanish as his thoughts raced. Did she just say what he thought she just said? The roar of the Ferrari’s engine as she started it up seemed to knock Dirk out of his daze. The woman blew Dirk a kiss and then slowly started driving the Ferrari out of the carpark.
Dirk moved faster than he ever had before, leaping into his Mustang and fumbling with the keys in his haste to get the engine started. He finally managed to get the key into the ignition and his car burst to life with a throaty rumble of the V8 just as the red Ferrari was slowly pulling out onto the road.
Dirk threw off the break and slammed his foot down on the accelerator, the car lurching forward as he set off in pursuit of the mysterious beauty. Any thoughts of a cold beer and a warm bed had vanished from his mind, all he wanted now was this beautiful stranger.
The Mustang skidded out onto the road, wheels squealing as Dirk scanned the road for signs of the Ferrari. He quickly spotted it as he struggled to right his car’s skid, she was about a block ahead, still moving slowly through the traffic. Dirk smiled and rammed his foot harder down on the gas, shooting after the Ferrari. She seemed to see that he was finally behind her and the Ferrari began to pick up speed even as Dirk pulled closer behind her.
Dirk pushed the Ferrari up to 50mph, fast given the busy inner city street, and closed the gap to about three car lengths.
The next corner they came to the Ferrari skidded abruptly around the corner, smoothly taking the bend at the last minute. Dirk struggled to follow, his car had a higher center of gravity and he had less warning to react to the sudden turn. The Mustang’s wheels squealing in protest as he slammed around the corner, taking the turn in a wider arc that swung him out onto the wrong side of the road.
A pair of oncoming headlights and an angrily sounding horn caused Dirk to quickly swing back to his side of the road and he immediately stepped back on the accelerator, having lost a short distance on the corner. He saw the Ferrari shoot through an intersection ahead just as the lights turned red. Being dragged along by his impatient penis, Dirk didn’t bother to slow down, hitting the gas even harder and silently praying there was nothing coming from either side. A couple of horns and some skidding tires filled Dirk’s ears as he darted through the intersection, oblivious to the other traffic.
They were heading towards the outskirts of town, in the direction of the bay as Dirk once again started to gain ground on the Ferrari. The woman seemed to know just how to drive so that whenever Dirk would get close she would tauntingly find a way to pull away, and then gradually let him get closer once again.
“She’s definitely playing you Dirk,” he said to himself, but nonetheless he accelerated even faster as the traffic start to thin out. He was not going to let a delectable morsel like her get away.
The Ferrari swung down another sudden corner, taking it at high-speed down a thin alleyway between two buildings. His heart pumping with the thrill of the chase, Dirk yanked the steering wheel, turning his Mustang down the alley after her. The Mustang’s V8 gave a roar as he gunned the gas and rocketed down the narrow road in pursuit. Dirk winced as he smashed aside an overflowing rubbish bin that blocked part of the way, yet the Ferrari had somehow managed to avoid.
“That’ll leave a scratch,” he murmured as they skidded back onto a main road, narrowly missing a pair of pedestrians that almost walked out across the footpath at the end of the alleyway and had to leap back to avoid getting hit by the two cars.
The two cars burnt rubber, getting up to 100mph as they shot past city limits, the road opened up a little and allowing an even higher speed chase.
“Your dick is going to get you killed one of these days Dirk,” the sweating pornstar said quietly, as he watched the speed needle creep up to 120. He had no intention of slowing down however.
The road wound out around the edge of the bay as the two cars raced, once again each time Dirk got close to the Ferrari she managed to pull away again, frustrating him no end. Dirk noticed for the first time that his cock was hard as a rock inside his pants. The chase is definitely great foreplay, he had to admit to himself.
For the next ten minutes the two cars were engaged in a high speed duel, the distance between them rapidly fluxuating, but Dirk failing to gain the upper hand.



The Ferrari suddenly started to pull away with alarming speed, so Dirk pushed harder on the accelerator, their speed approaching 150 despite the fact they were heading towards what appeared to be a rather tight bend.
At the last minute Dirk slammed on his breaks, the Mustang fishtailing out into a spin as he desperately tried to stay on the road around the corner. As Dirk’s car spun around 180 degrees the Ferrari effortlessly disappeared around the corner and off into the darkness. The tires on Dirk’s car squealed as he finally came to a stop, rather shaken and his car facing around the wrong direction.
“Motherfucker!” Dirk punched the dashboard in frustration. Dirk prided himself on his driving skills, but the woman was obviously better than him. Dirk swore a couple more times and then shoved open his car door, jumping out with every intention of giving his back tire a good kick.
He didn’t make it to the back of the car however, moments after he had stepped out of the car something slammed into him from behind and he was thrown to the ground. Dirk grunted in surprise and rolled over, just in time as his attacker was immediately upon him.
Dirk threw up his hands, catching his attacker by the shoulders and narrowly avoiding the man’s claws from slashing out his throat. Wait a moment, claws? What the hell was attacking him? Surely not a man? Dirk didn’t have time to think however as he shoved his attacker off and rolled to his feet.
Dirk crouched low, his hands up, “I’m ready for you now motherfucker!” growled Dirk as he got a look at his attacker for the first time. Even in the dim moonlight Dirk could tell his attacker wasn’t human. The thing was short, probably around 4 and half feet tall, but was powerfully built. It actually looked a little like a gargoyle from an old building or something, but without the wings. “What the fuck are you?”
His attacker didn’t answer however, it lunged forward instead, clawed hands slashing towards Dirk. The big pornstar stepped backwards as the onslaught came and lashed out with his foot. Among Dirk’s many talents was ten years of Kung Fu. Dirk’s foot hooked up in a straight legged arc, coming up under the things swiping claws and slamming directly into it’s lower gut. The powerful kick actually picked up his smaller attacker, launching him a foot into the air and sending it backwards.
The creature shrieked in pain as it was thrown back. Dirk didn’t let up however, he stepped forward, following through on his kick with a thundering overhead swing of his fist, that came in a downward arc, crashing through the arm that the creature threw up to block with and slamming onto the top of the creatures skull, bringing it to it’s knees with a sickening crunch of bone. Dirk’s hips twisted and his knee’s bent, using his body’s momentum and torque, his other fist hooked upwards, smashing under his attackers jaw with incredible force. The punch lifted the creature back up off it’s knee’s and actually flipped it into the air, the beast performing a backwards somersault and landing with a splattering sound on it’s front, completely motionless.
Breathing heavily, his heart pounding with adrenaline, Dirk stood up. “What the fuck…?” he murmured as he looked down at the body of his assailant. Right before his very eyes the carcass burst into flames, rapidly burning to ash within only a few seconds.
“What the hells going on here?” Dirk whispered aloud. He looked around, half expecting another attack, probably this time from a vampire or werewolf or something equally strange. “I’ve gotta get more sleep,” Dirk shook his head in bewilderment, wondering if he had imagined this whole encounter. And what about the beautiful woman in the Ferrari, had that been his mind playing tricks on him as well. “Actually, scratch that. I’ve gotta get a beer,” he decided, scraping his foot through the small pile of ashes on the road in front of him before heading back to where his car was waiting, the engine still running.
CHAPTER TWO
“Damn, I needed this,” moaned Dirk as he took a long swallow, the bitter, amber liquid sliding delightfully down his throat.
“Tough day at the office?” remarked the barman as he refilled Dirk’s empty glass.
“You could say that,” Dirk replied, picking up his beer and taking another deep mouthful. He sat up on one of the barstools and surveyed the bar. To his surprise a beautiful blonde woman approached him, she looked strangely familiar, but his adventurous evening had addled his thoughts somewhat.
“We need to talk,” the woman said, sitting on the stool beside him.
Dirk’s eyes drifted almost of their own accord to the open front of the blonde’s pink blouse and the expansive display of cleavage on view there, he frowned as he saw a black mark on one of the swells of her plump looking breasts. Then he remembered where he’d seen her before, she was the fan whose chest he’d autographed early that day. “Who are you?” he asked, a little uneasy at seeing her again after the weird events of the evening. He vaguely remembered something about their bizarre conversation back at the studio. She had been asking him if he’d seen anything strange he recalled. At the time he’d assumed she was star-struck, but now he was rethinking that assessment.
“My name is Gretchen,” the blonde said, extending her hand to Dirk.
He gingerly took her hand and shook it, “Dirk, Dirk Longsabre.”
“We need to talk Dirk Longsabre,” Gretchen said. “I think there was some misunderstanding back at the studio,” her eyes flicked briefly downwards.
Dirk couldn’t help but grin as he remembered signing his name over her rather impressive bosom, “ah yes, perhaps there was,” he agreed.
“I need to ask you some questions, this matter is of the utmost importance,” Gretchen said, very seriously.
“What matter?” Dirk asked.
“Have you seen anything strange, anything out of the ordinary?” Gretchen asked him, ignoring his question.
Dirk frowned, “does this have anything to do with that creature that attacked me?”
The blonde’s eyes widened in surprise and she started to reply when they were interrupted.
“Are you Dirk Longsabre?” a voice asked eagerly. Dirk and Gretchen turned on to see an attractive red haired woman who had approached them. She was dressed in a pair of black hipster pants and a short white t-shirt that left the lower part of her flat belly bare. She looked as though she was in her mid-twenties.
“Why yes I am,” Dirk said with a big smile, a real fan this time!
“Oh wow!” the redhead almost squealed in glee. “I’m your biggest fan!”
“Is that so?” said Dirk, sounding very pleased with himself, he turned to further face the woman, for a moment forgetting Gretchen’s presence.
“I’ve seen all your movies,” his fan gushed. “You’re the greatest!”
Dirk’s smile grew even broader. “What’s your name my dear?” he asked, stroking his dimpled chin.
“Cathryn,” she said with a shy giggle.
“Pleased to meet you Cathryn,” Dirk said. He didn’t bother introducing Gretchen.
Cathryn hesitated a moment, biting her lower lip. When Dirk raised an eyebrow she leant in and spoke in a conspiratorial whisper, “Can I see it?”
Dirk’s other eyebrow rose. “See it?”
Cathryn licked her lips. “Your dick. Can I see it?”
Dirk grinned. He looked left and right, the bar was pretty quiet, there was no one around them, other than Gretchen. “All right Cathryn,” he agreed, reaching up and unbuckling his belt. The pretty redhead leaned in closer as Dirk unzipped the front of his pants, pulling this fly open to reveal a pair of black satin underwear that housed a substantial bulge.
“Oh my,” Cathryn breathed, her heart racing in anticipation as she eyed up Dirk’s package.
Still standing right next to them, Gretchen rolled her eyes at the crude display, she did however glance into the front of Dirk’s pants as he pulled them open.
“Go ahead,” urged Dirk, giving his pretty fan one of his trademark winks.
Cathryn clapped her hands together in excitement, then she reached down towards the open front of Dirk’s pants, biting her lower lip in concentration. Her small hand slipped inside Dirk’s open fly, her soft fingers stroking over the length of Dirk’s cock, feeling it’s warmth and thickness through his underwear. Her hand slid right down inside his hands, cupping his heavy testicles through his briefs and then sliding back up the length of his cock. Cathryn gave a gentle sigh and she traced his dick with her fingertips, then briefly ran her hand over his lower stomach, enjoying the feel of his washboard stomach.
Cathryn gave a moan as she then reached her other hand down into his pants and hooked a fingertip inside the waistband of Dirk’s underwear. She paused a moment, glancing around the bar to double check the coast was clear, and then pulled out the top of Dirk’s underwear. Cathryn gasped as she looked down and saw Dirk’s thick cock, semi-erect at almost 8 inches.
“Oh wow!” she breathed, absolutely gushing with excitement. Her hands trembling, Cathryn reached down inside Dirk’s underwear, her soft hand finally touching the pornstar’s naked penis. “Oh my God, it’s beautiful!” Cathryn moaned as she closed her fist around the middle of Dirk’s shaft, feeling his cocks heat as it twitched slightly in her hand. Cathryn gently stroked her palm up and down Dirk’s cock. “I can feel it growing!” she whispered, now reaching in with her other hand to gently toy with Dirk’s hairy balls, both her hands down buried to the wrists down the front of Dirk’s briefs.
“I can’t believe I’m actually holding Dirk Longsabre’s cock!” Cathryn said, taking his shaft in both hands and running them up and down it’s length as it rapidly grew to full erection, and entire ten inches. “And right in the middle of a bar,” she added with an excited giggle.
Beside them Gretchen’s eyes widened as she saw the size of Dirk’s cock, as much as she obviously disapproved of the crude display, she didn’t take her eyes off the open front of Dirk’s pants. The lovely blonde watched as Cathryn’s hands stroked Dirk’s impossibly big cock, the redheads small hands made him seem even bigger. Almost of it’s own accord, Gretchen’s hand started to reach for the front of Dirk’s pants as well, but she quickly snatched it back to her side when she realized what she was about to do.
Neither Dirk, nor Cathryn noticed however, Cathryn especially had her hands full and her eyes locked onto the mighty organ that filled them. The redhead traced one fingertip over the slit at the tip of Dirk’s cock, and then gently ran her fingers around the head of his cock. A small droplet of precum oozed from the tip, Cathryn swiped it away with her finger, bringing it to her lips and tasting him.
“Mmm, delicious,” she moaned, savoring the morsel on her tongue in a most seductive manner.
Cathryn looked over her shoulder, once again looking around the bar to see if anyone had noticed what was going on, and then, to Dirk and Gretchen’s surprise she squatted down for a closer look at the pornstar’s magnificent manhood. She leant in, her face only a couple of inches away, all the while she never stopped stroking his cock in her soft hands. By this point Dirk was enjoying her attentions and had completely forgotten about Gretchen.
Cathryn pulled down on his cock, angling it directly towards her, the movement causing his underwear to push down, completely unveiling his impressive cock and balls to anyone who happened to look their way. The redhead licked her lips and glanced up at Dirk, “Do you mind?” she asked with surprising timidity considering their positions.
Dirk knew exactly what she had in mind. “Be my guest,” he gallantly agreed, leaning back against the bar and letting out a blissful sigh.
Cathryn smiled and leant forward, her tongue coming out to swipe over the throbbing end of Dirk’s cock, tasting him. “You taste incredible!” she breathed in a husky purr, before leaning forward once again and running her tongue down the full length of his ten-inch shaft.
Dirk moaned in appreciation as she reached the base of his cock and then worked her way back up.
“Should you be doing this right here?” Gretchen hissed as she noticed a couple of the other patrons were looking their way and whispering.
“Shut up wench!” groaned Dirk as Cathryn’s lips closed around the end of Dirk’s cock and she sucked the whole head of his cock in her wet mouth.
The redhead bobbed a couple of times over his cock, taking him shallowly within her mouth before backing off to lick him once again.
“I’ve never had a cock as big as this,” the woman breathed, licking the head of him as if he were an ice cream. She paused only a moment before plunging her mouth back down on Dirk’s cock, this time taking him deeper. The big pornstar groaning in appreciation as Cathryn attempted to fit more and more of his cock into her sweet mouth. Her lips slid down Dirk’s shaft, taking around half his cock, her tongue fluttering over the underside of the hard shaft and causing Dirk to moan in appreciation. As a professional porn actor, Dirk had been sucked by the best in the business, but the excitement of the situation, getting sucked off in the middle of a bar by a practical stranger, made this blowjob seem the most erotic he’d experienced.
The woman backed off again, rubbing the sticky head of his cock against her chin and lower lip as she spoke. “Thank you so much for letting me do this,” Cathryn breathed, her tongue flicking out to toy with the tip of him. “My husband is going to be stoked when I tell him about this.”
Dirk gave a loud groan as she plunged her mouth back down on his cock. She was married! And she was actually thanking him! For letting her suck his cock! He moaned again and reached down, running his fingers through Cathryn’s red hair and urging her tempting mouth downwards. She gagged slightly at first, unused to Dirk’s considerable dimensions, then backed up and tried again. This time he was able to push a good three quarters of his hard cock into her mouth.
Cathryn’s hands slid up to grip the sides of Dirk’s hips and she started to bob her head faster over his cock, using her hands for leverage and practically fucking him with her mouth.
The big pornstar’s legendary stamina let him down, he gave a moan as he felt his approaching orgasm, his balls churning with cum. This was not a film shoot so there was no reason to even try to hold back. With a grunt and a thrust of his hips he unloaded into his fan’s obliging mouth. He tightly gripped the bar as wave after wave of sperm flooded Cathryn’s mouth and she struggled to swallow it all down.
“Oh yeah wench, that’s it!” gasped Dirk as he spent himself, her mouth sucking forcefully the entire time. Once he was finally done, Cathryn drew back, wiping the excess cum from her chin.
She stood up, a big, silly grin plastered on her face. “That was amazing!” she blurted, “I don’t know how to thank you for letting me do that.”
“I think you’ve thanked him quite enough,” remarked Gretchen dryly.
Cathryn seemed to notice Gretchen for the first time and she blushed deeply. “Oh my goodness, are you his girlfriend…I’m so sorry about getting carried away like that.”
“Heck no!” Gretchen hurried assured her, the mere thought of such an association with Dirk obviously horrifying her. “I happen to have some important business with Mr Longsabre. Now why don’t you be a good little girl and run along.”
Cathryn seemed to ignore Gretchen’s rudeness, leaning forward to kiss Dirk on the cheek as he finished buttoning up his pants. “Thanks again Dirk,” she whispered, before heading back across the bar, leaving Dirk and Gretchen alone.
“That hit the spot?” remarked Gretchen as the redhead departed.
Dirk grinned at the blonde, “If I didn’t know better I’d think you were jealous.”
“Of that woman? You’ve got to be kidding!” snapped Gretchen, her cheeks coloring slightly. “And trust me Mr Longsabre, I have no interest in your penis!”
“Please, call me Dirk,” replied the pornstar, still grinning broadly. “Now. What’s all this business about strange encounters and what-not?”
The blonde seemed to hesitate, deciding how to reply. “I’m on the trail of a fugitive,” she said at last. “And I’ve tracked either her or her servants to both your home and that studio where you were making a movie.”
“A fugitive?” he repeated in surprise. “Are you a cop or something?”
Gretchen shook her head. “Not exactly.”
“Bounty hunter?” he guessed.
“Sort of,” she replied vaguely, before he could ask more questions Gretchen asked one of her own. “You mentioned a creature that attacked you?”
“Yeah, this may sound a little strange, but I could have sworn it wasn’t human,” Dirk said, suddenly feeling rather silly.
Gretchen didn’t bat an eyelid, “what did it look like?”
“Well, it was short, under five foot, and it had claws. I couldn’t see too well in the darkness,” he told her.
“One of her servants,” Gretchen spat in aversion.
“Her? Who the hell is it you’re tracking?” Dirk asked, this was getting more and more interesting by the minute.
“What happened to the demon that attacked you? How did you survive?” Gretchen asked.
“Demon?” Dirk remarked. “You’re fucking with me aren’t you?”
“How did you survive the attack?” insisted Gretchen, still deadly serious.
Dirk frowned, she was pretty intense for a busty blonde, definitely not the airhead type he was used to, and all this stuff about fugitives and servants and demons? “Let’s just say that only one of us walked away from the fight,” Dirk said, unable to refrain from puffing out his chest proudly.
“You killed it?” she asked in surprise.
“Damn straight. With my bare hands. No one messes with Dirk Longsabre.”
“Where did this happen?” Gretchen asked.
“Out on the highway by the bay.”
“Thank you,” Gretchen turned and started to leave, Dirk reached out and grabbed her by the arm.
“Wait, that’s it?” he asked. “Where are you going?”
“The highway, by the bay. I need to pick up the trail,” Gretchen replied as if it was obvious.
“I’m coming with you then,” said Dirk.
“No, out of the question.”
“If that thing was working for someone else then I owe them a debt,” Dirk said firmly. No one messes with Dirk Longsabre and gets away with it.
“No, it’s too dangerous,” Gretchen replied firmly.
Dirk scoffed at this. “If a pretty little blonde like you is going alone then what make’s you think I’d be in any danger?”
Suddenly a bright white flash burst into Dirk’s vision, he blinked in surprise, trying to clear his vision. It only took a moment but when the light started to fade Gretchen had gone.
“What the fuck..?” murmured Dirk, rubbing his eyes. A few minutes ago he would not have thought it possible, but his night had just gotten weirder.
**
Nigel Dawkins had never been what you would call, ‘good with the ladies’. In fact you could go so far as to say he was pretty damn awful when it came to the fairer sex. Tonight however, was Nigel’s lucky night.
A little tipsy from two-beers-too-many, Nigel stumbled through his front door, his arm wrapped around the slim waist of an incredibly beautiful brunette. The gorgeous dark haired woman wore a short black cocktail dress with a plunging neckline that Nigel had spent most of the last hour staring into, admiring the upper swells of her not inconsiderable breasts.
“Home, schweet home,” slurred the middle-aged man as he led the woman into his lounge. She took a seat on his couch, crossing her long, sleek legs. The movement caused the slit up the side of her dress to fall open, revealing a substantial expanse of thigh. The dark haired beauty was wearing black stockings and a black garter, the strap of which was visible from the open side of her gown.
Nigel swallowed as he took in the mind-boggling sight, this was definitely his lucky day. “Would you like a drink?” he asked, his voice shaking slightly. Pausing for a drink was the last thing on his mind. He was aching to dive on the curvy beauty and rip that skimpy black dress right off her.



“Red wine,” she immediately replied. Her tongue seductively licked its way slowly across her upper lips, making Nigel go weak at the knees.
“Of course,” he squeaked before disappearing into the kitchen to pour them both a drink. He returned moments later, carrying two hastily poured glasses of cheap red wine. As he approached where the woman sat on the couch, her tongue repeated it’s seductive circle of her full red lips, and she uncrossed and recrossed her long, stocking clad legs. Nigel’s gaze, completely drawn to the creamy portion of firm thigh she exposed, missed his briefcase that lay discarded on a rug.
His foot caught the handle of the briefcase and in his drunken state completely lost his balance. With a yelp of surprise he tumbled forward, straight at his sexy companion. One glass of red wine flew sideways, the other went straight at the woman, splashing over her face, the glass itself narrowly missing her and flying over the back of the couch. Nigel meanwhile, fell headlong into the woman, landing straight in her lap, his face planting firmly into her expansive cleavage.
Finding himself with his face buried in a pair of the biggest, firmest tits he’d ever laid eyes on, Nigel froze. His hands now empty, the wine glasses long gone, he tentatively reached up and rested them on the beautiful woman’s slim hips. Nigel gave a gentle moan and slowly rubbed his face around in the warm softness of her cleavage, luxuriating in the feel of her pillow-like boobs against his face.
When she didn’t seem to protest, he got a little bolder, his hands sliding up her sides as his tongue came out and started to lick up the length of her deep cleavage. Nigel groaned and pressed the bulge of his crotch down onto her stocking-clad knee. His hands reached the sides of her substantial breasts and he squeezed them eagerly, at the same time pressing his face deeper into her bosom. Nigel had never handled such an impressive pair, he’d only been laid twice before and both times the women were flat-chested and unattractive.
The woman let Nigel feast on the tops of her breasts for a few more moments, his hands kneading the sides of her big knockers through her dress. The wine that had splashed on her face dripped down off her chin, dribbling onto her cleavage where Nigel immediately lapped it up. When she tired of his crude attentions she immediately shoved him sideways off her, so that he landed on his back beside her on the couch.
Panting with lust, Nigel looked up at the gorgeous woman. With red wine still dripping from her perfect features she almost looked like a lusty vampire, feasting on his blood.
She climbed up onto her knees on the couch, straddling Nigel’s lower legs. Without a word she ran her soft hands up his thighs, her long red nails almost like claws as they met over his crotch. Nigel gave a quiet whimper as she squeezed the swelling between his thighs.
“What do we have here?” the woman breathed, her voice husky. Her nailed fingertips traced the outline of Nigel’s cock through his trousers, and then she pressed both palms against the bulge and squeezed him firmly.
“Oh my!” gasped Nigel, her squeeze almost painful. Her fingers then curled inside the top of his pants. With a sudden yank she tore open Nigel’s pants, his eyes going wide as she didn’t pause to unzip him, but ripped the zip open, the button at the top popping off and flying across the room. She smiled broadly as she immediately reached into the torn front of Nigel’s pants, her warm hands slipping straight down inside the band of his underwear and seizing his cock, dragging him out into the open air.
“This is what I want,” she breathed, her voice urgent. She stroked Nigel’s cock in both soft hands, it was quite big, just under 8 inches in length. The woman’s sexy tongue licked her lips again as she gazed at his manhood.
“Oh God!” groaned Nigel as she suddenly dived forward and swallowed his penis in her warm mouth, bathing him in heat. In his two sexual encounters to date he had never had a woman go down on him, the feel of the raven haired beauty’s tongue against his cock and her hot, wet mouth enveloping him was incredible. Nigel leant back against the couch, moaning in absolute pleasure as her head bobbed up and down over his lap. “That feels marvelous!” he gasped, it almost felt as if her tongue was curled around his erection and squeezing him, but that of course was impossible.
She finally rose up, licking his taste from around her lips. “Magnificent!” she hissed, squeezing his cock in her hand as she moved forward, straddling his cock and grazing the head of him against her pussy.
“No panties?” Nigel gasped out, so overcome by lust that he was hardly able to think.
A droplet of red wine fell from the corner of her mouth, landing on Nigel’s chest as she slowly lowered herself down onto the hard pole of Nigel’s cock. Nigel’s back immediately arched as his cock was suddenly encased in her divine cunt. He thought her mouth and tongue had felt good, but this was out of this world. Buried in her pussy, his cock started convulsing almost immediately, absolutely bliss flooding his body as his eight-inch cock shot cum deep up inside her.
“Oh my God!” yelled Nigel as he climaxed, suddenly the intense pleasure that was surging through his genitals vanished and was replaced by a cold numbness. Pain wracking his body, Nigel looked down towards his loins, where his body was joined with that of the gorgeous woman. A deep black was creeping up from his groin, almost like a paint-stain crawling under his skin.
“Wh..what…oh God!” screamed Nigel as the blackness made it’s way up his chest to his throat, drowning his pain-filled screams.
**
Gretchen slipped out the side door of the bar, coming into a dark, rubbish filled alleyway. If Dirk had been telling the truth then Cassandra already had gained enough strength to summon her servants. She had to hurry if she was going to stop her before she became too powerful, each kill would give her more strength.
She peered back into the bar once more to make sure Dirk was not following her, she saw him rubbing his eyes as she pulled the door closed. Good, it had worked. She hadn’t wanted to use her powers against him, but for his own safety she could not have him trailing along.
Gretchen hurried towards the street, eager to find the site of Dirk’s attack as quickly as possible. In her haste however, she didn’t see the leg sticking out from a pile of old cardboard boxes in front of her. Her foot caught and she stumbled forward.
“Ah!” yelped the owner of the leg, emerging from the pile of rubbish. It was a homeless man, grubby and dressed in rags. “Watch where you’re going!” he growled angrily.
“I’m so sorry!” Gretchen immediately apologized, bending down towards the man to make sure he was unhurt. “I didn’t see you there.”
“What do you have there Jim?” said a voice from the other side of the alleyway, making Gretchen jump in surprise.
“A sweet, sweet piece of meat, Red,” said Jim, the first bum, the one Gretchen had tripped over. As she bent forward to look closer at him the neckline of her pink blouse had hung open, giving the homeless man an excellent view of her cleavage and ample, bra-encased breasts.
“You can say that again,” the second bum, Red agreed, licking his dry, grubby lips at the sight of Gretchen’s firm posterior in her tight white jeans.
Whilst Gretchen was distracted by the sudden appearance of the second bum, Jim’s hand shot up, seizing her wrist in a vice-like grip. “Hope you’re going to say sorry for kicking me pretty lady,” he said, flashing her a gap toothed grin.
Gretchen tried to pull her hand away, but the bum’s grip was surprisingly strong. Red, the other man had by now got to his feet and was shambling towards her from behind.
“Let me go!” she gasped as he started to pull her towards him.
“I don’t think so!” Jim replied, yanked her off her feet and pulling her against him. She struggled to escape from her attacker, but found her arms pinned, her back against Jim as the other bum leered above her.
Gretchen briefly considered using her powers to escape, but she couldn’t, she was sworn not too. “What do you want?” Gretchen said, hoping to find a way to talk her way out of the situation.
Red merely gave a chuckle as he bent down over her, reaching for the front of her pink blouse. She gasped as his grubby hands gripped her clothing, tearing it open and revealing the lacy white bra she wore beneath. Red frowned as he saw the slightly smudged black ink on her ample breasts.
“What’s a Dark Lung scab?” he asked, struggling to read Dirk’s signature.
“Please, let me go,” begged Gretchen. Her plea seemed to snap Red out of his attempted to read the writing on her breasts, instead he reached out with his dirt stained hands again, yanking down on the cup of her bra and popping her big tits out into the open.
“These are amazing Jim!” gasped Red in appreciation of the unveiled melons.
“I know!” cackled Jim from behind her, Gretchen could feel the other bums erection poking insistently against her ass as he held her down and looked over her shoulder at the exposed flesh.
Red licked his grimy lips and reached out with both hands, roughly grabbing at Gretchen’s big boobs. “Oh yeah baby, that’s the stuff!” he groaned, squeezing hungrily at the vast mounds. “I’m gonna make these things shake like jello!”
Before Red could taunt Gretchen any further however, a foot connected with the side of his skull, sending him sprawling across the alleyway where he crashed into a garbage bin and lay unmoving on the ground.
“I’d be letting go of the lady now if I were you,” said Dirk Longsabre menacingly, standing over where Jim held Gretchen.
The homeless man swallowed nervously at the sight of the muscular attacker, glancing briefly over to where his friend lay in a motionless heap before quickly letting go of Gretchen’s arms. The pretty blonde immediately extracted herself from her assailant, taking the hand Dirk offered to help her to her feet.
Still holding her hand Dirk led her from the alleyway towards where his Mustang was parked around the front of the building.
“Thank you,” Gretchen whispered.
“Too dangerous for me huh?” Dirk replied.
Gretchen was about to reply when a deafening bang echoed through the alleyway. Gretchen felt Dirk’s hand slip out of hers as the bulky pornstar lurched forwards, stumbling as an explosion of red blood ripped from the front of his chest. Gretchen spun to see Jim, the homeless man standing in the center of the alleyway, his arm extended, a smoking gun in his hand.
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CHAPTER THREE
The pain had only lasted for a fraction of second, the bullet traveling straight through Dirk’s heart, killing him instantly. Dirk remained on his feet however, watching as his body tumbled forward, blood splattering down the alleyway, a look of absolute horror on Gretchen’s face. Dirk turned away from his body to see the homeless man, Jim, running in the opposite direction.
“I’m dead?” Dirk tried to speak but no sound came from his lips. He looked downwards at himself, but there was nothing there. It wasn’t like he had expected, he wasn’t a ghost or anything. He just wasn’t there, merely a presence, a consciousness with no body.
Dirk turned back to where his dead body lay. He saw the blonde woman kneeling at his side, cradling his head in her arms and looking upwards as if she were praying.
“Well this sucks,” Dirk tried to grumble, but without a mouth, without a body he made no sound. “What a way for the great Dirk Longsabre to die, shot in the back by a bum.”
Gretchen’s hand gentle reached for his chest, resting over the bloody exit wound.
“The world will miss my cock,” Dirk announced soundlessly.
A gentle white glow began to emanate from under Gretchen’s palm.
“I wonder if I’m going up or down,” Dirk pondered voicelessly, reaching up to stroke his dimpled chin but finding nothing there. He frowned as he saw the white light under Gretchen’s hand start to increase in intensity, becoming brighter and brighter. “What is that?” he murmured, wishing he had a forehead to frown with.
Suddenly his perspective abruptly shifted and the light was blinding his eyes, reminding him a little of the light that had blinded him in the bar, just before Gretchen had left.
“What’s that light?” Dirk murmured again, gasping in surprise as this time his words were actually audible.
“Are you okay Dirk?” Gretchen asked softly.
“I think I’m dead,” groaned Dirk, he suddenly realized that his head was now cradled in Gretchen’s arms, her large breasts just in front of his face, still hanging out of her bra from the attack. Dirk realized that he had a head again, he had a body. “What…”
“You’re not dead,” Gretchen assured him.
“How did you do that?” Dirk gasped, looking up at the beautiful blonde in astonishment. “I was dead! I was looking down on myself. I…”
“I brought you back,” Gretchen whispered, gently stroking his forehead soothingly.
Dirk’s eyes widened. He looked down at his body and felt his chest, where the bullet had burst through, there was no wound, not even a scar, although his shirt was ripped open. “How…Who…What are you?”
“I’m an angel Dirk,” Gretchen said softly.
“An..an angel?” Dirk stammered in disbelief.
Gretchen nodded. “I’ve been sent to earth to track down and capture a demoness, Cassandra, that has escaped from hell.”
“The one whose servant attacked me?”
“Yes. I don’t know why she is after you, but I must stop her. Cassandra is a succubus, a demon that kills with her sex. If she is not stopped who knows how many good souls will be doomed,” Gretchen said gravely.
“Kills with her sex?” Dirk asked.
“Yes, succubus’s are demons that tempt men with lust, when a human climaxes inside a succubus their souls are immediately dragged down into hell and they are doomed for all eternity, cursed by their desire,” she explained.
“If you’re an angel, why didn’t you use your powers against those men that attacked you?” Dirk asked, glancing at Gretchen’s large, uncovered breasts. He couldn’t help but lick his lips at the sight of her mouthwatering nipples.
“I am forbidden to use my powers to harm a human, my blessings are only intended to combat demons,” she explained.
“You’re lucky I followed you then,” Dirk said.
He then reached down to his crotch, checking himself out to make sure the ‘goods’ weren’t damaged during his almost-death. “That’s not good,” he murmured as he unzipped his pants and reached inside.
“What?” Gretchen asked in concern.
“This is a disaster,” Dirk said as he pulled his dick out of his pants. It was now flaccid, but still almost five inches in length and thick as most men’s fully erect members.
“What on earth are you doing?” Gretchen asked, frowning at his exposed manhood.
“It’s limp! I think something bad happened to me while I was dead.”
“What are you talking about, what’s the big deal if it’s limp?” Gretchen asked.
“This is my livelihood!” Dirk said urgently. He shook his flaccid penis as if to emphasize the point.
“Well what do you expect?” Gretchen asked. “There’s nothing sexy about dying, don’t worry I’m sure there’s nothing wrong.”
“Not dying, but what about those?” Dirk asked, pointing to the ripped front of Gretchen’s shirt, out of which jutted her perfect breasts, completely bare.
Gretchen looked down and gasped, realizing for the first time that she was still exposed from her attack. The gunshot and following drama had distracted her completely. She hurried reached for the cups of her brassiere.
“Wait!” said Dirk, reaching up and halting her. “Please, leave them out. I need to check all the plumbing is still working.”
Gretchen started to protest, then thought better of it. After all, it was saving her that had got him shot in the first place.
Dirk’s hand shifted from her arm to one of her exposed breasts, gently cupping the ample orb and giving it a squeeze. As he softly manipulated the firm flesh her nipple hardened slightly against his palm, but his cock remained limp and lifeless.
“Nothing!” whispered Dirk in dismay as he massaged Gretchen’s lovely boob. “Perhaps you could touch it?” he asked hopefully.
“I’m sure it’s fine,” Gretchen said, despite her obvious reluctance however, she felt obliged to help him and so reached down towards his lap, taking his soft penis in her warm hand.
“That’s nice,” breathed Dirk as the angel’s hand slowly started to stroke his cock. Dirk meanwhile had now lifted his other hand up so that he held a firm tit in each palm. As Gretchen’s smooth hand slid up and down Dirk’s soft shaft he evenly squeezed her breasts one after the other almost as if he was pumping her up with air.
Gretchen leant down towards Dirk’s cock slightly, unable to help herself from admiring the beauty of Dirk’s perfect cock, even in it’s flaccid state. Continuing to stroke with one hand, her other hand reached into his pants to cup his heavy balls, gently rolling them on her fingertips.
“I think it’s working,” Dirk murmured as he pinched on Gretchen’s nipples with both hands, jiggling her big breasts. “I can feel a stirring.”
“Me too,” whispered Gretchen, almost in awe as she felt Dirk’s cock thickening slightly in her stroking hand. Contrary to popular belief, angels were not chaste, sexless beings, Gretchen had experienced her share of cocks over the centuries of her existence, but Dirk’s member was definitely something exceptional.
Dirk rubbed Gretchen’s big breasts with his palms, moving the ample orbs in small circles over her chest and every so often squeezing, his fingers sinking into the resilient flesh. Gretchen leant closer to Dirk’s cock, studying it with surprising intensity as it grew in her hands. As she bent over his lap Dirk had to adjust his grip on her boobs, reaching under her shoulders so that he could continue groping and fondling the large melons.
“It normally gets bigger than this,” remarked Dirk, his cock at about half-mast now, eight inches of meat filling both of Gretchen’s hands as she stroked him.
“I’ve got an idea,” said Gretchen, then to Dirk’s profound surprise, the beautiful blonde angel bent down and took his semi-erect penis into her warm mouth.
“Oh wow!” groaned Dirk, on the receiving end of his second blowjob that evening. Gretchen’s mouth formed a tight suction around the shaft of Dirk’s growing cock, her lips sliding rapidly up and down and creating a beautifully wet friction against his shaft.
Gretchen’s hands stroked on the base of Dirk’s now fully erection cock, bobbing her head over the head of him as the well-endowed pornstar roughly handled her big jugs. Gretchen’s tongue swirled around the head of Dirk’s cock and then she plunged her mouth deep over him, taking half his cock inside her wet mouth and holding him there. He gave a groan, watching as her pretty pinkish-red lips formed a tight noose around his cock.
His cock still buried in her mouth, the angel looked up at Dirk, catching his eye. Slightly uncomfortable looking into her ethereal eyes, Dirk flashed her one of his trademark winks. To his surprise Gretchen winked back at him, and then started to work her mouth lower on his cock, her throat opening and accepting impossible amounts of Dirk’s thick shaft.
Dirk watched in amazement as Gretchen’s lips kept descending down his shaft, more and more of his cock disappearing as she worked her way downwards. Dirk’s massive ten inches had only been deep throated to the base on a couple of occasions, both of those were by specialist cocksucking pornstars. So when Gretchen’s lips touched the very base of Dirk’s cock, her nose buried in his pubic hair, Dirk’s hips lurched and he threw back his head, crying out in pleasure as his cock exploded down Gretchen’s incredible throat.
“Holy fuck!” cried out Dirk as he came, his shout filling the alleyway. Dirk’s hands left Gretchen’s big breasts, grabbing the top of her blonde head and pressing her down into his lap as his cum rocketed out of his cock. Gretchen didn’t even have to swallow, his manhood plunged so far down her throat that he was pretty much shooting directly into her stomach.
Despite having unloaded into Cathryn, his eager to please fan’s mouth, less than fifteen minutes earlier, Dirk was cumming in gallons. His back arched up off the concrete ground as wave after wave of climax rocked his body, and Gretchen’s mouth maintained it’s tight seal around the base of his shooting cock, her throat eagerly accepting his load.
Only once Dirk’s body had stopped moving did the angel start to back up off his cock. His now spent penis was ultra-sensitive, the sensation of Gretchen’s lips sliding back up the shaft, causing Dirk to groan loudly.
“That was fantastic!” gasped Dirk when the angel finally lifted her head up from his groin.
Gretchen smiled. “Multiply that pleasure by one hundred and it wouldn’t even come close to what you’d experience inside any of the succubus’s orifices,” she said warningly.
Dirk raised an eyebrow in surprise at this comment.
“Come on, let’s get out of here,” Gretchen said at last, as she got to her feet and started pushing her big boobs back into her lacy white bra.
**
Dirk pulled his Mustang over to the side of the road.
“It was around here that I was attacked,” he said to Gretchen.
“And you defeated the demon with your bare hands?” Gretchen asked, still amazed by his claim.
“Sure did,” the big pornstar agreed as he stepped out of the car. “The ashes have probably blown away by now though. After I killed it, the thing just caught fire and burnt away.”
The angel had gotten out of the car now too and was looking up and down the road. “I can sense their evil,” Gretchen said in a low voice. “The stench is still strong.”
“You’re not exactly smelling of roses either honey,” said a woman’s voice from behind them.
Dirk and Gretchen spun, standing in the center of the highway, in front of a blood red Ferrari was the raven-haired beauty that Dirk had chased across town earlier that night.
“Cassandra!” Gretchen spat with more hate than Dirk would have thought possible to come from a demon, let alone an angel.
“Lovely night, isn’t it Gretchen,” the woman replied.
“She is the succubus?” Dirk murmured in surprise, after the demon attack on the highway he’d almost completely forgotten about the mysterious brunette.
“This is the bitch I’ve been hunting,” Gretchen confirmed.
“Bitch? I didn’t know angel’s were allowed to swear,” Dirk remarked.
“This one has a slightly dented halo,” taunted the demoness Cassandra.
“It’s over Cassandra!” said Gretchen. “You might as well give up now and spare yourself the pain.”
“Not likely,” sneered the beautiful succubus. “I’m just starting to enjoy my freedom.”
“Wait a minute,” interjected Dirk. “You were following me,” he accused the demoness, “why?”
The raven-haired beauty smiled wicked, licking her full lips. “There’s only so much demon-cock a girl can handle,” Cassandra’s smirk grew and she boldly eyed up Dirk’s crotch. “I want a chance to taste something a little different, and as far as human’s go, your cock is exquisite, one of a kind.”
Dirk blushed at her complement. “Well that’s true,” he admitted.
The succubus licked her lips again, “I can’t wait to have some fun with your cock, such a beautiful, no, divine creation. I could just eat it up. In fact I probably will just do that,” she remarked, taking a step forward towards where Dirk and Gretchen stood.
Gretchen immediately stepped forward, in front of Dirk, “You’ll have to go through me first demon!” the angel snapped defiantly.
Cassandra raised one eyebrow. “Oh really? Got a taste for man-cock as well Gretchen?” the demoness taunted.
Gretchen’s eyes narrowed angrily, but she couldn’t help but blush slightly at the recent memory of taking Dirk’s penis in her mouth. “You’re done Cassandra, give yourself up.”
The demoness began a low chanting in some strange language that Dirk didn’t recognize, but it sounded evil. “Ah, that can’t be good,” he murmured. “Now might be a good time to smite her,” he suggested to the angel.
Gretchen nodded in agreement and started a chant of her own, bringing her hands together in front of her expansive bosom and commencing a prayer. As she spoke Cassandra’s chanting had begun summoning her servants.
“Oh shit!” swore Dirk, as six small demons appeared, similar to the evil little fucker that had attacked him on the highway earlier.
Gretchen extended her palms towards the demoness, as she murmured the last few words of her prayer a soft white light shot from her hands, bathing the succubus in a divine glow. Cassandra’s arched her back and screamed out in pain, her screech was an inhuman cry of agony and anger.
“Alright!” whooped Dirk as the demoness shrieked in anguish.
Suddenly the light darkened and Cassandra collapsed to her knees, breathing heavily. A look of absolute hatred on her face, she looked up at Gretchen and Dirk.
“Kill them both!” she ordered her demon servants.
“Oh shit!” cursed Dirk when he realized Gretchen’s smiting had not been as effective as he had hoped.
The six small demon let out a roar of bloodlust and charged forward as Cassandra got to her feet and stood back, leaving her pets to their feeding frenzy.
Dirk glanced to Gretchen, hoping she had some more of that white light up her sleeve, but the angel was on her knees as Cassandra had been moments before, her breathing labored. Looks like he was on his own for this fight.
Dirk thought fast, the six demons closing on him impossibly fast. He lunged sideways, reaching out and scooping up a large rock that lay on the side of the road to his left. Dirk spun his body, using the momentum to toss the big rock at his charging attackers. It struck the lead demon in the right shoulder, spinning it round and knocking it off it’s feet. The projectile deflected off the beast and hit another demon in the head, also knocking it down.
Dirk didn’t have time to think though as the next demon was upon him, already diving towards his throat, razor sharp claws extended for the kill. Dirk fell backwards, bringing both feet up as he rolled and catching the demon by the midsection, launching it up and over his head and flinging it ten feet down the highway behind him. Dirk didn’t stop his roll, though, his feet coming right over as he completed a backwards roll and was on his feet again as the last three demons crashed into him, all at once.
He caught the center demon around the head, clinching it in a tight headlock as all four of them crashed backwards onto the concrete. Dirk felt a pain in his side as a claw slashed across his ribs, but he held on for all he was worth. As they fell he shifted his angle so that the demons head, his headlock forcing the beast headfirst into the hard road, broke his fall. The weight of the other two monsters aided Dirk, there was a sickening crunch as the beasts skull smashed into the ground, the demon instantly going limp in Dirk’s arms.
The pornstar didn’t have any time to celebrate however, as the two other demons were already clawing madly towards his throat. Dirk managed to shove one sideways off him and turn his body enough so that the other’s teeth sunk into his shoulder rather than his throat. Dirk gave a grunt of pain as the demonic teeth bit into his flesh. He swung his elbow back at the side of the demon’s jaw, rolling his body with the blow for extra momentum. The beast was flung off sideways with the stunning blow to the side of it’s head and Dirk hurriedly scrambled to his feet to take stock of the situation.
One demon lay on the ground at Dirk’s feet, it’s skull caved in during the fall. The other two that had dived on Dirk were already getting up, his attacks having barely slowed them, although the one he’d elbowed looked a little dazed. The two he had hit with the thrown rock had also quickly regained their footing, although they were now heading towards Gretchen. There was also one more demon behind Dirk, the one he had kicked over his head.
This time it was Dirk that attacked, he lunged forward towards the closest of the demons, the one he had thrown off with an elbow, taking the monster by surprise. Both Dirk’s fists crashed into the demon, one into it’s throat and the other into it’s stomach, right in the solar plexus. Fortunately it seemed that demon anatomy was similar to human as the beast gargled as Dirk’s fist crushed it’s throat and it’s eyes went wide as the bottom tip of it’s breastbone shattered from Dirk’s other fist. The double-handed punch launched the demon backwards across the road, slamming it into a signpost on the roadside. It didn’t get up again.
Dirk didn’t pause for the other nearby demon however, he kept moving in a straight line, moving into a run towards where Gretchen was suddenly locked into a wrestle with one of the demons, the other also moving in for the kill. The move meant the pornstar left two demons at his back, but from the shape Gretchen had been in after summoning that white light, suggested she wouldn’t last on her own without his help.
Gretchen somehow managed to get a forearm up as the first demon leapt upon her, it’s claws slashing towards her throat. She cried out as she took the blows across her arm, not even noticing as the second beast loomed above her head.
With the angel’s attention focused on the demon atop her, the other beast pulled one claw back, preparing to tear out her throat as it stood above her. Suddenly a pair of big hands grabbed either side of the standing demon’s head and abruptly twisted. There was a stomach-turning snapping sound as Dirk neatly broke the things neck, letting it slump to the ground. Dirk immediately turned and stepped back the way he had come, taking his two pursuers by surprise. The pornstar extended both his arms out as he reversed his direction, stepping towards the running beasts. Unable to stop, their momentum carried them directly into the brawny human’s powerful forearms, his clotheslining attack flipping them head over heels where they landed heavily on the ground.
The sight of his ally’s neck snapping seemed to surprise the demon on top of Gretchen and it paused in it’s vicious attack on her. That gave the angel all the opportunity she needed, a white light burst from her hands, flooding over her attacker. The light was noticeable fainter than the one she had summoned over Cassandra, but her attacker was a much weaker class of demon. The creature immediately burst into flames, it’s body flinging backwards off Gretchen’s.



As the two clotheslined demons crashed to the ground on either side of Dirk, the pornstar dropped to one knee, swinging both his fists outwards in a downward arc. His fists hammered into each demons throat, ending their lives.
Dirk immediately looked up towards where the Ferrari was parked, expecting to see Cassandra there with more demonic servants, but the succubus and her car was long gone.
CHAPTER FOUR
“So how come that light thing of yours didn’t work?” Dirk asked as he drove the car back towards the city, by now it was about 2am and Dirk especially was feeling the excitement of the day wearing down on him.
“I think I may have used too much energy bringing you back from that gunshot,” the beautiful blonde angel replied. “It’s weakened me much more than I expected.”
“So what now, will your energy return or are we fucked?” Dirk asked her, turning the Mustang into the parking garage where the small apartment he called home was.
“I should have my strength back within a couple of days,” Gretchen replied.
“We just lay low until then?” Dirk asked.
“I don’t know,” Gretchen replied, rubbing her temples with one hand. It had been a long day for the angel as well. “If we don’t act she may kill, for all we know she has already killed.”
Dirk rubbed his dimpled chin thoughtfully as he steered the Mustang into his carpark, right by the elevator. “Well, let’s not think about it tonight, some sleep will do us both well. I’ve got an early shoot in the morning.”
“You can’t go to work,” Gretchen said, concerned.
“I have to, it’s my job,” Dirk said, pushing open the car door and climbing out.
“But she’ll find you. She knows where you work,” Gretchen got out of the car, hurrying after him as he walked towards the elevator.
“I’ll be fine,” he assured her as he pressed the button to call the elevator. “There’s lots of people around, surely she won’t risk anything in a public place like that.”
“Perhaps,” Gretchen reluctantly agreed, “but she’s a demon, you can’t count on it.”
“If it makes you feel any better, you can come with me tomorrow,” Dirk suggested as the elevator doors slid open and they both stepped inside. Dirk pressed the button for level nine.
“I think I’ll just do that,” she decided as the doors closed.
The elevator took them up to the ninth floor and Dirk led the way to his small apartment. It was sparsely furnished, but very fashionable. The walls were decorated with a mix of posters from movies that Dirk had been in as well as few framed pictures of Dirk himself.
“I’m gonna hit the sack straight away,” Dirk said, exhausted. “You can either join me or sleep on the couch.” He was too tired to try and seduce her into joining him as he would do under normal circumstances when a pretty, buxom blonde was staying in his apartment.
“I’ll take the couch,” Gretchen replied immediately. She walked straight over towards it, opening the front of her pink blouse. The top had lost most of it’s buttons during her run in with Jim and Red in the alleyway earlier, but she unfastened what few were left and tossed it beside the couch.
Dirk watched in surprise as the beautiful blonde reached behind her back and unhooked her lacy white bra, letting it drop down off her shoulders, leaving her topless. Gretchen’s back was too him, so all he could see was her sexy bare back and the edges of her considerable breasts peeking from her sides. Despite his cock having a particularly busy day, it began to stir at the vision.
“Do you have a blanket or something?” Gretchen asked as she unzipped her white jeans, seemingly perfectly natural getting undressed right in front of Dirk.
“Ahh…” Dirk stammered as the white jeans slipped down off her slim hips, revealed her lacy white panties beneath. Gretchen had to have the most perfect ass Dirk had ever laid eyes on, including the many he’d seen (and done) during the filming of Awesome American Anal Action 4.
The skimpy white panties were next to go, Gretchen pushing them down her long legs and kicking them aside. Completely naked she turned back towards Dirk, wondering why he hadn’t moved from the doorway.
“Are you okay?” she asked, seeing his stunned expression.
“Ahh…” Dirk stammered again, his eyes flicking from her bare breasts, to her completely shaven pubic area, then back up again. Dirk gave a small moan and then started to walk towards her.
“Ah, what are you doing Dirk?” Gretchen asked as he wordlessly approached, a funny look of lust on his face. “Oh my!” she gasped as Dirk stepped right up to her, grabbing her around the waist and pulling her against his strong body, his lips hungrily seeking hers. “I don’t…” her protests her blocked as Dirk’s lips crushed against hers in a deep kiss. Gretchen moaned in surprise as Dirk’s tongue slipped into her mouth, eagerly seeking hers. Her naked body, initially stiff, now melted against his as their kiss intensified, Dirk pulling her lush curves harder against him as his desire grew.
His mouth not leaving hers, Dirk slowly lowered Gretchen to the couch, leaning over her as he passionately kissed the beautiful angel. Dirk moved his kisses down from her lips, along the line of her jaw to her throat, at the same time his hand slid up her side, stroking her warm, naked skin that felt ever-so-soft under his palm. Gretchen gave a moan of pleasure as Dirk gently trailed kisses along her neck and his hand cupped the side of her right breast, squeezing softly.
“Dirk I…” Gretchen’s protests were once again cut off as Dirk covered her mouth again with his. The blonde moaned, obviously enjoying his attentions, despite her weak protests. As Dirk started kissing her neck once again, her hands slid down his back, reaching for his ass and pulling him tighter against her.
Dirk, encouraged by her hands squeezing his ass, moved his kisses down across her chest, reaching her large breasts. The angel sighed happily as Dirk slid a hand up, cupping the underside of her heavy right breast and lifting it towards his hungry lips. The pornstar’s talented tongue came out, licking a circle around the outer edge of her dark areola as his hand squeezed around the base of her breast. He then lightly flicked her nipple with his tongue before closing his lips over the hardening bud and sucking heavily. Gretchen gave a moan as her nipple was suddenly enclosed in the warmth of Dirk’s mouth.
Gretchen moaned as Dirk feasted on her nipple, moving over to her left boob once he had given her right one a very thorough going over. The angel could clearly feel the size and hardness of Dirk as he ground himself against her thigh. Keeping one hand on his tight ass, she slipped the other between their bodies, reaching for the front of his pants and squeezing the bulge she found there.
Both of Dirk’s hands were now on Gretchen’s breasts, squeezing and groping the ample melons as he licked and sucked at them, rubbing his face all over the abundant pillows of flesh. He felt the angel’s hands between his thighs, squeezing his cock through his pants and rubbing the hard length of him.
Dirk gave both of Gretchen’s nipples a pinch, twisting them slightly as he kissed the lower slopes of her breasts softly and started to move down across her flat stomach. Gretchen groaned as Dirk’s tongue trailed across her belly, flicking over her belly button and traveled down towards the juncture of her thighs.
“Oh Dirk!” she gasped as his chin brushed against her pussy for the first time, his unshaven stubble scratching delightfully across her clit. Dirk gave a smile, lifting her legs up over his shoulders as his mouth moved between her thighs.
“Ahh!” Gretchen thrashed back against the couch as Dirk’s tongue slowly licked up the length of the slit of her vagina, sending pleasure soaring through her. Dirk pulled open the lips of Gretchen’s pussy, forming a V shaped with his fingers and probed with his tongue causing her to moan even louder. His other hand began to toy with her clit, circling it gently with his thumb as he pushed his tongue right inside her, producing even louder moans from the angel.
“Dirk, we shouldn’t be…ahh! Oh Dirk!” Gretchen’s back arched as Dirk’s mouth, tongue and fingers all worked together between her thighs, sending waves of pleasure through her and rapidly pushing her over the edge.
Gathering every ounce of self-control, Gretchen reached down between her legs and pushed Dirk’s face away. “Dirk we can’t!” she breathed, almost panting in lust as she forced him off her. “This is wrong, I…” Gretchen untangled her legs from around the pornstar’s shoulders and sat up, breathing heavily.
“Come on,” whispered Dirk. “I know you want this too. After what happened in the alleyway.”
“No Dirk, that was a mistake. Angels are not tempted by sins of the flesh like humans,” she lied.
“You’re gonna leave me with blue balls baby,” protested Dirk, rubbing the bulge of his crotch through his pants.
“I’m sorry Dirk, but that’s the way it has to be,” Gretchen replied with more conviction now that she was starting to come down from her arousal. “We’ve had a busy night, we should get some sleep.”
Dirk sighed in disappointment. “Okay fine,” he relented. “But trust me, you’re missing out. They don’t call me Longsabre for nothing.” He shot her one of his trademark winks and then got up, heading for his bedroom.
**
The next morning they were both up before 7am, Dirk’s film shoot was scheduled to begin at 8 so they quickly showered and dressed before heading across town. Gretchen had insisted that she come with him just in case there was any more demonic problems, despite Dirk’s protests that he wasn’t allowed to bring friend’s to work.
The pretty angel had borrowed one of Dirk’s old football shirts to replace her ripped up pink blouse. It was several sizes too big, and to Dirk’s disappointment covered the lovely curves of her incredible figure.
They stopped at the local Starbucks on the way for a couple of strong black coffee’s, to go.
“Cinnamon?” Gretchen queried Dirk as they left the shop and got back in the car.
“It’s the secret of my success,” he replied.
“But in a black coffee?”
“Helps keep me ‘up’,” he shrugged, lifting his hand and then slowly raising one finger upwards in an imitation of an erect penis.
Gretchen laughed and shook her head as they continued on their way to the studio.
“You know,” Dirk said after a few minutes of silence, “you’re pretty laid back and open for an angel, I kind of expected angel’s to have their panties all bunched up.”
Gretchen laughed at this as well, “you’re not too bad for a pornstar either,” she shot back, doing a poor but humorous imitation of Dirk’s trademark wink.
A shiver ran down Dirk’s spine as he steered the Mustang into his parking space. This was the same carpark where he’d first run into the succubus.
They both climbed out and headed up to the main door where a security guard stopped them.
“Hi Filo,” Dirk greeted the big Samoan guard.
“Dirk, you know you’re not allowed to bring friend’s along to work,” Filo replied, nodding towards Gretchen.
“Ahh,” Dirk thought quickly, he hadn’t expected Filo to be that strict about the rules. “She’s not my friend.”
“Oh?” Filo asked, starting to turn towards Gretchen to refuse her entry.
“She’s a fluffer,” Dirk said, it was the first thing that came into his head.
“Ahh,” Filo gave Dirk a knowing grin, the big Samoan looking Gretchen up and down and licking his lips. “Go ahead.”
“What’s a fluffer?” Gretchen whispered to Dirk as the big pornstar ushered her inside.
“You’ll find out,” Dirk replied, putting his finger to his lips to silence her as they entered the set.
Filming for the first scene appeared to already be underway. There was a gorgeous dark haired woman bent face first over a desk, getting her pussy eaten out by Dirk’s costar from the day before, Titanic Tabitha. The massively endowed actress was squeezing her own substantial mounds as her tongue worked between the brunette’s sleek thighs. She was obviously doing a good job as the second actress was making loud moans, her head buried in a cushion as she appeared to struggled to contain her arousal.
The director and camera crew were set up around the small office set where the two women were performing what appeared to be a grade A lesbian scene. As Dirk and Gretchen made their way over to Dirk’s preparation chair, the director gave them a wave of greeting.
“You’re on with Dixie in ten Longsabre,” he warned them.
Dirk nodded and turned to Dean, the director’s young assistant. “Dixie?” he asked, he didn’t recognize the name, probably a new actress he hadn’t worked with before.
“Yeah,” nodded Dean. “Dixie Doodleswallower, the brunette,” he added, pointing over to where filming was taking place.
“Doodleswallower? Interesting name,” remarked Dirk as he looked over to where his new costar was performing. Tabitha had now climbed up onto the desk and was feeding her massive H-cups to the sexy brunette, her face getting smothered in tit-flesh.
“Probably hard to come up with a name that hasn’t been used already,” Dean suggested with a laugh.
Dirk chuckled in agreement and took his seat, Gretchen moving around to stand beside him.
“This wasn’t a good idea,” she whispered to Dirk after Dean had left. “I’ve got a bad feeling about this.”
“Just relax, it’ll be fine,” Dirk assured her. “Cassandra probably won’t even think of coming back here.”
“Need some help Mr Longsabre?” asked a female voice, interrupting their hushed conversation.
Dirk looked up and saw Annie, the set’s fluff girl. “Oh, hi Annie.”
“Hi Dirk,” Annie replied shyly, she had a bit of a crush on Dirk.
“I’m actually okay today,” Dirk replied, glancing over towards the door and seeing Filo the security guard looking his way. “Gretchen here is going to do my fluffing.”
“Oh,” Annie said in obvious disappointment.
“Thanks though,” Dirk said to her, in truth he was a little disappointed too, Annie always gave him the most tender, almost loving blowjobs. On the other hand, Gretchen could deepthroat him in the most extraordinary way.
As Annie left Dirk turned back to Gretchen. “You’re going to have to fluff me up babe,” Dirk said to her. “To maintain your cover or else they’ll chuck you out.”
“Just exactly what does a fluffer do?” the angel asked, crossing her hands across her expansive bosom.
“Ah,” Dirk bit his bottom lip, hesitating a moment as he tried to find an easy way of breaking the news to her. “Well, you see…it’s the fluff girl’s job to make sure the actor is ready to, ah, perform.”
“Ready to perform?”
“You know…erect,” Dirk replied apprehensively as he saw that Gretchen wasn’t too impressed with the cover he had given her.
“And how exactly does the fluff girl do this?” Gretchen asked dangerously.
“She, um, uses her mouth. She, ah, gives the actor a blowjob to get him up,” Dirk decided to come straight out with it.
“If you think I’m going to do that, you’re dreaming!” the angel hissed angrily.
“You did it in the alleyway, and last night we…”
“That was different. That was a mistake!” snapped Gretchen, interrupting him. “I think you should call Annie back over here to service you.”
Dirk shook his head. “I can’t. You have to do it or you’ll blow your cover.”
Gretchen hesitated.
“Come on!” insisted Dirk. “It won’t be that bad, it’s nothing you haven’t done already after all.”
Gretchen glanced around the studio and noticed the same thing Dirk had, that Filo, the security guard was looking intently their way. The angel sighed in defeat, “Okay fine, but only because I have no choice.”
She knelt down in front of Dirk’s chair, noticing that there were a couple of pads on the floor at his feet, probably for the comfort of whoever had the job she was about to perform. Gretchen settled her knees onto the pads and looked up at Dirk. The pornstar already had his cock out of his pants in anticipation of the divine head he was about to be blessed with.
Gretchen took Dirk’s semi-erect penis in her hands, gave it a couple of offhanded strokes, then leant forward, opening her soft pink lips and taking the pornstar’s big cock into her mouth.
“Oh yeah, that’s nice,” murmured Dirk in encouragement as the buxom blonde angel tentatively sucked at his cock. He looked up and saw that Filo had moved back to the door, obviously satisfied that Dirk was not trying to bend the rules, and that Gretchen was indeed a genuine fluffer.
Gretchen’s tongue swirled all around Dirk’s quickly thickening cock, his shaft never leaving her mouth as she licked him, moving so rapidly that it almost felt as though she had two tongues. After a few minutes of teasing and tasting him in her mouth Dirk had become fully erect, ten inches in length, his girth stretching the angel’s lips.
Mindful that her job was only to get him hard and not get him off, Gretchen started to slowly bob her head, sliding her tight, ovalled lips up and down his shaft. Remembering how quickly he had cum last time, Gretchen did not deepthroat him, instead taking about half his length with each descent of her wickedly talented mouth.
After about five minutes of this, Gretchen pulled her mouth off his cock and moved lower, her tongue lapping at his heavy testicles. Dirk moaned in appreciation as Gretchen’s swiped her tongue over each sack and then took them into her mouth one by one for a gentle suck.
“You ready Dirk?” the director called out.
Dirk looked up, he’d been so busy enjoying Gretchen’s mouth that he hadn’t even noticed the girl on girl scene finish up. His co-star, Dixie Doodleswallower sat naked on the office desk, waiting for him. With the angel still busy licking his balls, Dirk frowned, Dixie Doodleswallower looked remarkable similar to the succubus Cassandra.
“Ah, just one moment,” Dirk replied to the director. His eyes widened slightly as he saw Dixie’s tongue slip out from between her dark red lips, seductively licking them in a memorably taunting manner.
Dirk tapped Gretchen’s shoulder, not taking his eyes off the raven-haired beauty that awaited him on the set.
Gretchen looked up from between the pornstar’s thighs, she was so caught up in her cocksucking that she hadn’t even heard the director call out to Dirk. “What is it?” she asked, wiping her chin.
“Um, does she look familiar to you?” Dirk asked, nodding towards where Dixie Doodleswallower waited, the brunette actress caressing her ample breasts in anticipation.
Gretchen’s eyes went even wider than Dirk’s when she saw the naked brunette. “Cassandra!” the angel hissed in animosity.
“You sure?” Dirk asked uncertainly.
“I’d recognize her anywhere. I knew I had a bad feeling about this,” the angel said.
“What’s she doing here? And how did she get herself cast onto my movie?” Dirk wondered aloud.
“Who knows? But we have to get out of here,” said Gretchen. “I’m not strong enough to face her at the moment.”
“Wait!” Dirk stopped the blonde angel as she started to get up. “We can’t leave, I can’t walk out on my job.” A shiver went down his spine as Dirk looked over to where the seductive demoness was waiting for him. The nude beauty was still licking her lips in anticipation of the feast she would soon be having on his soul.
“No Dirk, you can’t do it!” Gretchen said, genuine fear and concern in her voice. “The succubus will kill you if you cum inside her.”
“Just in her cunt? What about her mouth or ass?” Dirk suggested hopefully.
The angel shook her head, “there is no escape. Any orifice will mean your doom.”
“Very well,” Dirk said with a sharp nod, his jaw set. He stood up and yanked his shirt up over his head, revealing his muscular torso.
“What are you doing?” hissed Gretchen in panic as Dirk unbuckled his belt and dropped his trousers, he was now completely naked. Ready for filming. “You can’t be thinking of going through with this!?”



“I have to go,” Dirk replied with remarkable calm.
“No! Don’t do it!” Gretchen said, still trying to keep her voice down. “You can’t be actually thinking of sticking your dick into her? She’ll kill you! You’re immortal soul will be doomed to an eternity in Hell! Don’t go Dirk, please!”
Dirk stepped past the kneeling angel. “This is what I do,” he said quietly to her, flashing her one of his trademark winks before turning and striding boldly towards the film set, where the succubus was eagerly awaiting his arrival.
As Dirk reached the edge of the desk where Cassandra sat, the demoness reached out and stroked his cock in her soft hands. His 10-inch member, fully erect thanks to Gretchen’s earlier attentions, more than filled her hands.
“I didn’t think you’d have the balls to go through with this,” remarked the succubus, licking her lips once again as she slipped one hand down to cup his testicles and gently toy with them. “Couldn’t resist a chance for the best fuck of your life, the final one? Are you man enough for me Dirk Longsabre?” she taunted, her hands wonderfully working his cock over. If her hands felt this good, how would her mouth feel? Or her pussy?
Dirk’s hip thrust forward slightly, his long cock sliding through Cassandra’s stroking hands, the tip of him jutting against the inside of her left thigh. “I’m more than enough,” Dirk replied. “You’ve never experienced anything like me wench!”
Cassandra threw her back and laughed, the sound sending a shiver down Dirk’s spine. “I’ve had the twenty inch cock of the Prince of Darkness stuffed up my twat human!” she spat at Dirk, his boldness and lack of fear irked her. No man should look death in the face and not tremble. “I think I can handle this little wiener.”
“It’s not the size that counts, it’s how you use it,” Dirk replied with one of his trademark winks.
“Action!” called out the director, oblivious to the taunting conversation of his two actors.
“Get ready to meet your match,” Dirk told her.
“Shut up and fuck me!” snapped Cassandra, tiring of their little war of words.
“Begging for it already?” smirked Dirk. “Why not give me a little head first, get me in the mood.”
Cassandra rolled her eyes, but nonetheless she slid off the desk and dropped to her knees in front of Dirk as the camera’s started rolling. Dirk, in fact, was more than ready thanks to Gretchen, but he wanted to prolong this as long as possible. After all, when you’re walking towards your own death, there’s no point in running.
“Oh fuck that’s good!” shouted Dirk as his rock hard cock was suddenly engulfed in the succubus’s mouth. If he had thought that Annie or Gretchen gave good head, then this was an entirely different experience. Cassandra had been created purely for sex, her sole purpose was to tempt men with sex and kill me with sex and she had spent several millennia having sex. The feel of her perfect mouth and tongue sliding over his cock was better than every blowjob Dirk had experienced in his entire porn career all combined into one.
The succubus easily swallowed his entire cock as if it were only a few inches in length, her mouth dropping all the way to the base of his shaft. Even with all ten inches filling her mouth, her tongue was swirling wondrously around and over him, teasing him immediately towards climax. When Dirk felt her tongue toying with his balls as she simultaneously deepthroated him, it took all his porn experience not to cum right then and there.
Unable to stand much more of her hellish mouth and tongue, Dirk reached down and pushed her head off his cock. It took all of his strength to shove her off him.
“Quitting already pencil dick?” mocked Cassandra as Dirk yanked her roughly up to her feet in front of him.
Ignoring her comment, Dirk spun the demoness around and pushed her face forward over the desk, presenting her nicely rounded ass towards him, her face pressed into the prop paperwork on the desk in front of them. Unable to resist the opportunity to further taunt the sexy demon, Dirk’s hand slapped down on a firm buttock, a stinging smack echoing through the studio.
“Are you ready for me wench?” Dirk asked, spanking her other buttock. The line was exactly as it was written in the script, but the succubus growled at his arrogant tone.
Not waiting for a reply, Dirk took hold of Cassandra’s shapely hips and lining his cock up with the inviting slit of her pussy. “Here goes nothing,” he whispered. With a single decisive thrust, Dirk Longsabre buried his ten-inch cock all the way inside the succubus and prepared to meet his doom with a grunt of pleasure.
“Now you die,” Cassandra whispered, grinding her hips back to meet Dirk’s thrusting cock, having no trouble taking his ten inches inside her.
“Oh my God!” groaned Dirk, he was not praying to Gretchen’s boss, instead he was luxuriating in the otherworldly sensations that the demoness’s clutching cunt was sending through his cock. Dirk had never felt anything so spectacular.
His cock almost seemed to have a mind of it’s own as his hips started pumping and he pummeled his cock hard, deep and fast in the succubus. He no longer cared if he came inside her and was sucked into hell, all he wanted was to enjoy this bliss she was giving him. All the women he had fucked, famous pornstars, beautiful models, eager fans, even a blowjob from an angel. None of it came even close to the pleasure he felt inside Cassandra’s cunt.
“Wh…what are you doing?” Cassandra gasped, clutching at the edge of the desk and moaning as Dirk repeatedly rammed his cock inside her. None of the human’s she had fucked since escaping hell had lasted more than a few seconds, yet Dirk was actually thrusting back against her. And it felt good!
Dirk arched his back, his highly experienced cock thrusting with a mind of it’s own, using all the tricks he had learnt in the porn business to pleasure the demoness. Beneath his pumping cock, Cassandra was writhing in pleasure on the desk, grinding her ass back into Dirk as his cock thrust wonderfully deep within her, unlike the huge demon cocks or the small human cocks, Dirk’s organ was a perfect fit for her tight pussy.
“Oh fuck! Don’t stop!” gasped Cassandra desperately. In the thousands of years she had been seducing and fucking both men and demon she had never felt sensations like the ones now running through her lithe body, not even when she had used her own hands to pleasure herself.
“Oh yesss!” grunted Dirk, slapping her buttocks again as he drove into her. The demon’s pussy was absolute heaven, if he died fucking like this he would die happy.
“Oh…” grunted Cassandra as the unfamiliar pleasure flooded her body, Dirk’s ceaseless thrusts jolting her back and forth on the desk. “…My…” she threw her head backwards, arching her back as her long raven hair whipped around in the throes of her lust. “GOD!”
Watching from behind camera, Gretchen lifted her hand to her mouth and gasped in surprise as she saw the beautiful demoness scream out in orgasm. Cassandra’s entire body thrashed on the desk, her hips driving back into Dirk as she roared out her climax, throwing the pornstar backwards across the room. Cassandra shrieked as her whole body burned with pleasure, her pussy flooding as the fires of her orgasm started to consume her.
Cassandra grunted, collapsing to her knees and clutching at her burning pussy as the flames of her hellish climax turned into real flames, bursting from her loins and shooting up over her. Within seconds her entire body was consumed in an intense red flame, the echoes of her inhuman screams slowly fading as her body burnt away.
The director and entire crew stood silent, dumbfounded by the scene unfolding before them. Within moments it was all over, the flames dying out as abruptly as they came, leaving not even a pile of ashes to show that Dixie Doodleswallower had ever been there.
EPILOGUE
“I’m as surprised as you are,” admitted Dirk as he sat on his chair, breathing heavily.
“I…I’ve never seen anything like it,” murmured Gretchen. “Only God knows how many souls you’ve saved by vanquishing Cassandra. If there’s anything I can do to repay you, then please, just say the word.”
Dirk paused for a moment, right now there was only one thing he could think of. “Um, when the demoness exploded like that, I was, ah, kind of close.”
Gretchen frowned, not quite following what he was saying.
Dirk cleared his throat. “Well, I was about to cum,” Dirk nodded downwards towards his lap, his cock was hard as a rock, trembling slightly between his thighs. He was more erect than he had ever been in his life and felt as though he was about to explode. The sensations he’d experienced fucking a demon had turned him on more than he thought possible, how it was that he didn’t cum inside her he had no idea. Perhaps it was the Hand of God?
“I see,” Gretchen smiled as she realized where he was going. She reached for the zipper on her tight white jeans and unfastened them.
“I would hate to see the blue balls I’d get if I left the equipment in this state,” Dirk said, joining Gretchen’s grin with one of his own.
“It’s the least I can do,” Gretchen told him as she pushed her jeans and panties down around her ankles and moved forward.
“It’s only out of necessity after all,” Dirk said with a smile as the beautiful angel straddled him on the chair, guiding the tip of his now eleven-inch cock towards her shaven pussy.
“If you think demon-pussy is good, wait till you try angel-pussy,” Gretchen said, flashing Dirk an one of his trademark winks as she lowered herself down his cock.
THE END
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**
“Why don’t you come and sit down here on the casting couch,” Bradley Hicks, boys’ gym teach at Westville High School gave the student standing at the doorway to his office a smirk.
“Your casting couch huh?” Tina replied. The stunning red head stepping into Coach Hick’s office, closing the door behind her. She was wearing a short red tartan skirt that flared up around her long teenage legs as she moved inside and a tight fitting white blouse that seemed to strain to hold in her ample double-D’s. The sexy eighteen year old moved in front of the gym teacher and reached out with one soft hand, cupping the older man’s crotch through his pants and giving it a playful squeeze before releasing him and walking over to the couch.
“Are you sure you’re up for this?” Tina asked flirtingly as she sat down on the couch, crossing her long legs, the motion causing her schoolgirl style skirt to rise well up her thighs, displaying ample portions of her incredible legs to the hungry eyes of the Coach. “Remember how long it took you to recover the last time?”
“Oh, I’m definitely up for this,” the thirty five year old teacher replied, emphasizing the word ‘up’ as he pulled down the front of his running pants and underwear, a rock hard erection popping free, pointing directly at Tina.
The slutty redhead smiled at the sight, licking her full red lips. “Why don’t you bring that thing over here,” she beckoned, her hands raising up to cup her big boobs through her blouse and give them a tempting squeeze.
Bradley Hicks didn’t need to be told twice, he stepped out of his pants and underwear, dressed only in a t-shirt as he walked right up in front of where Tina sat. The Coach stepped up with one foot onto the couch beside where Tina sat, lunging forward as he guided the head of his hard cock towards the beautiful redhead’s full, inviting lips. Tina smiled as he brushed his cock across her lips and then opened her mouth, taking her teachers organ into her hot mouth.
“Oh shit yeah!” grunted Coach Hicks in pleasure as Tina started to suck on his cock. He lunged further forward, pushing more of his cock into the eighteen year olds mouth as her tongue swirling around the underside of his shaft. Tina gave a moan of her own as she hungrily sucked on his cock, her head bobbing back and forth to meet the Coach’s thrusting penis, sucking him deep into her mouth.
“Oh God, your mouth feels so good!” he groaned, both his hands moving to the top of the beautiful students head, grabbing handfuls of her long red hair as he pulled her mouth further down on his cock. Tina hummed slightly around the big mouthful of manhood, her nose nuzzling against his pubic hair as she sucked him deeper, right into her throat.
“The whole time I was laid up last year I was thinking about you and your hot little body Tina,” he groaned, pumping his cock rapidly in and out of the mouth of the school’s pretty tennis captain.
Tina’s hand stroked up the inside of the Coach’s back leg, her fingertips reaching his dangling testicles and gently toying with them as he face fucked her lustfully. The middle aged gym teacher moaned as he hammered his cock into her mouth, amazed at how easily the young girl seemed to take it, somehow her tongue was still moving in the most incredible manner as he pounded her face.
Caught up in his arousal, Coach Hicks stepped up with his other foot onto the couch, pulling the lovely red head’s face into his groin, as he stood right up on the couch. Tina’s head never stopped bobbing over his cock as he moved, his balls slapping against her chin as he repeated fed the full length of his organ into her hot, wet mouth.
“Oh shit, I’m gonna cum!” he told her, his back arching as he pulled her face tighter into his loins. With a loud cry his cock exploded, abruptly flooding Tina’s young mouth with his seed. He must have leant back slightly too far in his orgasm as he suddenly lurched backwards, losing his center of balance. He gave a cry of surprise as he fell backwards, his still shooting cock popping out of Tina’s mouth with a slurping smack.
The Coach’s arms windmilled wildly as he tried in vain to regain his balance. He gave a cry of agony as he landed heavily on his back, his cock giving a final weak spurt as he rolled over, clutching at his lower back.
“Oh no, not again!” gasped Tina, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.
Hicks grimaced in both pain and embarrassment. “Call an ambulance…this time I think I really broke it!”
**
It had been a long day, Sarah Stevens gave a loud yawn, stretching her arms high above her head and arching her back. Under her shirt, her ample 36DD’s jutted out impressively, the material stretching taut across her mind-boggling bosom. Sarah was the girls’ gym teacher at Westville High School and was nearing the end of her second year at the school.
And what a couple of years it had been. Her first year had seemed to go well, Sarah had been somewhat nervous at first, she barely graduated college and thought she’d been unprepared for teaching, but the school year had passed without incident much to her relief. That summer however, the school’s previous principal, Jack Harry, had ordered her to take Summer School maths of all things!
After an initial bad start, Sarah had found the appropriate motivation for her three male students, her flawless, voluptuous body. Sarah was an incredibly attractive 25 year old; she was 5’7” and possessed a tight, athletic body that made both students and fellow teachers weak at the knees. She had a full, firm ass, long legs and fantastically large breasts. Unsurprisingly they had passed with flying colors, although the stacked teacher had gone a little further with the three eighteen year olds than she had planned.
Sarah’s second year had been even wilder. After the boys’ gym coach had injured his back and been unable to work, the voluptuous blonde teacher had found herself in charge of the boys classes as well as the girls. Her college slut personality had come out and she’d somehow found herself in the arms of a number of her young male students, not to mention the school’s busty nurse.
Westville High School had been investigated by the superintendent for misconduct and Principal Harry had been fired and replaced by the sexy, and buxom, Principal Schwartz who had been hot on the case of Sarah Stevens. Fortunately, with a little help from one of her enamored students, Sarah had been able to convince Ms Schwartz not to fire her.
Most recently Sarah had started an after school aquatics program, which, while not being wildly successful, had led Sarah on a fun ride or three.
Sarah was about to go and grab a coffee from the faculty staff room when there was a knock on her office door.
“Hello Miss Stevens?” came a somewhat timid boys voice.
“Come on in,” replied Sarah, turning to see two of the school’s senior students, Scott Riley and Corey Grace. Both of the young men were eighteen and both were rather geeky looking. “What can I do for you?” Sarah asked in a friendly tone.
The two boys exchanged nervous glances, and then Scott spoke up. “We’ve come to ask you a favor Miss Stevens,” he said.
“Oh yes?” Sarah noticed that Scott was not meeting her gaze and put it down to nervousness. In reality however he couldn’t lift his gaze up from the blonde teachers substantial chest, swelling against her tight fitting shirt.
“Well as you know Coach Hicks has injured his back again,” Scott told her. Sarah nodded at this. When she’d heard the news she had been worried she was going to get roped into taking the boys’ gym classes again, but fortunately Principal Schwartz had arranged for a substitute. Sarah briefly wondered how it was that Bradley Hicks kept on putting his back out, he should probably be more careful. “Coach Hicks was helping us out with the school play,” Scott said.
“Coach Hicks?” Sarah remarked in surprise, he was hardly the artistic type.
“Um, yeah,” shrugged Scott.
“It was Tina’s idea,” added Corey, who up until this point had been silent. Tina was probably the hottest senior at Westville, a sexy redhead, rumored to be somewhat of a slut.
“Tina’s helping you with the play?” This surprised Sarah as well, she hardly expected the popular girl to have anything to do with this two geeks.
“This year’s school play is a bit special,” explained Scott. “We’re making a film instead of an play, Tina wants to be an actress when she graduates so she practically begged us to let her star in the movie.”
“I see,” said Sarah. “So what does this have to do with me?”
“Well because it’s a movie we’re using the schools video equipment, but we need to have a teacher to supervise us. With Coach Hicks out of action we were hoping you’d help us out?” Scott said hopefully.
“I don’t know…” Sarah hesitated, what did she know about making movies.
“Please Miss Stevens?” begged Corey. “We’re almost finished, only two days shooting left to go.”
“We’ll do most of the work,” Scott promised. “We just need to have a teacher there so we can use the video equipment.”
Sarah sighed, with her after school aquatics program she’d have a pretty full plate. But they seemed like good enough kids, and what could two days of filming hurt? “Ok then, I’ll do it,” she said at last.
“Yes!” Corey whooped for joy.
“Thanks Miss Stevens, you won’t regret it!” added Scott.
Sarah smiled as best she could, wondering briefly if this new endeavor would turn out like everything else seemed to since she had come to Westville High School.
**
The next day, Sarah headed to the school’s drama room straight after school for the filming of the school play. She was still dressed in her gym gear, a pair of rather tight fitting track suit pants and a low cut tank top that displayed a lot more cleavage than was perhaps appropriate for a teacher. But then again Sarah Stevens had a lot more cleavage to cover than most teachers. She paused outside the door a moment, taking a deep breath, when she heard voices from inside the room.
“I can’t believe Miss Stevens agreed to this!” said a boy’s voice.
“I know!” replied a second voice, “this is so cool! Miss Steven has the most fantastic set of knockers I’ve ever seen!”
“Tell me about it,” the first boy agreed with a groan of mock frustration. “Whenever I see her, I can hardly help myself from grabbing onto those big jugs and having a squeeze.”
That’s enough of that, Sarah gave a frown and reached for the door handle, making sure to jiggle it around a bit before turning to give the boys warning of her approach. He stepped into the drama room and was a little surprised to see only Scott and Corey sitting there, with no camera equipment or other actors around.
“Where is everyone?” she asked.
“Oh, they’re at the school hall,” replied Scott. “Today we’re filming the ball sequence so all the gear’s over there. We just need to finish our makeup.”
“Oh, right,” replied Sarah. She noticed for the first time that both the boys were already in costume. They were dressed as what looked like eighteenth century noblemen, complete with white wigs that looked a little like they were borrowed from some English judge. “Nice outfits boys,” she said, standing in the doorway still.
“Thanks,” replied Corey. “The play is a period drama, you know, like Dangerous Liaisons.”
“Oh, I see,” Sarah replied. “Shall I meet you two over at the hall?”
“No, perhaps you could help us with our makeup?” suggested Scott. “We don’t really know what we’re doing,” he added with a shamefaced grin.
“You’re a pretty girl so you must know,” added Corey with a blush.
Sarah smiled at his complement, “thank you Corey,” she said, entering the room and heading over to where the two eighteen year olds sat. They had a couple of small mirrors set up as well as small makeup kits. “Ok, who’s first?”
“Me,” said Scott quickly, beating his friend to it.
Sarah pulled a chair up in front of Scott and grabbed the makeup it.
“You need to make it darker than normal because of the lights,” Scott helpfully suggested.
“Ok,” she said, biting her lower lip as she leant in and began to apply the makeup to the geeky looking young actor, resting one hand on his shoulder as she worked.
Scott’s breathing immediately quickened as Miss Stevens leant in close to him, the smell of her perfume filling his nose, God she smelt nice. The angle of her body and the low neckline on the tank top she was wearing also inadvertently displayed a good portion of her bulging cleavage. Scott’s eyes widened slightly as he glanced down and took in the mind-blowing, mountainous scenery before his eyes.
Sarah finished with the makeup pen she was using and leant over to the desk to grab a brush. As she reached for it her right boob accidentally pressed up against the outside of Scott’s arm and he moaned audibly. The feel of her massive tit squashing against his arm was incredible.
“Are you alright?” she asked as she sat back in her chair.
“Um, yeah, just not used to makeup,” he managed to stammer in surprise. Had Sarah looked downward she would have seen his crotch bulging.
“We’re almost finished,” Sarah smiled and then leant in again to brush on some more makeup, Scott’s stare immediately dropping back down to her gorgeous melons in the tight white tank top she wore. As the gorgeous gym teacher started to briskly brush his face with the makeup brush her big tits began to jiggle and shake inside her top and bra, Scott’s jaw dropped at the sight.
“Keep your mouth closed, I don’t want to get any of this in your mouth,” she told him, completely oblivious to the staggering display she was giving him as she applied the makeup. After a few minutes she finished, “all done.”
“Thank you Miss Stevens,” Scott managed to croak. As the busty blonde teacher dragged her chair over in front of Corey, Scott reached down and rubbed his hard crotch through his pants, she had really got him worked up. “Uh, I’ll meet you two at the hall,” he said, quickly getting up and rushing off towards the bathroom so he could relieve some of the pressure that the sexy teacher had caused in his pants.
“Ok Scott, see you over there,” Sarah replied as she picked up the makeup pen and lent in towards Corey to work on his makeup. Just like Scott, Corey’s eyes immediately widened as he looked down the front of Sarah’s top into her expansive cleavage. The view was incredible, Corey could see the swelling tops of both of Sarah’s delightful jugs and a hint of the lacy cups of her bra, which unfortunately for him concealed her nipples from his gaze.
Sarah leant past Corey and pressed her bosom against the young man’s arm as she reached for the brush. Corey’s eyes rolled back as he felt her boob rub against his arm, he was sure that he could even feel the hard point of her nipple on his bicep.
As she applied the makeup brush, Sarah leant even further forward. Corey gave a little whimper as the view down her top improved considerably. He could now see even more of her bra, her massive breasts bulged above the lacy piece of lingerie and they looked as though they were threatening to tumble out at any moment.
Unable to control himself, Corey reached out and slipped his trembling hand down the front of Miss Steven’s tank top, his hand cupping one of her big breasts, only her bra separating his hand from bare skin. At first Sarah didn’t even notice the young student feeling her up, and he wasn’t subtle or gentle about it either. His hand eagerly squeezed and kneaded Miss Stevens immense boob, it felt so full and firm through her bra he almost creamed his pants.
It wasn’t until the horny teenager had given Miss Steven’s big tit about half a dozen squeezes before she actually realized he was groping her. With a gasp of surprise she jerked back away from him, his hand slipping out from the neckline of her tank top as she pulled away.
“Corey!” she said with a startled intake of breath.
“I..ah…sorry Miss Stevens, I…I couldn’t help myself. I…they’re just so big!” Corey stammered, immediately blushing deeply as he seemed to realize for the first time just what he had done.
Sarah was rather stunned, although Corey wasn’t the first student to come on to her, his grope had still taken her by surprise, he had seemed like such a shy lad. She paused a moment, wondering if she should tell him off, and then thought better of it. “We’d better hurry,” she said at last. “The others will be waiting for us in the hall.”
Corey nodded mutely, he could scarcely believe he’d actually gotten his first ever feel of a woman’s breasts, and what a fantastic pair to be his first. The way Miss Steven’s had jumped back like that he was expecting a slap or detention or at least a telling off, but she didn’t seem all that pissed off at all actually, more just surprised. He didn’t have long to ponder this however as he hurried after Miss Stevens towards the hall.
“Wow,” remarked Sarah as they entered the hall. As well as Corey and Scott there were about a dozen other students, all dressed in a similar eighteenth century style. Whoever had made the costumes had done a fantastic job.
Standing near to the front of the group was the plays two stars, Scott and Tina. Tina was dressed in an absolutely stunning ball gown. The dress was made of a thick, pale blue, embroidered material and flared out widely from the beautiful redhead’s slim waist, reaching all the way to the ground, with hints of a lacy white petticoat beneath. The top half of the ball gown had a tight, laced up bodice with a low, square cut neckline that displayed ample portions of the upper swells of the eighteen year olds mouth-watering melons. From the way her big tits jutted upwards above the neckline of the dress Sarah guessed she was wearing either an old style corset, or a very effective push-up bra, not that her young boobs needed any help fighting gravity.
As Sarah and Corey entered, Scott stepped forward and handed her a very thick stack book of papers, bound in one corner with string. “Here’s the script Miss Stevens,” he told her. “Today we’re doing the ballroom scene.”
“What do you need me to do?” she whispered under her breath as she accepted the script, she didn’t want the rest of the cast to know she had no idea what she was doing.
“We pretty much just need a teacher to supervise so we’re allowed to use the video gear,” said Scott, pointing over to where a film camera was set up on a tripod. “Coach Hicks usually did a little bit of directing, but not much.”
“I think I can manage that,” Sarah said with a smile as Scott headed back to her place beside Tina.
“Okay, hit it!” Scott called out. To Sarah’s left there was a boy standing beside a stereo. He pushed a button and the room was filled with the sounds of an orchestra playing a waltz. As the music began all the students started to dance, Tina and Scott at the front of the group.
Sarah smiled as she watched the group of senior students waltz across the dance floor. All the girls wearing majestic ball gowns made them seem so graceful.
“Ow!” yelped Tina suddenly. She stepped back from Scott and gave the geeky looking young man a shove.
“What is it?” asked Sarah, signaling for the music to stop a moment.
“He’s got two left feet!” complained Tina, to which Scott shrugged helplessly. “He keeps stomping on my feet,” she added.



“I’ve never waltzed before,” Scott explained.
Sarah moved a little closer to the pair. “Let’s see you dance, start the music again,” she said to the stereo operator. “Everyone, keep practicing,” she said to the other couples as Scott took Tina’s hand and began to clumsily shuffle his feet, awkwardly holding the beautiful girl out at arms length, mostly to avoid tripping her with his feet.
“Feel the beat Scott,” Sarah said, trying to coach him. “1,2,3,1,2,3,” she counted.
At that moment Scott and Tina both stepped in towards each other and their heads clashed.
“Ah!” cried out Tina, rubbing her forehead. “I need danger money for this!”
“Keep going,” Sarah urged the rest of the group when a couple stopped to look and laugh at Scott’s lack of rhythm. “Here, dance with me Scott,” the busty teacher offered when she saw the angry look on Tina’s face.
“Ok, Miss Stevens,” Scott said, suddenly even more nervous at the prospect of dancing with the beautiful gym teacher.
Sarah took both of Scott’s hands and guided them to her nicely curved hips. “That’s it Scott, just feel the beat, feel me move with the rhythm,” she told him gently as she began to sway in time with the music. Scott swallowed as his hands held her slim waist, it had been great to touch Tina, but this was even better. He moaned softly as he felt the voluptuous 25 year old’s hips swaying under his hands.
“Ok, now take my hand,” Sarah said, her soft hand holding his. “Now put your hand onto the small of my back, that’s it pull me a little closer. I won’t bite,” she said playfully. The buxom teacher could feel Scott shaking slightly as he pulled her towards him so that their bodies were only inches apart. Scott was acutely aware of the beautiful blonde’s massive breasts between them and his breathing noticeably quickened.
“Right, we’re going to move now,” Sarah warned him. “Just follow my lead. 1,2,3,1,2,3,” Sarah counted aloud as she guided Scott in a waltz, his steps hesitant and his gaze constantly darting downwards. Sarah assumed he was trying to watch where his feet were stepping, but in reality he was sneaking glances down the front of her tank top.
The next step that Scott took was in the wrong direction and his body pressed up against Sarah’s, her huge tits squashing into his chest as they collided. “Keep going!” Sarah urged him, pulling him into another step, her breasts still pressed against him. “That’s good!” she said when he managed to keep up, she couldn’t help but notice his crotch as it bumped against her, the eighteen year old definitely had an erection. The only question in Sarah’s mind was if it was caused by her, or by Tina from earlier on?
“That’s it everyone, 1,2,3,” she called out encouragingly.
Scott took his next step in the wrong direction again, this time purposefully. His loins twitching as Miss Steven’s big tits pressed against him and his crotch rubbed against her firm thigh. The busty teacher didn’t bat an eyelid at that, so another couple of steps later Scott did it again, this time deliberately grinding his hard groin into her as they impacted.
“You’re getting better Scott,” Sarah told the young man as they kept dancing. She could feel him rubbing his hard crotch against her and felt a slight tingle between her own thighs. With all these people around she wasn’t quite sure how to handle the situation.
“You’re a great dancer Miss Stevens,” complemented Scott as they moved around the dance floor more confidently now. Emboldened by her lack of reaction to rubbing against her, Scott let the hand on her back drop slightly, so that it was resting on the top of her tracksuit pants, just below her waist. Scott was so caught up in his surreptitious groping that he didn’t hear Sarah gasp slightly as she felt the movement of his hand. He slowly slid his hand lower, gently cupping one of the teacher’s ripe, full buttocks through her tracksuit pants.
“That’s good Scott,” Sarah breathed softly as they danced, she wasn’t even sure herself if she was talking about his dancing or the hand on her ass. Scott pulled the buxom teacher harder in against him using the hand on her ass, her breasts crushing right up under his chin and his crotch hard and insistent against her hip.
A moment later the song finished and the pair reluctantly disengaged. Sarah shivered slightly, feeling her own dampness between her thighs. She wondered briefly what would have happened if the song had gone on much longer.
“I think you’ve got the hang of it now Scott,” Sarah said breathlessly.
Scott stood there a little dumbfounded, but managed to nod in agreement as Sarah stepped back to the side and Tina moved back in front of him. If the sexy redhead student noticed Scott’s bulging crotch she didn’t make any comment as they resumed their dance.
Filming of the dance sequence went on for about another ten minutes, and after his lesson with Miss Stevens, Scott managed to avoid standing on Tina’s toes, well mostly anyway.
“Ok, that’s great,” said Scott when they had finally finished up.
“We’re finished?” Sarah asked.
“Not quite,” he replied. “We just need to shoot the kiss then we’re done,” as he said his last bit he looked over in Tina’s direction somewhat eagerly.
Most of the extra’s left the hall at this point, leaving just Scott, Corey, Tina and Miss Stevens. Corey moved around behind the camera tripod to zoom the lens in for a close-up as Tina and Scott stood in front of it. They both looked rather nervous and stiff as they stood face to face, with Scott resting his hands on Tina’s hips.
“Ok, whenever you’re ready,” Corey told them once he was satisfied with the camera position and focus.
“Here goes,” Scott breathed, leaning in towards his beautiful co-star. Unfortunately he tilted his head in the same direction as Tina and their noses clashed together.
“Oops,” he remarked, pulling back. Tina sighed in impatience.
Scott took a breath to try and calm his nerves and then leant in again, this time tilting his head the opposite way. Scott gave a small moan as his lips met Tina’s. He immediately pushed his tongue forward, diving it eagerly between the beautiful girl’s lips and into her mouth. At the same time he lifted his right hand up to her chest, squeezing one of Tina’s full breasts through her gown.
“Jesus!” swore Tina as she abruptly shoved the overeager teen off her, his pawing hand slipping off her tit. “Are you trying to choke me with that thing?”
“Sorry,” mumbled Scott with a blush, that had been his first ever kiss and her lips had felt so soft.
“This is ridiculous,” growled Tina. “How can I act under these conditions?” she demanded, directing the question at Miss Stevens.
Sarah gave the obviously nervous Scott a sympathetic smile. “Why don’t you try again?” she suggested.
“Fine,” Tina said with an irritated sigh.
“Ok, here goes,” Scott said again. He took hold of Tina by the waist again and slowly leant in towards her. As he got close to her his mouth opened slightly and his tongue started to eagerly reach out towards her.
“Ew, that’s so gross!” cried Tina, shoving Scott away again. “Can’t you get him to do it right like you did with the dancing?” Tina asked Sarah.
“Ok,” Sarah agreed. “Come over here Scott, I’ll show you how to do a screen kiss.”
Tina stepped back as Scott moved in front of Miss Stevens, eager to feel her soft lips on his.
“Now you need to be a little less eager Scott,” Sarah told him as she saw his tongue already start to emerge. “Just use your lips for a start and I’ll lead the way. Remember, just be gentle.”
“Ok Miss Stevens,” Scott said with a diligent nod.
The beautiful blonde teacher leant in towards him, her head tilting slightly to the left. Scott closed his eyes as he felt her lips gently brush against his. He could smell her perfume and feel the closeness of her very womanly body. Miss Steven’s mouth parted slightly and he felt her tongue slip against his lips, urging them apart and slipping inside his mouth. Scott gave a groan as her tongue sought out his, their kiss intensifying in passion as her body melted against his. Scott started to kiss the beautiful teacher back, pulling her tight against him, feeling her massive breasts crush against his chest and his own bulging crotch rub into her mound through her track pants.
“Wow, that looked really sexy!” Tina said in admiration when the pair finally parted.
“You two try it now then,” said Sarah, breathing heavily, Scott was a much better kiss than it had first seemed with Tina.
As Tina took Miss Steven’s place again Scott kicked himself for not trying to feel up the busty teacher as he’d done with Tina. The younger, but almost as busty redhead stepped up to Scott, “come on then big boy,” she said jokingly.
Scott pulled Tina into an embrace, his lips moving over hers more gently this time. Trying to emulate Miss Steven’s tender kiss, Scott softly pressed his lips against Tina’s as he pulled her body tighter against his. For a guy who’d never even had a girlfriend he was certainly getting his fair share of action today. Scott’s lips parted and he gently probed his tongue into Tina’s warm mouth. This time the beautiful teen didn’t stop him, but let him kiss her passionately.
“Much better!” Sarah congratulated the pair when they drew apart.
“Did you get that?” Scott asked Corey, where he was still standing behind the camera.
“Sure did,” the other boy confirmed.
“Great, we’re done for today then,” said Scott. “Tomorrow we’re shooting the final scene.”
“Cool!” exclaimed Tina. “This movie’s going to make me famous.”
“I’ll take the camera gear back,” Sarah offered as they started to pack up.
“Thanks Miss Stevens,” Scott replied as pulled off his wig and scratched his head.
The busty teacher picked up the lucky camera, holding it clutched against her massive bosom as she carried it out of the hall. Sarah took the camera back to the school’s AV room, making sure to sign for its return before locking up.
As she headed back towards the drama room she flipped open her mobile phone and dialed.
“Hi Cindy,” Sarah greeted her best friend when she answered. “…are you busy tonight?…great, fancy dinner?…ok, that sounds good…seven thirty?…see you then, looking forward to it.” Sarah put her phone back into her pocket as she reached the drama room.
The busty blonde teacher headed straight inside, to her surprise Scott and Corey were already there, and they were both in the middle of getting changed. Sarah gasped at the sight before her. Scott had his shirt halfway up over his head, his eyes covered as he struggled to get out of the garment, but from the neck down he was completely naked. Corey was wearing a lot more either, the other eighteen year old was in the middle of putting his underwear on, completely naked except for his boxer shorts that were only pulled up to about his knees.
Sarah’s eyes went wide as she looked from Scott to Corey and back again, unable to stop herself from checking them out. Beneath his clothes, Scott looked a lot less geeky. He had a well-muscled body for his size, a lovely olive complexion and a rather decent sized cock dangling between his legs. Corey was not quite so well built, but waif thin, the cock between the other teen’s legs was even longer though, Corey was certainly packing quite a package.
At the sight of the two teenage penises, Sarah licked her lips, unable to help her mind from flashing back to the three erections she had recently walked in on during her after school aquatics classes. That had led much further than Sarah had intended, she was still determined to try and maintain her self-control and composure, but the sight of these two handsome young men.
“Miss Stevens!” blurted Corey in stunned surprise, he had been frozen in shock at the sight of their beautiful teacher walking in on them, but now he seemed to snap out of his stunned surprise and realize he was standing naked in front of her.
Corey hurriedly yanked up his boxers and Scott tugged more urgently at his stuck shirt, his cock flopping around as he moved.
“Oh my goodness!” gasped Sarah, a sudden blush creeping to her cheeks. “I’m sorry boys! I…” she stammered as she Corey’s long cock disappeared into his boxers, her eyes flicking over to Scott’s still exposed manhood. “I’ll be in my office if you need to see me before you go. Sorry,” with that she hurried departed, inwardly kicking herself for staying as long as she did.
Sarah quickly made her way back to her office, slamming the door shut behind her and pressing back against it, breathing heavily, her mountainous chest rising and falling. Sarah paused a moment to regain her composure, then moved over to her desk and sat down on her chair, the beautiful blonde felt incredibly stimulated by the events of the afternoon and she briefly considered slipping her hands down into her track pants right here and now in her office.
“No, I’m seeing Cindy tonight,” she whispered aloud. She could wait a few more hours for relief. One of Sarah’s hands unconsciously crept up to her chest, cupping a big boob through her tank top, her fingers finding her nipple and tracing it through her top.
There was a sudden knock on the door and Sarah visibly jumped in her chair.
Sarah coughed to clear her throat. “Um, come on it. Oh, hello Corey,” she said when she recognized her visitor.
“Hi Miss Stevens,” the student replied. “I, um…I came to apologize.”
Sarah frowned. “Apologize?” she repeated. “What on earth for sweetheart?”
“For…you know…grabbing you before. Back in the changing room.” Corey blushed, staring down at his feet.
Sarah’s heart softened at his obvious shame. “Oh Corey, that’s ok I don’t mind. I forgive you.”
“Really?” Corey looked up hopefully.
Sarah’s eyes briefly flickered down to Corey’s crotch, the peek she had got of it naked just a few moments earlier suddenly flashing before her eyes. “Really Corey,” she assured him. “My, um, breasts seem to attract a lot of attention, it’s not the first time. I don’t blame you.”
Corey licked his lips. “They were just so big…and right there,” as he spoke Corey lifted both hands upwards, making a boob-squeezing motion in the air in front of him.
Sarah couldn’t help but chuckle. “While we’re on the topic of apologies I believe I owe you one as well.”
“You do?” Corey remarked in surprise.
“For walking in on you and Scott while you were getting changed.”
“Oh right,” Corey’s blush deepened.
Sarah bit her bottom lip, hesitating a moment as she tried to control her own urges. The internal battle of conscience lasted about eight seconds, and as usual Sarah’s slut personality won out. “Would you like to see them for real?” Sarah offered.
“Excuse me?” Corey blurted in surprise, looking up hopefully at his pretty teacher.
“My breasts,” Sarah explained. “I mean, I did see you, it’s only fair you get to see me.”
“Really?” Corey asked, blinking in disbelief.
“Take a look,” Sarah said, yanking her tank top up over her head as she stood up and came around Corey’s side of her desk. Beneath she was wearing a lacy white bra, not her usual sports bra. The sexy piece of lingerie lifted her already ample melons up and out, presenting a mouthwatering portion of her cavernous cleavage.
Sarah reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting it drop off her shoulders. Corey gasped in delight as Sarah’s huge breasts came into view. They were massive, even bigger than he had imagined. Full mountains of firm, creamy flesh, with barely a hint of sag for their vast size and topped by big suckable nipples that were already stiffened from Sarah’s own arousal.
“Holy shit!” Corey whispered in awe as his eyes feasted on his teachers gorgeous tits.
“Would you like to touch them?” Sarah offered, leaning her arms back on the desk behind and arching her back slightly so that he tits jutted out invitingly towards Corey.
Corey gave a deep moan in answer, immediately stepping towards her, his hands reaching up and cupping her gigantic boobs. Corey sighed as his fingers sunk into the firm orbs, eagerly squeezing and mauling her offered breasts.
“These are fantastic!” Corey breathed as he squeezed Sarah’s big tits pushing them upwards and together, his thumbs stretching out and rubbing across her hard nipples.
“That’s it Corey, play with my tits, they’re all yours!” Sarah said with a moan, she was completely aroused by this point, beyond any chance of controlling her urges.
Corey leant forward and buried his face in Sarah’s deep cleavage, his hands still squeezing and rubbing her tits as his tongue began to lick and feast on the warm, summery mounds. Sarah moaned in appreciation as the teenagers mouth found one of her nipples, sucking the hardened bud and rolling his tongue around the circle of her areola. Corey was now straddling one of Sarah’s legs and she could feel the hardness of his throbbing erection jutting against her thigh.
Corey moved over to Sarah’s other nipple, greedily sucking on her tit as he humped against her thigh and his hands still squeezed at the sides of her plentiful knockers. Sarah rested a hand on the back of his head, holding him into her bust as she slipped one hand down between their bodies and started to rub the bulge of his groin with her soft palm.
The young eighteen-year-old student moaned into Sarah’s bosom as she gave his erection a squeeze through his pants. He pulled back slightly, allowing his teacher access to his zipper. As Sarah unfastened the front of his pants, reaching inside for his hard cock, Corey’s hands remained busy on the teacher’s massive tits, squeezing and fondling to his hearts content.
Sarah gave a moan as she drew his cock out, running his hands up and down the impressive length. “Oh Corey!” she breathed in appreciation, closing her fist around the rock solid shaft and stroking him up and down.
“Oh Miss Stevens, that feels great!” he gasped in reply as she started to give him a fantastic handjob. Corey’s fingers seized Sarah’s nipples and gave them a hard pinch, twisting the hardened buds between his thumb and forefinger.
“Would you like to fuck my tits?” Sarah offered the student, seeing his obvious infatuation with her breasts.
“Oh man!” groaned Corey at the suggestion. “I’d love to.”
Sarah smiled and dropped to her knees, Corey’s hands remaining glued to her big tits during the entire maneuver. He gave the melons another squeeze as his busty teacher leant forward, capturing his cock in her mouth and sucking heavily on it, her mouth filling with saliva to lube up his cock. Corey gave a loud moan as his cock was abruptly enveloped in her mouth.
“Oh Miss Stevens!” he groaned, “that feeling absolutely amazing!”
Corey moaned as she bobbed her head over his cock, giving him a particularly wet and sloppy blowjob to get him ready. As she sucked him, Corey’s arms were stretched down beneath her bobbing head, massaging her tits in his hands.
After a few minutes Sarah drew her mouth off his cock. “Ok, stick it between my breasts,” she instructed.
Corey quickly moved his cock up against her chest, resting it between the two mountainous globes of her breasts, his hands squeezing the sides of her tits together, wrapping them tightly around his trembling cock.
“Oh shit!” groaned Corey as he started to slowly pump his hips, fucking his cock up through Miss Steven’s deep cleavage, the lubrication from her blowjob allowing his cock to glide neatly between her huge jugs. Corey tightened his grip on the outsides of Sarah’s heavy breasts, keeping them firmly around his cock as he fucked her tits, each thrust jiggling those massive mounds over her chest.
Sarah moaned at the feel of the teens long, hard shaft thrusting against her chest, she loved getting her big tits fucked. For some reason she thought back to the school’s previous principal, Jack Harry, remembering the way he had slammed his cock between big, fat titties and coated them with his seed, leaving her with quite a pearl necklace.



“I…don’t think…I can last…much longer!” gasped Corey, his cock vigorously humping the voluptuous teachers bosom.
“Stop then!” gasped Sarah, “I want to feel you in my pussy.”
Corey released Sarah’s tits for the first time since he had got his hands on them and he stumbled back a pace. “You’re going to let me fuck you?” Corey blinked in disbelief, this was all too good to be true, he had just got a blowjob and titfuck from the hottest woman on the planet, and now she was actually going to let him fuck her.
“I want to feel that lovely cock of yours inside me,” Sarah confirmed as she stood up, hooking her hands into the waistband of her track pants.
“Oh God!” groaned Corey as he watched her tug down her pants and underwear in one smooth motion, revealing her beautiful, hairless pussy. “You’re the best Miss Stevens.”
The gorgeous, now-naked, teacher turned around, facing away from Corey as she bent over the edge of her desk, spreading her thighs apart and sticking her lovely ass towards him. Corey swallowed at the mind-boggling sight, he could see her exposed pussy between the flawless round cheeks of her buttocks, the lips of cunt slightly swollen with arousal and dripping wet.
“I can’t believe this is really happening,” breathed Corey as he stepped up behind her, one hand stroking over her bare ass, the other taking hold of his trembling cock, guiding it towards his teacher’s waiting pussy.
“Quickly!” moaned Sarah. “Stick it in!”
Corey gave yet another moan of lust and pushed forward, sliding his erection between her pussy lips and deep inside her. Sarah gave a satisfied moan as she felt Corey’s big cock stretch her open and fill her up, “Oh Corey, your cock feels so good!”
Encouraged by his teachers obvious pleasure, Corey took hold of her shapely hips and started to thrust against her, his hips slapping up against her ass with each lunge. Sarah’s pussy was wet from her arousal and his cock slid easily in and out of her as he bucked wildly against her ass, pounding his cock deep within her.
Already turned on from their foreplay, Corey was moaning loudly within minutes, “I don’t think I can last much longer!” he gasped, his cock pummeling her cunt, sending waves of pleasure through both of them.
“Oh fuck!” Corey gave a hoarse grunt as his cock exploded up inside Miss Stevens, pumping thick ropes of sperm deep into her pussy. Sarah moaned as she felt his cock spasming inside her. The students grip tightening on her hips as he drove his cock deep into her, his entire length bottoming out within her pussy. “Yes!” Corey gasped, his virginity a thing of the past as he unloaded every once of cum that filled his balls.
After what felt like a full minute Corey finally finished his climax and he stepped back, his spent cock slipping from Sarah’s drenched pussy.
“That was great Miss Stevens,” said Corey, breathing heavily.
Sarah’s impressive chest was also heaving with exertion as she turned around and sat on the edge of the desk.
“I’m glad you enjoyed it Corey, I did as well,” Sarah told him.
Corey pulled his pants and underwear back up. “Can we do this again soon?” he asked hopefully, his eyes roving over the curves of her still naked body.
“We’ll see,” Sarah said with a frown, she hadn’t really intended to be fucking a student again today, but had to admit she had enjoyed it. She glanced at the clock on the wall, it was almost half past six. “It’s getting late, we should probably get going.”
“Ok Miss Stevens,” Corey said as he zipped up. “I’ll see you at the filming tomorrow.”
**
“You got laid today!” Cindy Brown said accusingly as soon as Sarah greeted her at the door to her apartment. Cindy was Sarah’s best friend at Westville High School. She was the school’s nurse and was probably the only other teacher to rival Sarah in number of affairs with students. The two busty women were also sometimes lovers as well as confidants.
Sarah grinned broadly as she led Cindy into her lounge. “I couldn’t help it!” she told her friend as they took a seat side by side on the couch. “It just kind of happened.”
“You lucky bitch, who was it with?” Cindy asked. The school nurse had similar endowments to Sarah, sporting an impressive pair of big knockers under the tight fitting blouse she was wearing tonight. Where Sarah was a sexy blonde, Cindy had dark hair and a tanned, olive complexion.
“It was Corey Grace, I was um, helping him with the school play,” Sarah explained as she poured them both a glass of red wine.
“You were helping him with more than just the play by the sounds of things,” joked Cindy. She then paused thoughtfully a moment. “Corey huh? I always thought he was a little bit of a geek.” Cindy usually went for the jock-types, having screwed her way through most of the school’s football team during so-called physicals.
“He’s got quite a big dick,” Sarah playfully told her friend, her eyes twinkling mischievously. The comment caused both voluptuous women to burst into laughter.
“Hmm,” Cindy licked her lips. “Maybe you should bring him home with you like you did Brent,” the nurse said, remembering a particularly hot threesome she’d had with Sarah and a student earlier in the year.
“I don’t know,” Sarah replied. “I probably shouldn’t have had sex with him at all, I mean, I am trying to be a bit more professional. I can’t keep doing this.”
Cindy reached over towards her friend, cupping one of Sarah’s heavy tits through her top and giving the large orb a tender squeeze.
Sarah glanced over at the script that Scott had given her that afternoon. She had intended to spend some time reading through it so that she would be better prepared for tomorrow, but thoughts of reading quickly left her mind as Cindy’s other hand found her other breast.
As the busty nurse squeezed Sarah’s breasts through her top, she turned around to face her friend, her arms wrapping around her as she leant in and hungrily kissed her friend on the mouth. Cindy moaned softly as Sarah’s tongue found hers and their curvaceous bodies pressed together. Sarah’s hands reached down to cup and squeeze Cindy’s ass through the pair of jeans she was wearing.
“Young Corey didn’t completely satisfy you huh?” Cindy teased Sarah when they broke off their kiss.
Sarah was already reaching for the buttons on the front of Cindy’s blouse. “What can I say,” Sarah smiled as she pulled open Cindy’s blouse, revealing a black satin bra that encased the brunette’s huge, nicely tanned breasts. “Guess I’m just a horny bitch,” Sarah squeezed Cindy’s big tits through her bra as the buxom nurse leant in to kiss her again, their tongues toying with each other’s as they hurriedly undressed.
“Lucky for me,” laughed Cindy as the now naked couple laid back onto the couch, their huge breasts pressing up against each other’s as they passionately kissed again. Nurse Brown then moved down, kissing her way down to Sarah’s neck, her tongue sliding across her collar bone, then her mouth eagerly heading south, capturing a hard nipple between her lips. Sarah gave a satisfied sigh as Cindy sucked the bud into her warm mouth, her tongue deliciously toying with the dark nipple. Sarah arched her back, pushing her big tits harder against Cindy’s mouth as the sexy nurse nursed on her nipple.
“That feels great!” moaned Sarah, running her fingers through Cindy’s dark hair. She then reached down under Cindy’s suckling mouth and cupped Cindy’s voluptuous breasts in her hands, squeezing the gorgeous melons before pinching on her nipples.
Cindy looked up from her mountainous feast and smiled wickedly at her friend and lover. She then shuffled down the couch, moving between Sarah’s legs as the busty teacher lifted them apart to allow Cindy access to the shaven mound between her thighs. Cindy gave a murmur of excitement as she leant in between Sarah’s thighs, her tongue slipping out and swiping up the length of Sarah’s slit.
“Oh God!” groaned Sarah as Cindy’s skilled tongue toyed with her clit and then moved down, probing up inside her pussy. Sarah leant back on the couch, closing her eyes, her hands running up to cup her own big breasts and squeeze them as the lovely nurse started to eat her out.
Cindy’s fingertips rubbed the swollen nub of Sarah’s clit as her tongue burrowed into her pussy, drawing loud groans of pleasure. Sarah writhed on the couch as Cindy’s tongue lapped at her cunt, driving her absolutely wild.
Sarah was so caught up in the blissful sensations that Cindy’s tongue was producing that she didn’t notice as the buxom nurse reached down into her handbag that lay beside the couch. Without pausing the fluttering of her tongue, Cindy drew a long, bright pink dildo out of her purse.
“Ahh!” Sarah screamed out in pleasure as the dildo suddenly impaled her. Her eyes went wide as her hungry cunt was suddenly filled. “Oh God!” Sarah’s whole body shuddered and she loudly screamed out in joy, her body orgasming at the surprise penetration. Cindy didn’t let up, her tongue flicking at Sarah’s clit and her hand pumping the pink dildo rapidly in and out of Sarah’s clutching pussy. The blonde teacher arched her whole body, moaning as she climaxed powerfully.
When Cindy finally withdrew the dildo several minutes later, Sarah slumped back into the couch, breathing heavily, her massive chest heaving. Cindy still wore a wicked grin as she bent back down and sucked at Sarah’s soaked pussy, lapping up all her juices.
“So you like my little friend?” Cindy asked once she was done, waving the pink dildo in the air towards her friend.
“Oh wow,” groaned Sarah, shivering at the memory. “Quite a surprise.”
Cindy smiled. “Great, you can use that on me now,” the well-endowed nurse grinned in anticipation.
**
Sarah had an extra bounce in her step the next day, classes seemed to fly by and before she knew it she was heading towards the drama room for the final day of after school filming on the school play. She had intended to take a look at the script during her lunch break, but Principal Schwartz had called a faculty meeting and she had run out of time.
When she reached the drama room she saw only Scott and Corey were there today, both already in costume which disappointed her a little. As well as their eighteenth century costumes, they both wore rather glum expressions.
“Hi guys,” Sarah greeted them cheerily, still on a high from the previous day. “What’s wrong?” she asked when she saw their faces.
“We can’t film today,” Scott explained. “Tina’s gone home sick.”
Sarah’s heart lurched slightly as she saw the disappointed look on both boys’ faces.
“That’s ok, we can film tomorrow,” she suggested.
Corey shook his head. “The video gear has been booked out by the science club for the next two months. Some documentary or something,” Corey didn’t meet her gaze, Sarah wasn’t sure if he was embarrassed by yesterdays tryst or if it was just his shy nature.
“Oh I’m sorry guys,” Sarah said sympathetically. “Surely there’s something we can do?”
Scott shrugged. “We were so close too, the final scene was today,” the young eighteen year old wore a bleak expression.
“Can we film it without Tina?” Sarah suggested optimistically.
Scott scoffed at this. “She’s the main actress in the scene, it’s just me and her,” he told the busty teacher.
Sarah frowned. “Well could someone else do it? Did she have an understudy?” Sarah was determined to find a way to avoid disappointing the two boys.
“No, no one else knows the part,” Scott said.
“None of the other girls really look like her either,” added Corey.
“Except…” Scott said thoughtfully. He scratched his chin as he seemed to weigh up an idea.
“What are you thinking?” asked Sarah hopefully.
“Well, what about you Miss Stevens?” Scott asked. “You’ve read and script, and I’m sure you’d be great in the role.”
“I don’t know about that Scott…” Sarah replied tentatively, suddenly she was not so eager to find a way to finish the movie.
“You’d be perfect!” agreed Corey. “I mean you look quite a lot like Tina,” he was staring directly at her impressive bosom as he said the last part.
“I don’t know anything about acting…” Sarah tried to think of an excuse, she also felt suddenly terrible about the fact she hadn’t got around to even looking at the script.
“We’ll help Miss Stevens,” Scott assured her. “Please help.”
Sarah’s heart melted at the hopeful expressions on the two teens faces, she couldn’t bear to let them down. “Ok, I’ll give it a go,” she said at last. “But I don’t know if I’ll remember all the lines,” she added, trying to cover for not reading the script yesterday.
“It’ll be fine,” Scott told her. “There aren’t many lines in the last scene.”
Corey was already grabbing the elegant costume that Tina had worn yesterday and handing it to the blonde teacher. “Here you go Miss Stevens, this will be great.”
Sensing no way out, Sarah took the dress and headed across the hall to the women’s toilets to get changed. She quickly shrugged off her clothes, piling them neatly in the corner, dressed in just a tight sports bra and a skimpy white g-string she took a look at the costume that Corey had given her. It was a very beautiful pale-blue embroided dress, just like something a princess would wear in a fairy tale and Sarah was actually quite excited at the prospect of wearing it. The dress was strapless and came with a rather small looking corset, if she kept her sports bra on the straps would show and ruin the look so she would have to go braless, however the tight fitting corset would no doubt kept her busty knockers under control.
Sarah sighed and reached behind her back, unclipped her bra and letting it drop off her shoulders, her heavy breasts swinging free. Sarah ran her hands up under her gigantic melons, lifting them up and giving them a squeeze, enjoying the freedom of her topless state. She then picked up the corset and wrapped it around her slim waist. It sat just above her hips and came up to just above her nipples, covering about half of her large boobs.
Sarah frowned as she realized it had a lace up back on it that tied at the top. She first tried to reach over her shoulder for the lacing, but couldn’t even come close. Next she hooked her arm behind her back, trying to reach the lace from beneath. Sarah muttered under her breath as she stretched her fingers, reaching for the lacing, she felt her fingertip graze one of the laces.
“Damn!” she swore after a few more moments, there was no way she’d be able to the corset up by herself. Sarah bit her lower lip, deciding what to do. She briefly considered leaving it off, but remembered how low cut the dress had been on Tina. Sarah was ever more busty, there was no way the gown would hold her vast jugs in place, and the strapless nature of the garment meant wearing a bra was out of the question.
Sarah sighed loudly and went to the door, holding the corset in place over her swelling chest as best she could. She opened the toilet door and called out for Corey.
Corey came to the classroom door and looked out across the hallway where Sarah was peeking out from behind the door, trying to keep as much of her body hidden as possible, just in case Steve the janitor happened to wander by.
“Are you ok Miss Stevens?” Corey asked.
“Can you come in here and give me a hand a moment Corey?” Sarah asked, she decided that Corey had already seen her naked so what would it hurt if he helped her into the corset.
Corey grinned. “Sure Miss Stevens,” he immediately agreed, stepping across the hallway and entering the girls’ toilets.
Sarah felt oddly embarrassed as the young man closed the door behind him, his leering gaze taking in the incredible sight of her barely contained hooters and panty clad lower body. Considering how intimate she had got with him yesterday she had no reason to be shy.
Corey licked his lips, admiring the busty teachers long slim legs and her panty covered mound. “What’s up Miss Stevens?” he asked.
“Can you please tie up the lacing on this thing,” Sarah said, with a slight blush. She turned around, presenting the unlaced back of the corset, as well as her almost bare ass. The thong back of her panties showed off her tight, firm ass cheeks to excellent effect, the view not lost on young Corey.
“Sure,” Corey agreed, adjusting the sudden large bulge that had emerged in the front of his pants. He stepped up behind the beautiful teacher and began to wind the lace through the eyelets on the back of the corset. As Corey began to pull the back of the corset closed he arched his hips forward so that his crotch brushed against Sarah’s almost bare buttocks.
“Oh!” gasped Sarah as the corset began to tighten around her waist. “That’s tight!”
“It’s supposed to be like that,” murmured Corey, bumping his erection into Sarah’s amazing ass. He moved higher, lacing up more of the corset.
Sarah’s breathing became slightly shallower as the corset drew tight around her stomach and ribs, if it had been any more constricted she was sure she would have heard a rib crack. “I don’t know how they used to wear these things,” Sarah joked as Corey worked.
“Just takes a little getting used to,” he assured her as he started to tie up the uppermost lacings.
Sarah murmured softly as the corset pulled tight across her massive breasts, squashing the vast melons against each other and pushing them upwards. It felt like the tight garment was pushing her huge tits right up around her chin, ample swells of flesh welling up above the neckline of the corset.
“All done,” Corey announced at last, patting Sarah on her pert posterior as he finished.
“Thanks,” Sarah replied breathlessly, turning back around to face Corey.
“Wow!” he gasped when the busty teacher faced him. Sarah looked amazing in the corset. Her already remarkable hourglass-figure was further exaggerated by the corset, which pinched in her slim waist and shoved her massive breasts upwards. “You look amazing!” Corey’s hands encircled her skinny waist and he ran them up her sides, brushing his fingers over her plump tits. “I think I’m gonna have to bend you over that sink over there, like I did on your office desk.” Corey unzipped the fly of his pants and pulled out a rock hard erection.
Sarah glanced at Corey long erection, she was a little surprised by his boldness. “Please put that away Corey!” she told the previously shy eighteen year old.
“You’re gorgeous Miss Stevens, look what you’ve done to me!” he waved his hard cock towards her, taking a step forward. “You’ve gotta let me fuck you again!” he moaned desperately.
“Sorry Corey, there’s no time,” Sarah said. “Scott is waiting just across the hall. And we have to get his play finished.”
“How about at least a blowjob? Please, Miss Stevens?”
His words suddenly reminded Sarah of one of her previous student’s, Brent. He’d been such a sweety. “Ok then, one quick blowjob,” she agreed, somewhat reluctantly. Sarah immediately squatted down on the floor of the bathroom and gestured for Corey to bring his cock over to her.
“Thanks Miss Stevens!” Corey said with glee as he stepped in front of her and fed his cock into her waiting mouth.
Corey gave a moan as Sarah’s talented tongue immediately swirled around his cock and she started to slurp on his penis, her head bobbing rapidly. Corey’s eyes closed in bliss and his hips lurched as the busty gym teacher sucked him hard and fast, endeavoring to get the horny eighteen year old off as quickly as possible.
Sarah’s hands reached up and stroked Corey’s testicles as she sucked him. She was having a little trouble breathing, with the combined effect of a mouthful of cock and the constricting corset she was wearing.
“Oh wow!” groaned Corey blissfully as Sarah bathed his dick in her warm mouth. He reached down and stroked the top of her head. As he got more and more aroused one on his hands gripped Sarah’s head by her ponytail, encouraging her to move faster over his trembling cock.



Corey insistently thrusting cock and tugging on her hair made it even more difficult to breath. Instead of pulling back however, Sarah sucked harder, her tongue doing wondrous things to the base of Corey’s cock.
“Ahh!” with a grunt Corey’s cock exploded, spraying cum into Sarah’s mouth. He released his hold on Sarah’s ponytail as he unloaded into her warm, sucking mouth. Sarah kept her lips tightly sealed around the teen’s twitching organ, sucking down every last spurt of jizz.
“Oh shit!” groaned Corey when he finally stopped cumming and Miss Steven’s drew her mouth off his cock. “I needed that.”
Sarah took a deep breath as she wiped the corners of her mouth. The corset was still constricting, but at least she was able to get a lungful of air. Her massive breasts heaved against the neckline of the garment as she sucked in more air.
“I’ll finish getting changed and meet you back over there,” Sarah said, nodding towards the drama room.
“Ok Miss Stevens, thanks for that.”
Sarah smiled as Corey departed and then reached for the elegant blue dress, pulling it on over her head and slipping her trim body inside. The dress was a perfect fit, Tina’s well-curved body obviously more of a match for Sarah’s than she had first thought. Sarah was a little bigger around the bust perhaps, but the tight corset kept her massive jugs in check and she had no trouble lacing up the front of the dress, ample swells of succulent tit-flesh welling up and forming an impressive cleavage.
Just before she headed back across to the drama room she paused and checked her appearance in the mirror. “Wow!” she breathed, surprising herself with how good the dress looked on her. It was no wonder that Corey had pounced on her. The ponytail, however, had to go. It looked far too casual and sporty for an eighteenth century noblewoman. Sarah slipped off the band that held her hair up and shook her long blonde locks out, letting them settle around her shoulders. “Much better,” she said aloud before heading out the door and back across to the drama room.
“Yikes! You look amazing Miss Stevens!” blurted out Scott in frank admiration when the busty teacher re-entered the room.
Sarah couldn’t help blushing at the complement, she did feel very feminine in the beautiful blue gown. “Thanks Scott, you think I’ll pass as Tina.”
Scott nodded. “Tina looked good, but you look incredible!” His eyes were locked onto the ample mounds of her big boobs.
“What about the hair?” Sarah asked, Tina had red hair.
“Don’t worry about that,” Corey assured her. “We’ll try and keep the camera off your face so that no one notices it’s not Tina anymore.”
“Oh ok, that should work.”
“Right, let’s do this,” said Scott. “Come stand over here by me Miss Stevens and we’ll get started.”
As Sarah moved over to Scott’s side Corey stepped behind the camera. As promised he didn’t focus on the busty teachers face, but instead pointed the camera straight at her chest.
“Three, two, one, action!” Corey announced.
“Wait!” called out Sarah, “I don’t know my lines!”
Corey stopped the camera.
“There’s no real dialogue in this scene remember?” Scott said referring to the script.
“Just ad lib if you need to,” Corey added.
“Ok,” Sarah replied, somewhat uncertainly.
“Three, two, one, action!” Corey repeated, hitting the record button on the camera as he gazed at Miss Steven’s heaving bosom through the viewfinder on the camera.
At the action command, Scott immediately grabbed Sarah by her bare shoulders, pulling her in front of him. “Just shut up and kiss me,” he said huskily.
Sarah’s face showed a surprised expression, but she didn’t have time to reply as Scott pulled her against him and passionately kissed her on the mouth. He used the tricks she had taught him the day before, his tongue gently parting her lips and probing eagerly into her mouth. If he tasted any of Corey’s cum on her breath he didn’t say anything. Sarah’s body melted slightly, pressing up against the teen as he hungrily kissed her, her heavy breasts squashing against his chest.
“Oh my!” she gasped when his mouth finally left hers. She was even more surprised when Scott started to kiss her neck, trailing tickling kisses across her throat and then out over her bare shoulder. She sucked in a deep breath when Scott’s tongue flicked out, tracing the line of her collarbone. Scott’s kissing mouth moved lower, his soft lips pressing into the swelling flesh of her upper breast.
“What are you doing?” Sarah gasped in shock, stepping back from the student.
“Cut,” called out Corey, his voice sounding frustrated.
“What’s wrong Miss Stevens?” Scott asked.
“You were…” she began, stammering slightly, the whole thing had taken her by surprise. “And in front of the camera…what were you thinking?”
Scott frowned. “It’s all in the script,” he said hesitantly. “You read it before you agreed to this didn’t you?”
“Yes!” Sarah quickly said, trying to cover up for her oversight. Her mind was racing, just what was she getting herself into. Sarah frowned, she could hardly go and grab the script now, and after all it was just a little harmless kissing. It wouldn’t go further than that, not on camera surely…would it? “I was just surprised, sorry about that,” she apologized.
“Ok, ready to try again?” asked Corey after a moment, he looked from Scott to Miss Stevens and then back again.
“Yes, all set,” Sarah said, suddenly wishing she hadn’t agreed to take Tina’s role after all.
“Right, from the top. Three, two, one, action!”
“Just shut up and kiss me!” Scott said, rushing the line this time as he pulled Sarah’s body against his and kissed her hungrily. Their earlier kiss had obviously had an effect on the teenager, because this time as Scott’s tongue slipped into her mouth, Sarah felt a hard bulge rubbing against her leg.
Sarah closed her eyes and let the young student kiss her, his tongue toying with hers for a moment before he broke off and started to kiss her neck and shoulder. Sarah moaned slightly, trying to get into character and cover her nervousness as Scott once again began to kiss his way down her upper torso, his lips heading for the tops of her breasts. She couldn’t help but tense up slightly as Scott pressed his lips against the softness of her right boob, very conscious of the camera watching her.
Scott moaned quietly in appreciation of the twin mounds he was worshipping. His hands holding Sarah’s corset-constrained waist as he moved over to her left breast, kissing the top of the ample globe tenderly.
Having not read the script or even glanced at it, Sarah had no idea what would happen next. She almost physically jumped as Scott slid his hands up from her tiny waist, reaching for the lacings at the front of her ball gown. She sucked in a sharp breath through clenched teeth as Scott started to unfasten her gown, her eyes repeatedly flicking over towards where Corey was standing by the camera, the red record light flashing.
Scott gave a little whimper of approval as the front of the buxom gym teachers dress fell open. Sarah half expected her massive breasts to tumble out, but they were held firmly in check by the ultra-tight corset Corey had strapped onto her. The rigid, old fashioned, underclothing kept her incredible cleavage intact as Scott leant down, unable to help himself from planting a second pair of affectionate kisses on her impressive mountaintops. Sarah’s heart was racing, she was used to having control over her student-teacher affairs, but now her own pride stopped her from admitting she hadn’t read the script and taking over the direction of their little love scene.
Scott’s cock was rock hard, straining against his pants as he rubbed his face in Miss Steven’s cleavage and ground his crotch against her thigh. He drew back out of her bosom and moved his hands up to her shoulders, grabbing the now open top of her dress and pulling it down to her waist. When Scott and Corey had first written this scene into the script Scott had expected to be doing this to the gorgeous Tina, but this was even better. He was actually undressing the hottest women in school, Miss Sarah Stevens!
The excited teenager bent over and pushed the dress down over the flare of Sarah’s womanly hips, letting it fall to the floor revealing her scanty white thong panties. As Scott straightened, he ran his palms over her curved hips, pulling her in against him as he once again eagerly kissed her soft lips, his tongue sliding into her wet mouth. As they kissed his hands slid down her back, running across the lacings of her corset, down to her full, firm posterior. Scott groaned into the busty teachers mouth as he squeezed her ass, it felt wondrously round and perky in his palms.
Sarah stood still as Scott broke off their kiss and moved around behind her, she glanced self-consciously over at the camera and saw that Corey was rubbing his crotch through his pants as he filmed her and Scott getting hot and heavy.
“You’re beautiful,” Scott murmured as he stood behind her, reaching out and placing both hands on her fantastic ass, giving it another squeeze, almost as if testing fruit for freshness. The student then moved his hands up to the lacing on the back of Sarah’s tightly tied corset, pulling on one of the dangling cords and undoing the bow Corey had tied. Sarah exhaled with some relief as the corset immediately loosened, her heavy breasts straining against the now partly open garment.
Scott’s hands trembled with excitement as he started to untie the back of her corset. He was about to see Miss Steven’s tits, something he had enjoyed numerous dreams about, usually the short of dreams where he woke up with sticky sheets.
“Are you sure we should be doing this?” asked Sarah, chancing some of that ad lib dialogue that Corey had suggested. It was her last chance to avoid appearing naked on camera.
“I’ve wanted to do this as long as I can remember,” Scott murmured reverently in reply as he finished unfastening the corset, Sarah wasn’t sure if he was speaking in, or out of character. As the corset started to come undone and fell forward, Sarah caught it and held it up against her chest. Despite her near exposure, it was quite a relief to have the too small corset off.
Scott gave a moan as he ran his hands over her smooth bare back and then circled his arms around her from behind, his hands sliding under the sides of her corset and cupping her big breasts as she tried to keep the massive mounds hidden from the camera. Scott’s insistent erection was straining against his costume and pushing insistently against Sarah’s ass as he started to squeeze her big boobs, his hands moving swiftly underneath the garment Sarah had clutched against her chest.
Sarah moaned softly as Scott’s fingers found her nipples and gave them a hard pinch, before once again filling his palms with her expansive melons and squeezing and groping eagerly. He started to grind his erection harder into Sarah’s ass as his hands toyed with her luscious jugs, squeezing and playing with them to his hearts content.
After a couple minutes of fondling he moved his hands up to the top of Sarah’s unfastened corset, prying it from her fingers and then tossing it aside, leaving Sarah almost naked, her skimpy white panties the only clothing remaining.
Sarah heard Corey moan from behind the camera as he zoomed in on her exposed breasts.
Scott’s hands returned to Sarah’s immense tits, cupping the undersides and lifting them upwards towards the camera. Scott gave her big breasts a firm squeeze, then jiggled them for the camera before he crouched down behind her, dropping to his knees. Scott leant forward and kissed one of Sarah’s exposed buttocks, then reached up, hooking his fingers inside the waistband of her panties and then swiftly tugging them down, leaving the beautiful teacher completely naked in front of her camera. Sarah desperately wanted to cover herself, worried the whole school would later see the tape, but resisted the urge, leaving her hands at her sides.
Scott took the naked teacher’s hand and led her over to the antique couch that was the only prop in the drama room.
“Lean forward and put your hands on the couch,” Scott whispered in her ear as they reached the far side of the room. Corey moved forward behind them, keeping the lens of the camera centered on the action.
The busty blonde leant forward, her shapely ass jutting out towards Scott as the eager teenager moved behind her. Scott was trembling as he took his hard cock in one hand and guided it towards Miss Steven’s waiting pussy, he could hardly believe what he was about to do was really happening. He paused a moment, rubbing the head of his cock up and down Sarah’s slit as he savored the sight of the gorgeous gym teacher bent over waiting for his thrust.
“Quickly Scott!” gasped Sarah, the maddening teasing of the tip of his cock against her pussy driving her wild.
“Oh yeeeeah!” Scott gave a long deep groan as he slowly pushed forward, his cock piercing Miss Steven’s cunt and sliding up deep inside her. Scott’s hands gripped her hips as he drove forwards until his cock was buried to the hilt, her warm pussy clutching every inch of him. He started to thrust against her from behind, shunting her forwards towards the couch each time he rammed his cock into her.
Sarah groaned loudly at his penetration, perhaps the movie business wasn’t so bad after all. Her big tits swung beneath her as she held tightly onto the couch as the eager student fucked her. Corey zoomed the camera right in close as Scott’s cock sawed rapidly in and out of Sarah’s tight, hairless pussy.
“Oh yes, fuck me!” Sarah cried out as she ground her hips back towards Scott’s thrusting, teenage cock, letting him full her with each thrust.
Scott gave a grunt of lust in reply as he fucked his slutty teacher, the small drama room filling with the sounds of their slapping flesh. Scott ran his hands beneath her, squeezing and groping her big breasts as he fucked her. His fingers found her big nipples and with every thrust of his cock he started to tug downwards on them, causing Sarah to groan in appreciation.
Scott suddenly squeezed down extra hard on her big tits, his body stiffening and his cock jolted inside Miss Steven’s perfect pussy. “Oh shit! I’m cumming!” he gasped as he rammed his cock deep into her, firing jizz right up inside the gorgeous, slutty teacher.
Sarah gasped in pleasure as she felt her students cock pulse and surge inside her. The busty gym teacher ground her hips back against Scott as his fingers clamped down on her tits and he humped his cock into her.
“Oh fuck!” groaned Scott, pumping Miss Stevens full of his seed. Once he was finally spent he gave her big breasts one last squeeze and then reluctantly drew out of her.
“Wow,” Sarah whispered as she straightened up.
“That was great Miss Stevens,” murmured Scott, if anyone noticed that he had slipped up and not called her by her characters name no one said a word.
Sarah smiled and leant towards Scott, planting a tender kiss on his lips.
“Perfect…and cut!” called out Corey, turning off the camera and peering over at his gloriously naked teacher.
“That was amazing,” murmured Scott, still slightly dazed by the fact that he had actually just fucked the hot blonde standing beside him.
“So the movie’s all finished?” Sarah asked, looking anxiously over towards the camera beside Corey, suddenly a little worried about the rather incriminating tape.
“Sure is,” confirmed Corey as she started to take the camera off the tripod ready to put it away.
Sarah bit her lip fretfully. “So the whole school is going to see this movie then?”
“Probably,” Scott agreed, his chest swelling up slightly with pride, the other guys would be so jealous.
“Won’t they know it’s me in the last scene?” Sarah asked Corey.
“Maybe,” he shrugged.
“What would it take to convince you to make some, ah, tasteful editing?” she asked.
“You’re not intruding on our artistic freedom are you Miss Stevens?”
Sarah licked her lips and winked and the student, “I’m sure I can make it worth your while,” she said with a broad grin.
Corey’s loins tingled slightly at the wicked glint in her eye. “Perhaps we can come to some arrangement,” he readily agreed.
THE END
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FBI Agent John Hanson studied his partner, Agent Jill Morgan as she pulled on a hefty bulletproof vest over her FBI jacket. ‘She’s actually quite pretty,’ John thought to himself, kind of stunned by his own revelation. Jill was one of the toughest agents in the Bureau, a real workaholic who was constantly matching her skills against the male members of the Bureau. And usually coming out ahead.
Her lack of care about her appearance showed in her drab hair, lack of makeup and bulky, unflattering clothes. John had heard a rumor once that Jill had done an undercover assignment as a hooker early in her FBI career and that she had a killer body. But he’d also heard a rumor that she’d once beaten a suspect so badly that he’d been hospitalized for three months.
It seemed to John that her breasts filled out her uniform pretty well, but Jill never wore anything tight fitting or low cut so he couldn’t say for sure.
‘She’s probably a dyke anyway,’ John thought to himself. “Are you sure Leatherbarrow’s in there?” was what he said aloud.
“That’s what my sources tell me,” Jill replied. Antony Leatherbarrow was one of the largest organized crime bosses in the country. The two FBI agents had been after him for almost two years now, but so far he’d always eluded them, they didn’t have a shred of evidence that would convict him of the countless murders, robberies and worse that he’d ordered committed. “Leatherbarrow himself is supposed to be here tonight for this deal. We can catch him red handed.”
“I hope so,” John said with a sigh, “I think my wife has forgotten what I look like.”
“She’s lucky then,” joked Jill, checking that her gun was loaded and ready. “Let’s go kick some ass!”
John drew his gun from his shoulder holster and followed Jill up the stairs of the fire escape that led up the rear of the run down building where Leatherbarrow was supposed to be making the deal. John tried to get a look at Jill’s ass as he followed her up the stairs, but her loose fitting trousers and long jacket covered her effectively.
At the top of the stairs Jill didn’t wait to make sure John had kept up, but immediately kicked the door open and burst inside. John followed, hot on her heels.
The room beyond was not what they had been expecting.
The room was filled with shelves and files, and looked quite a mess with papers strewn everywhere. Against one wall was a large old-fashioned desk, behind sat a small man in a cheap suit who was busy tapping away at a large adding machine.
“You’re not Leatherbarrow!” exclaimed John in surprise, stating the obvious.
“No,” the man replied with a confused frown. “I’m his accountant.”
***
It turned out that Agents Hanson and Morgan had burst in, not on Antony Leatherbarrow, but on Larry Matthews, his accountant. Larry was a short, middle-aged bean counter, slightly balding and slightly overweight who had worked for Leatherbarrow for sixteen years.
“For the last time Mr Matthews, did you witness Antony Leatherbarrow commit any real crimes at all?” asked Jill desperately. They had been interrogating Larry Matthews for the past ten hours and had got very little out of him. Larry had complained long and hard about how much he hated his client Leatherbarrow but he had so far given the FBI nothing they could use against him. A couple of times Jill had almost resorted to violence, the small man frustrating her to no end, but John had managed to convince her to keep her cool.
“Well there was that time he killed his former accountant,” Larry said offhandedly.
“What?” asked John in surprise.
“Mr Leatherbarrow killed his former accountant when he hired me.”
“And you witnessed this?” demanded Jill, standing up.
“Sure,” agreed Larry with a nod. “Leatherbarrow used it as an incentive for me to remain loyal.”
Jill was about to ask him why he hadn’t told them that ten hours ago, but John had more important questions. “You’ll testify in court to this?” John quickly asked their suspect.
“No way! Absolutely out of the question!” Larry quickly replied.
“Come on Mr Matthews,” John said. “Antony Leatherbarrow has committed more crimes than everyone else on the FBI’s most wanted list combined. Someone has to get him off the streets. Someone has to stand up to him.”
“Not a chance!” Larry insisted. “I could end up like his last accountant.”
“We can protect you,” persisted John.
“He’ll find me,” Larry said, looking a little worried now. Up until this point he had seemed almost bored with the interrogation.
“We can put you under protective custody. Give you a new identity. Keep you out of harm's way until the trial,” John told the bookish man.
Larry’s eyes lit up a bit at this. “You mean like in the movies? The FBI Witness Relocation program?”
“Exactly! Just like in the movies,” John quickly agreed. “You’ll be completely safe.”
“I’ve always wanted a new life,” Larry murmured thoughtfully, mulling over the idea. “Did you know that women don’t find accountant particularly exciting?” Larry turned to Jill as he asked this question.
“I wouldn’t know,” Jill replied in annoyance.
“Can I be a Rock Star?” Larry asked excitedly.
“I don’t know about a Rock Star,” John replied dubiously. “You have to keep low key, but I’m sure we can get you a more interesting life.”
“Good point, gotta keep out of the public eye. How about an Astronaut, or FBI agents like you guys?”
“I don’t know…” John said doubtfully.
“A reclusive novelist, how about that?” Larry’s mind was running wild at this point.
“We can sort something out I’m sure,” Jill quickly cut in.
“And a family, I’ve always wanted a family,” Larry said, grinning from ear to ear. “And a mistress, someone sexy with big tits. Hey, maybe I could be a porn star?”
“Well I’m not sure about a family. We need to have someone close to you though. Someone to look out for you in case anything goes wrong,” Jill told him.
“We can give you a wife. One of our agents,” John suggested, clicking his fingers as the idea came to him.
“I don’t know about that,” it was Larry’s turn to be doubtful. “I have my standards, I can’t have just anyone being my wife you know.”
Jill doubted he’d even been on a single date, let alone been in a position to be picky about things.
“Jill here can pose as your wife,” John suggested.
“No way!” both Jill and Larry said in unison, the idea horrifying them.
“It’s perfect!” John said, looking very pleased with his idea.
“I am not being that little worms wife!” Jill snapped angrily.
“Look at her, she dresses like a man!” complained Larry.
“Great,” John said with a smile. “It’s settled then!”
***
They had eventually come to an agreement to tidy up Jill and get her more feminine looking to pose as Larry’s wife. When John had suggested the idea to his boss he had backed up John and Jill had no choice but to go through the plan. They had also compromised on the career of a movie scriptwriter for Larry, it meant that he would be working from home so it also cut out a lot of the risks.
Larry had been very unhappy about leaving behind all his so-called friends and moving across the country to his new LA safehouse, but they had eventually convinced him by showing him a picture of the large mansion he would be living in.
“Well, here it is,” said John as he pulled the car up to the front of the huge hillside mansion.
“Wow,” breathed Larry in admiration as he got out of the car. “How does the FBI afford a place like this?”
“It was seized off a drug dealer.”
“Nice,” Larry replied with a grin. “Where’s my so-called wife?” Neither Larry nor Jill had warmed up to the idea of posing as a married couple, but they had at least reluctantly agreed to go through with John’s plan.
“She’s inside,” John replied.
“And you’re sure Leatherbarrow won’t track me down here?” Larry asked warily.
“Yes, you’re completely safe,” John assured him as they reached the front door. “I’ll leave you two newly weds to get to know each other. Remember you need to be convincing as husband and wife so try not to kill each other on the first day.”
“Fine,” replied Larry, stepping inside the house as John went back to the car. “Honey, I’m home!” he called out to Jill as he closed the front door behind him.
Larry’s mouth dropped open into a stunned gape as he took in the sight that greeted him. The previously rough looking FBI Agent Jill Morgan stepped out from the mansions kitchen, dressed in a pale pink knee-length skirt and a tight fitting pink sweater. Over this she wore a lacy apron and her hands were covered by thick white oven-mitts, which she was using to carry a hot metal baking tray that held steaming, freshly baked cookies. Her formerly scruffy and unkempt brown hair was expertly combed and tied up in a complicated looking bun, and her face was highlighted perfectly by faultless makeup.
Jill looked stunningly beautiful, she was also the picture perfect housewife. Larry Matthews was stunned.
“Hello darling,” Jill greeted him with a distasteful scowl. Her true nature immediately shone through and it was instantly obvious to Larry that she was going through with this whole ‘wifey’ routine completely against her own free will.
“You scrub up nicely,” Larry said with a grin, he couldn’t help but notice the way her bosom swelled out substantially underneath her pink sweater. He made a mental note to make further investigations in that department in the near future.
“Don’t get used to it,” growled Jill, dropping the tray of cookie’s onto the dining table. She put her hands on her hips, the action unconsciously jutting out her sizeable breasts. “This is temporary.”
Larry paused a moment to admire the gorgeous brunette, then grabbed her by the hand and dragged her into the lounge. Jill came very close to throwing him across the room, but thought better of it, deciding to see what he was going to do before she crushed his testicles.
The short accountant guided Jill to the couch and sat down beside her.
“We need to talk,” he told her.
“Okay,” Jill reluctantly agreed, her face still in a glower.
“If we’re going to convincingly pose as husband and wife we need to sort a few things out,” Larry told her firmly. Jill was very obviously out of her element and practically squirming in her dress and this nice suburban home. Larry actually relished the idea of having her as his nice and subservient wife. He noticed that her skirt had ridden up her leg as she had sat down on the couch, her bare knee and a little of her thigh uncovered. Larry reached out and placed his hand on her knee, giving it a squeeze.

Like a bullet, Jill’s hand rocketed out, grasping hold of Larry’s hand by his fingers and prying his hand off her thigh. She twisted his wrist painfully and bent back his fingers.
“Ahh fuck!” yelped Larry in pain, squirming on the couch as Jill almost broke his fingers.
“Don’t you ever touch me!” growled Jill, releasing his hand and tugging her skirt back down.
Larry shook his hand, “Jesus Christ woman, you almost broke my fucking fingers!”
“Perhaps I should have,” shot back Jill. “Then you’d keep your hands to yourself perhaps.”
“This is what we need to talk about,” Larry said. “If we’re husband and wife we can’t try to kill each other when we touch.”
“Can’t we be an estranged couple?” Jill retorted. Truth be told she hadn’t had a relationship since she’d joined the bureau and didn’t really know how to act. There was also the fact that the mere sight of that little worm Matthews turned her stomach.
“We’re supposed to be newlyweds, remember?”
“Fine,” Jill agreed sullenly. She would just have to make the most of this shitty situation, it wouldn’t be all that long until the trial.
“And if you hurt a hair on my head I won’t testify,” continued Larry stubbornly.
“I get it!” snapped Jill. She reminded herself that whatever happened she had to make sure that Larry testified at that trial, otherwise their two-year investigation would have been a complete waste of time and effort. Plus she hated losing. Jill was looking forward to wiping that smug expression off Antony Leatherbarrow’s face once and for all.
“Good,” said Larry. He once again reached out and placed his hand on Jill’s knee, this time rather gingerly.
Jill resisted every instinct not to break his fingers for real this time, even though his touch made her flesh crawl.
“That’s so much better,” Larry told her, gently patting her knee. “See? Now was that so hard?”
“I guess not,” Jill relented with a sigh.
“Good, now we’re getting somewhere,” Larry announced, giving her knee one last squeeze and then letting go. “Let’s try hugging next.”
“No way!” protested Jill.
“You’re going to have to get used to this sooner or later,” Larry told her.
“I’d rather it was later.”
“Well maybe I won’t feel like testifying either,” Larry suggested archly.
“Okay, fine,” Jill turned slightly towards Larry and spread her arms as if inviting him to hug her. She still looked pretty stiff, and actually rather uninviting.
Despite this Larry plunged in, leaning in towards her and putting his arms around her waist as hers came reluctantly around his neck. Jill tried to keep her distance, but Larry pulled her in close, her ample chest pressing against his.
“This is more like it,” Larry said, rubbing her back gently as he enjoyed the feel of her full breasts squashed against his chest. He was tempted to reach down and cop a feel of her ass, but wisely thought better of it.
Jill tired off the hug a lot sooner than Larry would have liked and pushed him away from her. “Okay we’re done. Now can I go?”
“Not just yet,” Larry refused her. “Now we need to try kissing.”
“You’ve got to be kidding!”
“How can we pose as married and never kiss?” Larry asked her.
Jill hesitated a moment, “Okay then.”
They awkwardly leaned in towards each other, Jill leaving her hands at her side, but Larry putting one hand on her hip and the other holding the back of her neck as he drew the reluctant brunette towards him. Their lips met and Larry pulled Jill’s body in against his again, eager to feel her breasts pressed to his chest. The accountant felt Jill start to pull away, but he held her tight, his tongue slipping out and forcing it’s way between her hesitant lips and into her mouth. Larry moaned as he kissed her hungrily now, Jill responding very stiffly, making it obvious she was loath to kiss him with such passion.
Making the most of the opportunity, Larry slid his hand up from Jill’s hip, cupping the side of Jill’s large tit through her sweater. Jill didn’t feel his grope at first, but as his hand moved to cover more of her ample breast and he started to squeeze she suddenly tore free, pushing him back on the couch.
“Get your hands off me you filthy little man!” Jill was furious.
“Come on honey-bunny,” Larry told her. “Remember to be a good wifey.”
“You copped a feel you asshole!” Jill swore.
“Remember the deal!” snapped Larry, as assertively as the slimy accountant could manage. “You’ve got to make me a happy husband or we’ll get caught out. Or worse yet I’ll refuse to testify.”
Jill frowned, “You mean I have to let you feel me up if you’re going to testify?”
“No, no, nothing like that,” Larry quickly told her. This was indeed his intention, but he sensed that if he pushed things at that moment he would luck out. “We just have to convince anyone we come across that we’re married. I’ll behave next time we kiss. I promise.”
Jill still glowered dubiously at him, “There might not be another kiss.”
Larry decided to let that pass and give her some time to cool off. “Why don’t we take a break?” he suggested. The accountant picked up the television remote and switched it on to the football game. “Get me a beer will you honey,” he said offhandedly as he started to watch the game.
Jill opened her mouth to snap back an angry retort but then stopped, it was better than letting him kiss her after all. The FBI Agent turned loving, obedient housewife stood up and went into the kitchen to get her slob of a husband his beer. The entire time her mind was racing with all the things she would do to Larry Matthews when this ghastly ordeal was over.
Jill placed Larry’s beer on the table in front of him and headed back into the kitchen. She ignored the pat on the butt that Larry gave her with gritted teeth.
***
Larry and Jill managed to avoid each other for the rest of the afternoon and evening, barely exchanging more than a few careful words.
“I think I’ll call it a night,” Jill said at around 10pm that night. Larry was still watching television. “I’ll bring you out some pillows and blankets.”
“No that’s okay,” Larry said with loud yawn. “I think I’ll come to bed now too.”
Jill’s face paled slightly as Larry stood up and the implication sunk in. “But there’s only one bed in there,” she told him.
“I know,” Larry said, smiling indulgently. “It’s a queen size, plenty room.”
“But.. I didn’t mean..” Jill stammered in a slight panic. None of her extensive FBI training had prepared her for posing as Larry Matthew’s wife.
“You didn’t expect me to sleep on the couch did you?” Larry asked her, grinning widely at her discomfort.
“But…”
“We’re married!” Larry insisted, he patted her lightly on the bottom and walked past her towards the bedroom.
“Fine!” Jill said after a moments stunned hesitation. “I’ll sleep on the couch then!”
“Oh no you won’t!” Larry said, turning back to her. “We’re married and we have to act like it,” with that he took her by the arm and started to lead her into their bedroom, almost dragging her.
Jill resisted the urge to judo flip Larry through the wall and reluctantly let him take her into their bedroom. She kept reminding herself that this was only a temporary inconvenience, she would be rid of Larry as soon as he testified at Leatherbarrow’s trial.
“Righto,” announced Larry as they reached the bedroom. “Let’s get this over with.”
“Huh?” Jill wasn’t sure what he was talking about, although she had a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach.
“Get your clothes off,” Larry told her as he started to unbutton his shirt. “Let’s see each other naked and get this over with. No point in getting all awkward and worked up about things.” Larry could hardly contain his excitement, Jill had what looked to be a killer body. He couldn’t wait to see more of it, especially those tits of hers which had felt firm and perky in his hand, despite their more than ample size.
A look of absolute disgust crossed Jill’s face and she started to speak an angry retort.
“Look, what exactly is the problem here?” Larry asked her. “We have to do this.”
“I know, it’s just..” Jill’s voice trailed off as she searched for an excuse.
“You married or something?” Larry asked, he had stopped getting undressed and stood there with his shirt hanging open, his slightly pudgy belly exposed.
Jill shook her head, biting her lower lip as if not trusting herself to speak.
“Boyfriend?” Larry probed curiously.
Jill sighed, “Girlfriend.”
Larry’s lips twitched and he almost laughed out loud, this was working out very well indeed. Not only was she a babe, she was also a dyke.
“No shit? You’re a lesbo!?” exclaimed Larry.
Jill nodded, her eyes downcast as if ashamed of her admission.
“So what, you’ve never been with a guy? Afraid of my penis or something?” Larry asked a little teasingly. He sat down on the edge of the bed as Jill stood awkwardly in front of him.
Jill didn’t seem to notice the taunting tone of his voice. “No, it’s not that,” she said. “I’ve slept with guys a few times, it’s just that I feel as though I’m betraying Toni.”
“Don’t feel that way,” Larry assured her. “Remember you’re just doing your job. Keep telling yourself that no matter what happens this is your job. I’m sure Toni will understand that.”



“Okay,” Jill replied, looking up to meet Larry’s gaze.
“So did the guys not rock your world?” Larry asked her.
“Not exactly,” Jill replied with obvious distaste.
Larry smiled to himself. “Okay babe enough chit-chat. Time to get naked!”
Their little chat hadn’t exactly made Jill feel any more comfortable about being around the short man, but he was right. She had a job to do. Steeling herself, Jill’s hands rose, shaking, to the top button of her sweater and she began to undo it as Larry sat on the bed watching her. Blushing furiously, Jill’s hands worked their way down the front of her sweater until it was completely unbuttoned. She then shrugged it off her shoulders and let it drop to the floor.
Larry’s eyes widened as he got a good look at Jill’s chest. She wore a rather plain white bra that pushed her huge tits up and together forming an impressive cleavage. The bra was not exactly flattering and sexy, but its sheer size got Larry’s dick twitching.
“Nice rack!” Larry couldn’t help but blurt out. “What size are those puppies?” Larry saw Jill start to hesitate in answering so he quickly covered his excitement. “It’s something I would know if I was your husband.”
Jill swallowed. “Thirty nine double D.”
Larry whistled softly in admiration, staring at her expansive bosom. “Keep going,” he told her, nodded at her to continue getting undressed.
Jill reached behind her for the zipper of her long skirt, the motion causing her impressive chest to jut out ever further. She unzipped it and let it fall to her ankles so she was standing in front of Larry in only her bra and panties.
The horny accountant had been hoping for a g-string or something lacy, but Jill wore a pair of rather plain white cotton panties. They were cut in a bikini style, relatively high around the hips, which flattered her surprisingly long and sleek legs. Damn she’s gorgeous, Larry thought to himself. “Spin around,” Larry ordered. “Let me see the rest of you.”
Turning slowly, Jill let Larry scrutinize her body. Larry licked his lips excitedly as he she turned to show off her firm, nicely rounded ass. All in all she had a perfect body as far as Larry was concerned and he couldn’t believe how easy it had been to get her undressed.
Larry stood up and moved up behind Jill, she caught her breath in surprise as he stepped close. Her body stiffened as Larry placed his hands gently on her shoulders. “Just relax,” Larry said softly into her ear. His hands moved down to the catch at the back of her bra and Jill had to fight the urge to spin around and kick him in the nuts.
His cock hard as a rock with anticipation, Larry unhooked the catch of Jill’s bra and then pushed it off her shoulders, leaving her dressed in only her panties. Licking his lips, Larry put his hands back on Jill’s shoulders and turned her back around to face him. His gaze immediately dropped to her now bare breasts and it was his turn to gasp in surprise.
Jill’s tits looked even bigger now that they were released from her bra. The colossal melons of perfectly rounded boob swelled out from her chest, almost defying gravity. They had the slightest of sag to prove they were natural and not the product of any surgeon’s scalpel. Larry’s already rock hard cock stiffened even further as he gazed upon those mounds of perfection. The large round orbs were tipped by dark, mouthwateringly stiff nipples that were almost begging to be sucked on. Larry immediately decided that he would have given both his testicles for the chance to fuck Jill’s perfect tits. Of course, hopefully it would not cost him that much.
“My God,” Larry whispered softly, his hands rising with a mind of their own towards Jill’s chest. The wary FBI agent stiffened slightly as Larry’s cool hands cupped her ample breasts, her skin crawling at his touch although she did not push him away. Larry gave a groan of lust as he gave her immense hooters a squeeze, lifting them slightly as his fingers sunk in and feeling their impressive weight.
“These puppies are incredible!” breathed Larry as he started to knead and fondle Jill’s big breasts. The busty FBI agent winced a little as Larry got more and more excited and became rougher with his groping. He started to squeeze and maul Jill’s enormous jugs, the ample flesh more than filling his hands as he clutched at them. “I can’t believe a rack like this is wasted on a muff diver,” muttered Larry as he pinched Jill’s hard nipples between his fingers. He gave the tips of her breasts a twist and then shook her tits, his smile widening as he watched the abundant flesh quiver and jiggle across her chest.
“Okay, that’s enough,” Jill said as she decided he’d had enough fun. She reached up and pried his hands off her chest.
Larry took a moment to regain his composure. “Alright, now take off your panties,” he said when he finally managed to tear his eyes up from her chest.
Jill nodded and peeled her panties down without protest. She let them fall down her long legs to her ankles where she stepped out of them and stood completely naked in front of the slimy accountant.
“You’re beautiful,” Larry breathed, his voice barely a whisper as he gazed at her. Being a complete tit man he briefly gazed at her dark haired pussy, long legs and flat stomach before his hungry stare once again settled on her ample bosom.
“Thank you,” replied Jill with a blush, his compliment making her feel uneasy.
“My turn now I guess,” Larry said with a grin. He immediately shrugged off his already unbuttoned shirt and tossed it on the edge of the bed. He was very pale and slightly over weight, not exactly the outdoorsy sporty type, although when it came to men Jill didn’t have any type. Larry unbuckled his belt and dropped his trousers. He wore a pair of very unflattering white y-fronts, slightly stained with a few holes in them and a small wet patch over his crotch. It was actually precum but to Jill it looked as though he’d wet himself.
Jill grimaced faintly as Larry tugged them down over his flabby thighs and his rock hard erection popped free. He was uncircumcised but his aroused state had caused the foreskin of his penis to peel back revealed the angry red head of his hard cock. The shaft was trembling slightly and the veins pulsed along its length. The head was smeared with precum, glistening in the light of the bedroom.
“Touch it,” Larry ordered the naked brunette.
Jill’s hand started to reach out towards the accountants trembling cock, almost of it’s own accord. It had been several years since she had even seen a man’s cock, let alone touch one. Although Larry Matthew’s manhood wasn’t exactly a prime example she couldn’t contain all of her curiosity.
“No!” she exclaimed abruptly, snatching her hand back.
“Remember the deal,” Larry reminded her. “You’re my wife. And my wife touches my dick.”
Jill bit her lip, inwardly torn. As much as the idea of touching a man’s penis repulsed her, especially a man as repugnant as Larry Matthews, she was also burning with curiosity. What would it feel like? “I don’t know…” Jill murmured hesitantly.
“You have a job to do.”
Jill nodded in surrender and reached out towards Larry’s trembling hard-on, her hand shaking. She touched the head of his cock very gently with her fingertips and Larry let out a moan. Jill ran her fingers lightly around the head of Larry’s cock and then stroked down the veiny shaft. Larry gently put his hand over Jill’s and made her close her fingers around his cock, the hot organ filling her palm.
“I can feel it throbbing,” whispered Jill, her mouth going dry.
Larry nodded silently and started to move her fist up and down on his hard cock, once she was jacking him he let go and Jill continued to stroke him of her own accord. “That’s it,” he breathed softly as her soft hand moved up and down the length of his erection.
Jill’s other hand reached towards his groin with a mind of it’s own. She ran her palm up the inside of Larry’s thigh and cupped his dangling testicles as her other hand never paused in it’s strokes on his cock.
“Oh yeah baby, that’s it,” moaned Larry as Jill’s fingers toyed with his balls. “That’s a good wifey.” Larry started to walk slowly backwards as he spoke, pulling Jill with him by the hand on his cock. As he sat back on the edge of the bed, Jill apparently unwilling to let go of his cock was pulled to her knee’s in front of him, all the while her hand moving rapidly on his shaft.
Larry noticed Jill lick her lips as she worked his cock in her hand. He was intending to let her complete her handjob, but the sight of her pink tongue gave him a better idea. “Do you want to taste it?” he asked her, keeping his voice gentle.
“Yes...I mean no!” Jill snapped, suddenly recoiling and letting go of his cock, as if the reality of what she was doing was only just sinking in.
“Just suck on it for a little while,” Larry suggested.
“There’s no way in hell I’m putting that disgusting thing in my mouth!” Jill said adamantly.
Larry stood up in front of her, his cock now right in front of her face, mere inches away. Jill breathed in his odor and licked her lips once again.
“Open your mouth,” Larry said firmly.
Jill’s jaw clenched slightly, she had no intention of sucking him off. Larry reached out and placed one hand on the top of her head, holding her still as his other hand took hold of the base of his cock. Keeping her head in place he brushed the tip of his cock across Jill’s tightly sealed lips, smearing his precum across her mouth. Jill tried to lean away from him, but it was only a half hearted attempt and Larry’s held her still.
“Open your mouth,” Larry told her again as he rubbed the head of his cock across her cheek. “Just put it in for a little bit, I won’t be long.”
Larry’s cock rubbed across her nose to her other cheek as Jill tried to shake her head in refusal.
“Open your mouth,” Larry repeated, stabbing his cock gently against her full lips. He felt them give way, gradually parting as he pushed the head of his cock slowly inside her mouth. “Oh yeah!” Larry let out a contented moan as his cock slide across her warm tongue and into her wet mouth.
Jill’s eyes went very wide as she accepted the accountant’s hard dick in her mouth. Although she’d slept with a handful of men in the past, this was the first time she had ever let one put their penis inside her mouth. She had expected the taste to be horribly revolting, but it was not that bad, a little salty but not entirely unpleasant.
“Oh yeah baby that’s it,” groaned Larry as he held her head with both hands now and started to slowly saw the end of his cock in and out of her mouth, being careful not too push it too deep and scare her off. “Suck it!” he gasped, savoring the feel of her warm mouth enveloping his cock.
Jill following his instruction and started to suck on the end of his cock, deciding that is what a good wife would do. As Larry slowly and gently began to fuck her mouth she brought her tongue into play, toying with the end of his cock and lapping around the head. Her many years of eating pussy had made Jill’s tongue very skilled and agile and her explorations of his cock were driving Larry wild.
His arousal growing, Larry began to thrust his cock a little deeper into Jill’s inviting mouth. The sight of the formerly tough FBI agent on her knee’s with her full lips wrapping around his hard cock turned him on even more. Jill looked as though she was about to gag as Larry’s cock surged deep into the back of her mouth so the horny accountant backed off a little.
“Just relax,” Larry whispered encouragingly as he resumed his thrusts. Jill’s hands slid up his bare thighs, one starting to toy with his testicles again as the other wrapped around the base of his shaft. Partially to touch his cock again and partially to stop him from thrusting too deep into her mouth.
Larry worked Jill’s beautiful mouth for a few more minutes before he pulled out, his cock close to bursting and glistening with Jill’s saliva. He crouched down slightly, letting his erection fall between Jill’s expansive tits. He took hold of the two ample melons, wrapping them together against his cock, forming a tight sheath. Larry’s hips started to pump as he gave Jill’s big hooters a quick fucking, the busty FBI agent still in a slight daze as she let Larry have his way with her body.
“Get on the bed,” Larry ordered her as he release her tits. As much as he wanted to cum on her tits or in her mouth he decided that could wait for later. He had another target tonight.
Jill stood up, wiping her chin with the back of her hand as she crawled onto the bed on her hands and knees.
“Perfect! Stop right there!” Larry told her, his cock trembling at the sight of the busty beauty on her hands and knees.
“What’s going on?” asked Jill, obviously confused and turned on. Larry licked his lips at the sight of her heavy breasts swaying beneath her.
Larry stepped up to the edge of the bed behind Jill, she was at the perfect height. He saw that her pussy was dripping wet, she was obviously extremely turned on, despite her insistence that she swung the other way. Larry briefly considered eating her out, but he decided that as a lesbian she probably got that all the time, he was going to give her something else.
Larry took hold of Jill’s hips, leaning in towards her shapely backside so that the tip of his trembling cock lightly brushed the lips of her cunt. Jill moaned slightly at the touch. “Are you ready for me?” he asked her, rubbing the end of his cock against her.
“Yes!” Jill replied her voice barely more than a whisper.
Larry gave a groan and pushed forward with his hips, his hard erection sliding into Jill’s cunt. The busty lesbian let out a moan of pleasure as she was suddenly filled with his cock.
Jill suddenly seemed to realize that she was letting a man put his dick inside her and she started to move forward, trying to pull off Larry’s cock. “Oh that’s good!” gasped Larry as he tightened his hold on Jill’s hips and drew her back against him. She was only half-heartedly trying to escape.
Taking things slowly at first, Larry started to stroke against Jill, his steel-like cock sliding neatly in and out of Jill’s cunt, their skin slapping together with each thrust. Larry reached underneath her, cupping and squeezing one of Jill’s ample tits, his fingers seizing it by the nipple and pinching roughly. Larry began to increase his pace now, thrusting deep as he soundly fucked her dog style. Jill was moaning with obvious pleasure, no longer caring that it was a man screwing her.
“Oh yeah!” grunted Larry, pounding her harder and harder, he knew he would not last much longer.
“Don’t cum in me,” gasped Jill, her voice a mixture of lust and fear. She obviously sensed from his more frantic moaning that he was close.
“I’m your husband,” Larry reminded her, not slowing down for an instant. “Where else do you expect me to cum?”
“Anywhere!” she moaned. “You just can’t be in me.”
Larry decided not to press the issue, he was close to cumming so pulled out of her. “Roll over!” he breathed as he took hold of his trembling erection, stroking it rapidly in his hand.
Jill spun over onto her back, lying on the bed as Larry squatted over her, his cock pointing at her face and leaving no doubts as to his intentions. His hand was a blur on his cock, rapidly stroking it, the tip hovering directly in front of Jill’s mouth. Jill’s eyes were wide in shock, like an animal that had wandered onto the highway and was caught in an oncoming trucks headlight.
“Oh yeah!” Larry let out a grunted exclamation of pleasure as his cock exploded. His cum shot from the tip of his penis, splattering over Jill’s face. The accountant groaned as he continued to stroke his cock, another spurt rocketing from his cock and splashing on Jill’s chin as he aimed it towards her closed mouth. Jill clamped her eyes and mouth tightly closed as Larry shot his load all over the disgusted FBI agents face.
“Oh fuck that was good!” Larry groaned as he squeezed out the last few drops of cum, letting them drip onto Jill’s neck. “I really needed that.” With that Larry climbed off Jill and collapsed on his back on their bed, breathing heavily and smiling smugly.

Without saying a word, Jill made a hurried dash for the bathroom and desperately washed Larry’s gross seed from her lovely face. After a solid ten minutes of washing and scrubbing Jill stormed back into the bedroom, ready to unleash her fury onto the asshole she was currently calling her husband. Much to her surprise Larry was fast asleep, snoring contentedly.
Jill opened her mouth to wake him with an angry shout, then thought better of it and closed her mouth. It was her that had asked him not to cum inside her, she reasoned, her rage subsiding. He was a man after all so she couldn’t really blame him for his lust. Jill frowned, confused by her own thoughts and emotions, then climbed silently into bed, half forgetting that she was still naked.
The busty FBI agent soon joined her phony husband in a deep slumber.
***
Jill was awoken the next morning to the sounds of Larry stirring in bed. At first she was a little disoriented, confused to find herself naked and in bed with the pudgy accountant.
Before Jill count get all her bearings she felt Larry reached over and grab the top of her head and start to push her downwards under the covers of the bed. Taken aback, Jill resisted him. “What are you doing?” she demanded as she tried to pull her head away from his grasp.
Larry who had a fistful of her hair pushed firmer downwards. “Time for my morning blowjob,” he told her, as if it was the most natural thing in the world.
“Your what!?” she snapped, twisting her head free and looking up at him.
Larry sighed, “Be a good wife and suck my dick.”
“Look buster!” growled Jill. “I don’t know what makes you think I’d even consider doing such a thing, but if you even dare..”
“Fine!” snapped Larry. “If you’re not going to play your role I won’t do my part.”
Jill, who had started to climb out of bed, froze at that remark. “You mean..” she started to say.
“That’s right, be an obedient wife or I won’t help the FBI anymore,” Larry threatened her.
Jill’s gaze darkened a moment, then she relented. “Very well,” she replied, tight lipped as she got back into bed.
“That’s better,” Larry murmured softly as he reached up and pushed her head under the blankets again.
At Larry’s urging Jill’s mouth went to the overweight accountants cock, her tongue coming up to lick around the head of the flaccid organ, she could taste their combined juices from the previous night, not the most appealing breakfast.
“Ah, that’s good,” moaned Larry as Jill engulfed his soft penis in her warm mouth and started to suckle on it. The blood flowing into the shaft and quickly hardening it as her tongue toyed with him and her mouth filled with warm saliva, bathing him in heat. “I expect you to be a good wife and wake me up like this every morning from now on,” Larry instructed her as he stroked the top of her head. Jill began to bob her head up and down on his shaft as it stiffened over her tongue.
Jill moaned slightly as Larry’s cock reached full stiffness. Her ovalled lips slid up and down the hard length as she sucked forcefully, hoping to get the lecherous prick off as quickly as possible. Fortunately the unpleasant taste of last night’s session had gone, replaced by Jill’s own saliva and fresh precum from Larry’s cock.
Of her own accord, Jill pulled her mouth up off Larry’s cock and started to use her talented tongue to toy with his heavy testicles, nuzzling the base of his shaft with her nose as she did so. “That’s it baby,” groaned Larry as her dexterous tongue, probably from all her pussy eating Larry decided, toying delightfully with his balls and swirled around the base of his shaft. Jill then slowly licked her way back up the underside of Larry’s hard cock and once again engulfed the head of him between her warm lips.



With a mumbled grunt, Larry reached down and grabbed the top of Jill’s head in both hands and pushed her down on his cock. Jill gagged slightly as Larry thrust his cock right into the back of her throat, pulling her face right down against his groin, her nose buried in his pubic hair. After a moment’s pause, savoring the feeling of her hot mouth, Larry released her head and Jill backed off till just the tip of him was in her mouth. As she caught her breath she lightly tongued the sensitive underside of his cock-head.
Jill moved her hand up to the base of Larry’s shaft and began to stroke his cock in her soft hand as she sucked on the end of him. Her hand moving faster and faster until she was pretty much jerking him off into her mouth, her licking tongue adding to the sensations.
“Yes!” gasped Larry, her hand and mouth coming close to getting him off. “Just like that. Suck it honey-bunny!” Larry suddenly let out a loud groan, his hips hunching up off the bed as the tip of his cock started to twitch and spurt inside Jill’s mouth. The busty FBI agent felt his cum pulsing up the length of his shaft and bursting over her tongue. She immediately started to suck and swallow, trying not to spill any of his load.
Larry groaned and gasped as he blew his load into the lovely brunette’s mouth. Just like an obedient wife she drank all of his cum, sucking till his penis was empty before she finally released him and emerged above the blankets once again.
“That was great Jill,” Larry complemented her. “You’re quite the little cocksucker aren’t you?” he said as he admired her naked body as she climbed out of bed and started to get dressed. She had a great ass.
Larry went back to sleep for a couple of hours more and finally roused himself just before midday. He was pleasantly surprised to find Jill had lunch ready for him, which he ate enthusiastically. Straight after lunch Larry plonked himself on the couch in front of the television and watched the football games that filled the afternoon’s television timetable. About mid-afternoon he got a little bored and had Jill suck him off again while he watched the second game. With Jill on her knees in front of him the football was a whole lot more exciting. When his favourite team scored their first touchdown, Larry blew his load into Jill’s sucking mouth and then let her carry on about her business.
***
Early that evening, while Jill was busy cooking dinner for her ‘loving husband’ her mobile phone rang.
“Morgan here,” she snapped irritably into the phone. The thought of another night in bed with Larry had her on edge.
“Don’t you mean Mrs Matthews?” joked the voice of her partner John Hanson.
“Don’t even start with me,” she warned him, her voice dangerous.
“Sorry,” he apologized with a laugh.
“What’s up?” she asked him through gritted teeth.
“You’ve got company, a car’s heading up the drive right now, it’s a beamer, two passengers,” Hanson told her.
“Trouble?” she asked.
“Not sure yet,” her partner replied. “Just keep in character for now, we’ll see what this is about.”
“Okay,” Jill replied. “Just be ready.”
“Roger that,” Hanson replied, hanging up just as the doorbell rang.
“I’ll get it honey,” Jill called out to Larry. Jill opened the door, half expecting to see a hitman, come to finish off Leatherbarrow’s accountant, so she was rather surprised to see a well dressed couple standing on the doorstep.
“Max! Rebecca! Glad you could make it!” came Larry’s voice from over Jill’s shoulder as she stood in surprise at the door, staring at the newly arrived couple. “Come on in,” Larry ushered the couple inside, leading them towards the lounge.
Jill followed, her jaw clenched angrily, what the hell was Larry playing at. This was supposed to be a top-secret hideout, the slimy accountant was supposed to be posing in a new identity, and he’d invited some old friends around for drinks!?
“Wine?” Larry offered his friends.
“Please,” Max agreed immediately. Max looked a few years older than Larry, his graying hair giving him a rather distinguished appearance. Unlike Larry however, Max obviously kept in shape, his body appeared trim and he sported a deep tan.
“Rebecca?” Larry turned to Max’s wife.
“Yes, please,” she replied. Rebecca appeared to be much younger than Max, probably around the same age as Jill. Rebecca had long blonde hair and a lushly curved body. She wore a tight fitting red cocktail dress that showed plenty of leg and cleavage. To Jill she looked like the stereotypical trophy wife of the obviously wealthy Max.
“Would you do the honors please Jill,” said Larry.
Jill had a dangerous glint in her eye as she replied, “Why don’t you come into the kitchen and give me a hand honey?”
“Okay,” Larry agreed, following his ‘wife’ into the kitchen.
“Who the hell are these people and what are they doing here?” demanded Jill angrily as soon as they were alone.
“Max is an old friend of mine,” Larry said with a shrug as he grabbed a wine bottle from the fridge.
“And you were bored and thought you’d just catch up on old times or something like that?” Jill said through clenched teeth.
“Something like that,” Larry smiled in reply.
“Look you asshole!” snapped Jill, absolutely furious. “You’re supposed to be assuming a new identity, if your ‘friend’ has told anyone then one of Leatherbarrow’s goons could be coming up the driveway as we speak!”
“Just relax,” Larry waved off Jill’s concerns. “We can trust Max. Like I said he’s an old friend.”
At this point Jill was ready to scream. “Fine! But when Leatherbarrow has a gun pointed at your head, don’t expect me to save your sorry ass!”
Larry chuckled as he poured four glasses of wine. “Don’t be so dramatic honey.”
Jill glared at the accountant. “What have you told them about me?”
“Don’t worry, I’ve stuck with our cover. They think you’re my new wife,” Larry said.
“Except they know who you really are.”
“Yeah, something like that,” Larry agreed. “Just relax and enjoy yourself.” With that he lifted up the tray with the four glasses of wine and headed back to the lounge where Max and Rebecca were waiting. As Larry placed the tray down on the coffee table he glanced over at Rebecca, taking in the view of her deep cleavage. The lovely blonde noticed his straying eyes and rolled her eyes in distaste.
The four of them sat around and worked their way through a couple of bottles of wine, chatting about old times. From what Jill could gather, Larry and Max had previously been partners in a small accounting firm just after they had finished college. Max had gone on to be a rather successful accountant in a major firm while Larry had ended up doing accounts for a number of rather shady characters leading eventually to his most recent client, Antony Leatherbarrow. Jill also noticed Larry shooting a number of leering glances in Rebecca’s direction. The voluptuous blonde appears to have the same opinion of Larry that Jill did. He was a complete slimebag.
“How about we have a game?” Max said to everyone as Larry brought out a third bottle of wine. “Get to know each other a little better.”
Jill frowned in confusion at what he was referring to. Rebecca seemed rather surprised at the suggestion as well. “A game with Larry?” she asked her husband.
Max smiled, directing his gaze in Jill’s direction. The busty FBI agent sudden felt strangely uncomfortable. “I’m sure we’d both like to get to know a little more about Larry’s lovely new wife.”
“Fine then,” agreed Rebecca, for some reason she didn’t seem too pleased by the idea.
“That’s a fantastic idea!” Larry on the other hand looked thrilled with Max’s suggestion.
“What sort of game?” Jill asked.
“It’s a very special game,” Max replied cryptically. “Do you have a pack of cards Larry?”
“I think there’s one around here somewhere,” Larry replied. He handed the bottle of wine he’d just got to Jill. “Honey, why don’t you pour the wine while I go grab the cards.”
Jill had an apprehensive expression as she poured everyone a glass of wine. She was feeling a little light headed herself from the alcohol, even though she’d been careful to limit her consumption and had drunk far less than the other three.
Once Larry had returned with the cards and they’d all taken their seats Max explained the rules of his special card game. “It’s called Risqué,” he began. “We each take a turn at drawing a card. If you get an ace you’re off the hook and skip your turn. If you draw a 2,3 or 4 then you have to take a drink. If you draw a 5, 6, 7, 8, 9 or 10 then you lose an item of clothing, kind of like strip poker. If it’s red then your partner removes it, if it’s black then the other person of the opposite sex takes it off. So if Rebecca drew a black 6 for example, then Larry would remove her item of clothing.”
Jill was wide eyed and rather shocked at what Max was proposing. Rebecca looked rather bored as if she had done this numerous times before. Larry was leaning forward excitedly, “what about the royal cards?” the balding accountant asked his friend.
“They’re the special dares,” Max said. “A jack means a kiss, a queen means groping the upper body and a king means groping the lower body. Once red and black determines who has the honors. Royals are thirty second dares.”
“So how do you decide who wins?” Larry asked.
“The last person to lose all their clothes,” Max replied.
“Can I talk to you in private a moment?” Jill hissed at Larry.
“Sure honey,” he replied. “We’ll be right back, shuffle the cards,” Larry added to Max as he followed Jill into the kitchen once again.
“You don’t really expect me to play strip poker with your friends?” Jill snapped at Larry as soon as they left the lounge.
“Come on baby, it’ll be fun,” urged Larry, glancing back out the door towards where Rebecca sat, her long legs crossed. He couldn’t wait till she drew a black queen and he could get his hands on those tits of hers. Larry had lusted after Rebecca since she and Max had got married. And despite the fact Max frequently played Risqué with her, Larry had never been invited to join. For some reason the pretty blonde hated the slimy accountant’s guts. Plus there was also the fact that Larry previously had never had a partner to bring along to a game with him, especially one as attractive as Jill.
“Absolutely out of the question,” Jill replied firmly. “You putting your grubby hands on me is one thing, but I’m not going to be shared around your friends as well.” Although Jill had to admit that Max was a lot gentler on the eye than Larry.
Larry started to reply. “And don’t think you can pull that ‘good wifey’ shit on me either!” she cut in before he could protest.
“Listen,” snapped Larry, “you still need my testimony against Leatherbarrow.”
Jill’s eyes narrowed, “I’m sick of your blackmail. I don’t care if you testify any more or not!”
“I’ll tell your partner Hanson about us,” threatened Larry, trying a different tactic.
Jill paled slightly at this new threat, she hadn’t expected Larry to think of that. “What do you mean, ‘us’?”
“I’m sure Johnny Boy would be surprised to find out what we got up to last night,” Larry said, seeing the fear on Jill’s face.
“You wouldn’t…”
“And this morning…and this afternoon…” continued the accountant.
Jill glared angrily at Larry, he had nothing to lose in telling Hanson and she could try and deny it… “Okay fine!” Jill said at last. “I’ll play your game, but I won’t forget this!”
Larry smiled, rubbing his hands eagerly. “Excellent! What are we waiting for?”
With that they returned to the lounge, Rebecca was looking a little pissed off as well, almost as if she and Max had just had a similar conversation whilst they were out of the room.
“So who’s first?” asked Larry as he sat down.
“You’re the host,” replied Max. “Why don’t you start the ball rolling?”
“Righto,” agreed Larry, he turned over the top card, revealing a seven of diamonds. Larry looked up at Max.
“Lose some clothing,” Max explained. “Jill you do the honors.”
“My shoes,” said Larry, holding up one foot towards the pretty brunette undercover agent. Jill wrinkled her nose slightly as Larry rested his foot on her knee. She untied his laces and pulled off one shoe then the other.
“Done,” said Larry once she had removed both shoes.
“And the socks,” added Max. “Shoes and socks only count as one item.”
“Are you sure you’re not making up the rules?” Larry jokes as she held his feet out towards Jill. She yanked off his socks and tossed them away, carefully using her fingertips to avoid touching the potentially smelly garments too much.
Jill was next. She tentatively reached out and turned the next card. “Two of clubs,” she said, trying to remember what that meant.
“Drink!” said Larry and Max together.
Jill quietly breathed a sigh of relief as she took a long swallow from her wine glass. At least there was no stripping or groping involved.
“My turn now I guess,” said Max, picking up the next card in the pack.
“Ooo!” said Larry, Max’s card was a royal. A king of hearts.
“Red king,” Max said with a grin as he stood up. “Lower body grope honey,” he said to Rebecca, swaying his hips playfully in her direction.
Rebecca immediately ran her hands up the sides of her husband’s thighs, her long red nails looked particularly sexy against his black slacks. As she reached his hips her fingers curled around behind him and cupped and squeeze his rather tight looking ass, giving a teasing moan of appreciation. Rebecca then went for gold, running a palm up the inside of Max’s thigh, rubbing her way right up to his crotch, which she cupped and squeezed. Max gasped in mock surprise at as his lovely wife started to grope at his crotch through his pants.
Jill licked her lips uneasily as she watched Rebecca’s manicured fingers trace the outline of her husbands cock through his pants. She couldn’t help but wonder how the distinguished looking man’s penis compared to Larry’s. It certainly seemed to fill his pants out nicely.
“Time’s up!” announced Larry after a few more seconds of groping. “Your turn now Rebecca,” he said eagerly, willing a black queen to appear.
Rebecca gave Max’s package a loving pat goodbye before reaching for the top card on the deck. He stomach sank slightly as she revealed a black card. Larry would be involved.
“Nine of clubs,” said Max. “Strip time honey, and you get to do the removing Larry.”
Larry was already on his feet. “Do I get to pick which item?” he asked excitedly.
“Shoes first,” Rebecca said quite firmly, crossing her long legs and waving a red high-heeled shoe in Larry’s direction.
“Yes ma’am,” Larry said, kneeling down at her feet. The stout accountant cupped a hand on the offered heel, briefly running his other palm up the rear side of her stocking-clad calf before gently pulling off her shoe. Rebecca crossed her legs with the other one on top, Larry trying, and failing to get a ‘Basic Instinct’ style flash of her crotch as she swapped her legs over. He slipped off her other shoe.
“Your turn now,” Max said to Larry.
“Not yet,” Larry replied, waving his finger at Max. “Stockings are like socks so they have to go as well,” he said, running one hand over the coarse material of the stocking covered foot he still held.
“Fair call,” Max agreed.
Larry licked his lips and ran his hands up Rebecca’s sleek leg as the gorgeous blonde squirmed a little in her seat. Larry’s hands moved up past her knee and up along either side of her firm thigh. He reached the top of her stockings near her upper thigh, his cool fingers brushing over her creamy bare skin and sending a shiver down her spine. Larry hooked his fingertips into the band of her stocking.
“Wait, you’ll need to unclip my garters,” Rebecca told the eager accountant.
“Nice,” murmured Larry, mentally picturing the gorgeous blonde in a garter belt and nothing else. He unfastened the garters from her stocking, the knuckles on one hand purposely brushing her panty-clad crotch. Then he peeled off the stockings, making sure to run his hands down the length of her now bare thigh.
Larry then moved on to Rebecca’s other stocking, repeating the processing and getting in plenty of gropes of her long, smooth legs.
“My turn now,” Larry said at last as he returned to his seat, his crotch showing clear evidence of his arousal. Larry drew a nine of spades. “Looks like you’re going to take the shirt right off my back,” he said to Rebecca, holding his hands up in surrender.
Rebecca gave him a nod and stood up, bending over in front of him to start unbuttoning his shirt when she saw he wasn’t going to get up for her. Larry smiled as she undid his shirt, her posture gave him the ideal view down the neckline of her dress as she bent forward. Her full breasts seemed to strain against her dress, looking as though they were about to tumble free at any moment. As Rebecca reached tugged his shirt out of his pants and unbuttoned the lowest couple of buttons, Larry got a glimpse of her lacy black bra.
“There we go,” Rebecca said at last, pushing Larry’s shirt off his shoulders.
Everyone turned to Jill and she turned the next card. A six of clubs, time for her to lose some clothing. Jill’s eyes went wide as she suddenly realized she was not wearing any shoes. She’d kicked them off earlier that day when Larry had made her service him during the football and she hadn’t bothered to put them back on. That meant that the pale blue summer dress she was wearing was coming off. And she only had her bra and panties on beneath!
Jill glanced over at Larry and saw that the asshole was grinning smugly at her. “No shoes honey?” he remarked. “Max, guess you’ll have to take off her dress.”
“With pleasure,” Max was smiling broadly as he took Jill by the hand and drew her up to her feet. The older man moved around behind her, reaching up and unzipping the back of her dress. Jill trembled slightly as she felt the zipper reach it’s base at the top of her bum. Max then reached back up and pushed the dress off her shoulders, letting it fall to the ground.
Both Larry and Rebecca murmured at the impressive view they got from the front as Jill’s dress tumbled to the floor. She was wearing similar underwear to yesterday, a rather plain looking white bra and panties, but the plainness of underwear did not hide the spectacular beauty of her body. Her massive 39DD’s overflowed her minimizing bra, revealing a deep cleavage and plenty of the swelling tops of the ample melons. Max took a long look at Jill’s flat stomach and long, trim legs as he went back to his seat, and the view of her perfect rack made him need to adjust the crotch of his pants. As well endowed as Max’s wife was, her full, perky C cups didn’t hold a candle to Jill’s immense knockers.
Jill hurriedly sat back down, folding her arms over her chest in an attempt to hide. She was painfully aware of everyone’s eyes on her.
“My turn,” said Max at last. “I’m the only one still fully dressed,” he added smugly as she drew the next card. “And it seems to be my lucky day!” he announced with a grin as he revealed the ace of hearts, meaning there would be no dares for him this round. “On to you now honey,” he said to his wife.
Rebecca got the jack of spades. She would be sharing a kiss with Larry much to her annoyance. Larry on the other hand was on his feet in seconds, licking his lips in appreciation. “Plant one on me baby,” he cheerfully said to the barefoot woman as she stood up. Rebecca sighed as she got up, but nevertheless she moved in front of Larry. Rebecca was a tall, statuesque beauty who was close to six inches taller than the short, stocky accountant. As she went to kiss Larry she had to bend down.
The overeager accountant seized Rebecca around the hips and pulled her lush body hard against him as she softly pressed her lips to his. Her full bosom squashed against his chest as his hungry tongue pushed apart her closed lips and plunged into her mouth. Rebecca gave a startled moan as Larry lustfully kissed her, she could clearly feel the hardness of his cock as it rubbed against her thigh.



If Max objected to Larry manhandling his pretty wife he certainly didn’t say anything about it. In fact, as Rebecca and Larry passionately kissed, Max’s eyes continuously flicked over to where Jill sat in her bra and panties, arms still awkwardly crossed in front of her.
As the thirty seconds wound up, Larry dropped one hand to Rebecca’s ass, giving her nicely toned buttock a firm squeeze as they broke off their kiss. “You’re wife is a great kisser,” Larry told his friend as he returned to his seat for his own turn. Rebecca didn’t return the complement.
Larry’s card was a three of diamonds, meaning he took a big gulp of his wine and play moved straight onto Larry’s fake wife Jill. Jill drew a queen of clubs. She knew a royal was bad but couldn’t quite remember what the queen meant.
“Titty squeeze! Max you lucky bastard.” whooped Larry as Jill’s eyes went wide in surprise.
“Looks like I’m already at second base,” Max said to Jill with a smile as he moved around behind her seat, resting a hand on her shoulder to indicate that she should remain sitting down for this. Max had been looking forward to this since the moment he’d laid eyes on Larry’s new wife.
Leaning over the back of her chair he slid his hands down from her shoulders as the thirty-second timer started. Max ran his fingers down along the straps of Jill’s bra till he reached the cups that covered her ample double D’s. As his hands slid down over Jill’s big tits his finger splayed outwards, his hands covering as large a surface as he could before he gave the big mounds a squeeze, his fingers sinking into the material of her bra as he compressed her boobs in his palms. “Oh wow these are nice Jill!” he murmured as he gave them a squeeze, his eager hands beginning to knead the firm flesh through her the cotton material of her plain white bra.
Max kneaded and groped at Jill’s big tits, pushing the large orbs inwards against each other, the ample flesh jutting upwards into a deep cleavage as her tits squashed together between his hands. He ran his fingers over her nipples, but the material of her brassiere was took thick to get a good feel of them so he returned to fill his palms with her hooters, squeezing and mauling to his hearts content.
“Time’s up,” said Rebecca, who had been keeping a close eye on the timer. “Enjoy that honey?” she remarked to Max, a touch of jealousy in her tone.
Max ignored his wife’s comment, instead reaching for a card of his own. He got the six of hearts, and Rebecca took off his shoes and socks. Rebecca’s card followed, the ten of diamonds. The tall blonde stood up and allowed her husband to take off her dress.
“Oh wow!” groaned Larry in approval as Max unveiled his lovely wife’s lingerie clad body. Like Jill, Rebecca was in perfect shape, with curves in all the right places. Her underwear was a spectacular pair of matching black lace panties and bra, along with a black garter belt from which Larry had unhooked her stockings earlier. Rebecca’s tits were an ample C cup, not as big as Jill’s, but perfectly rounded and high up her chest. Larry couldn’t help but wonder if they were real or artificial. Hopefully he would get a chance to handle them later on and decide for sure, the queen of spades was his last chance at that seeing has Max had already drawn the club.
“Your turn honey,” Jill said to Larry, for some reason she was a little irked at the way he was staring at Rebecca as she sat back down in her underwear. Rebecca obviously decided that her unclipped garter belt wasn’t doing her much good, because she took it off and added to the growing pile of clothes in the corner of the lounge.
Larry drew the five of clubs, Rebecca was to take off his pants this time and would leave him with only one piece of clothing left. Rebecca squatted down in front of Larry as he stood up, it was quite a turn on for Larry to look down at the beautiful lingerie clad blonde. She reached up and unbuckled his belt, tugging down his pants and revealing an unflattering pair of white y-fronts. As Rebecca leant down to help him step out of his trouser-legs, Larry dropped a hand onto the back of her head and at the same time did a pelvic thrust, pushing the bulge of his crotch into Rebecca’s surprised face.
Rebecca gave a yelp of astonishment and stumbled back as Max and Larry laughed at her misfortune. The busty blonde muttered under her breath as she returned to her seat.
Jill drew the three of spades next, much to her relief. Left in only her underwear she was pleased to get a drink card rather than another stripping card. Although the wine was definitely making her feel quite light headed. Max got the four of hearts and joined Jill in her drink, and then Rebecca drew a royal. The king of diamonds, meaning her husband would get to repay her for the earlier lower body grope.
Larry watched rather jealously as Max had a chance to knead and squeeze his wife’s ultra-firm ass through her sexy black panties, Larry very much wished he could swap places with his old friend. Max gave her ass a thorough going over and then gave her panty-clad mound a rub before the time limit ran up. Once they were done Larry turned over the next card in the pack, an eight of diamonds. Larry was about to lose his last piece of clothing as well as losing the game.
“Bad luck buddy!” Max laughed.
Larry smiled good-naturedly and stood up, stepping in front of Jill who would be the one removing the last of his clothing. With Larry standing in front of where she sat, Jill’s eye level was directly in line with Larry’s crotch, his penis in an obvious state of erection. Jill reached for the band of his underwear and with some reluctance tugged them off, his familiar hard cock springing out, inches from her face. Jill’s stomach fluttered at the sight of his cock, she couldn’t believe she had been so intimate with this horrible little crook. Fortunately Larry didn’t pull the pelvic thrust stunt on her, letting her pull his underwear down unmolested.
Jill let out an audible sigh of relief as she drew the ace of diamond next, a free turn. Max was up next and got the ten of clubs, meaning Jill would be removing his shirt. They both stood up for this, Jill unable to help herself from stroking her hands across Max’s strong, lightly haired chest as she pushed off his shirt.
Larry finally hit the jackpot with Rebecca’s next card, a six of spades. He would be removing her bra and displaying the first pair of naked breasts of the evening. He almost ran over to Rebecca, hurriedly reaching behind her back for the clasp of her bra, but not finding anything.
“It clasps in the front,” Rebecca said with a sigh as Larry fumbled uselessly at the back of her bra.
“Oh, right,” Larry blushed a little as he moved back around the front of her, reaching up with both his hands towards Rebecca’s large, bra-covered tits. His hands got nowhere near the clasp in the middle of her cleavage, instead he greedily cupped and squeezed Rebecca’s tits, letting the firm, and round melons fill his palms as he started to knead the lovely globes.
“Want me to do it for you?” Rebecca snapped impatiently, wincing slightly at his crude groping.
“Sorry, just looking for the catch,” Larry lamely covered as he released her boobs and reached for the clasp in between her breasts. The naked accountant unhooked the catch and pushed her bra off her tits, rubbing his palms eagerly over the now bare melons as he pushed away the piece of lingerie. Unable to help himself, Larry rubbed his thumbs across Rebecca’s exposed nipples and gave the large globes a squeeze before she pulled away and slipped the rest of the bra off by herself. Larry’s uncovered cock was bobbing between them as he moved back to his chair.
He was up next, and turned over a card, getting the six of diamonds. This would normally be another strip card, but because he was already naked Max instructed him to take another drink. Jill’s turn revealed the ten of hearts, she was about to join Rebecca in toplessness.
“My lucky day,” grinned Larry, he was to remove Jill’s bra as well. Jill’s simpler bra hooked at the back, but Larry’s hands were no less busy as he detached it, his hands sliding around as he unclipped it and giving Jill’s heavy tits a thorough groping as he pushed away the lingerie. The whole time he was also rubbing his hard cock against her lower back, leaving a small trail of slimy precum.
Max drew the jack of clubs and was rewarded with a kiss from Jill. The older accountant eagerly pulled the topless brunette against him as their lips met, her hard nipples pressing into his own bare chest. Jill moaned softly as Max’s tongue gently slipped into her mouth, he was a lot less rough than Larry and she actually enjoyed the kiss. Max’s hands also remained above her waist, although she did feel a rather solid bulge pressed against her.
The game moving quite rapidly, Rebecca drew her next card. “Nine of spades,” she announced, time for her to lose the last of her clothing as well. Rebecca turned her back towards where Larry and Jill sat, moving in front of Max who reached up, hooking his fingers into the waistband of her panties and peeling them down over her curvy hips.
Both Larry and Jill’s eyes were fixed to Rebecca’s perfectly rounded ass as it was uncovered, her buttocks looked firm and well toned, the flesh flawlessly smooth. Rebecca kicked her underwear away as it reached her ankles and then stepped back to her seat, Larry and Jill only get a very brief flash of her shaven pubic mound.
“Just you and me left,” Max said to Jill with a grin. Jill was down to just her panties while Max still had both his trousers and underwear to go.
Larry turned the next card, the ace of clubs, a free turn. Jill was shaking slightly as she drew, getting the two of diamonds. A drink. Once Jill had swallowed the last of her wine and let Larry refill the glass Rebecca picked up a card. “Queen!” she said.
Larry’s heart raced. “Please say spades,” he said aloud, although he had already had a nice turn with Rebecca’s tits he definitely wanted more.
“Sorry, it’s hearts,” Rebecca said, flashing Larry a smug look. Max would be the one feeling up her bare breasts. Her husband grinned at this, turning in his seat towards his wife and reaching out with both hands, cupping her full, firm tits. Rebecca gasped as Max started to squeeze and knead her big tits, rubbing his hands all over their surface. He then started to jiggle Rebecca’s big tits, both Larry and Jill locking their gaze onto the mind-boggling sight of Rebecca’s bouncing boobies.
After Max’s thirty seconds were up it was back to Larry who drew a jack of hearts.
“Aw, that’s sweet, let’s see you two lovebirds kiss,” said Rebecca with subtle sarcasm, Larry had been drooling over her all night and hardly paying any attention to his new wife.
Larry took the topless FBI agent in his arms and planted a hungry kiss on her lips, his tongue driving lustfully into her mouth. The game had got Larry quite worked up and his bare erection jutted into Jill’s flat stomach as he kissed her greedily. Larry moaned into the attractive brunette’s mouth, pulling her tighter into him and enjoying the sensation of her huge breasts squashed up against his chest.
When they finally broke off breathlessly, Jill sat back down, reaching for her next card and getting the seven of clubs. Max whooped happily at this, Jill was not sure if he was excited about winning the game or getting to remove her panties.
“Well done Max,” Larry congratulated his friend.
“We’re all done?” Jill asked.
“Almost,” Max smiled as he pulled Jill to her feet, determined to strip off the last of her clothing before the game officially ended. He dropped to one knee in front of Jill, leaning in to plant a soft, tender kiss on her bare hip before he reached up and hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties. Max then slowly peeled the last of her clothing down, revealing her dark haired pussy. “Beautiful,” he breathed softly as he helped the now naked brunette step out of her panties.
“Congratulations honey,” Rebecca said with a somewhat forced smile.
“So what now?” Larry asked eagerly. “What’s your prize?”
“Well, the winner of Risqué get to pick his prize,” Max replied cryptically. He then turned towards where Jill had just sat back down. “And I choose Jill.”
Both Jill and Rebecca seemed to stiffen slightly. “Can I speak to you in private a moment honey,” Rebecca said dangerously to her husband.
“Of course darling,” Max said, heading off towards the kitchen.
Larry watched Rebecca’s beautiful, bare ass sway as the couple headed off to speak privately.
“You’re not going to make me go through with this are you?” Jill asked the man she and the FBI were supposedly protecting.
Larry distractedly tore his gaze away from where he was getting a great view of Rebecca standing naked in the kitchen in all her glory. “Are you kidding? I’ve been trying to get my hands on that hot blonde bitch for years,” Larry replied, the hard cock between his legs twitching slightly. “Max and Rebecca are swingers but because I’ve never been married or had a hot girlfriend I’ve never had the chance to indulge in Rebecca’s fantastic goodies. I’m not about to let the opportunity slip away, I might never get another chance at that ass,” he added, looking back towards Rebecca’s beautifully rounded posterior.
Jill sighed and slumped back in her chair in defeat.
Larry was busy watching Max and Rebecca in the kitchen, they seemed to be having a rather heated conversation, and Rebecca didn’t look too happy. Larry was pretty sure it wasn’t so much that Max was intending to sleep with another woman, but rather that she’d be obliged to entertain Larry whilst Max had his way with Jill.
Jill drank most of the wine from the glass in front of her to try and settle her nerves, and moments later Max and Rebecca returned.
Max, still wearing his pants, the only person in the room who wasn’t naked, took Jill by the hand and led her off towards the bedroom, leaving Larry and Rebecca alone.
“So…” Rebecca sighed after a moment of awkward silence.
That seemed to snap Larry out of the daze he had gone into when Max and Jill had left him alone in the lounge with the lovely blonde.
“I’m pleased we finally got around to getting together,” Larry started to say, trying to suppress the urge to pounce on Rebecca.
Rebecca rolled her eyes impatiently. “Look, we both know I hate your guts, but apparently Max cares more about getting his hands on that big titted whore you call a wife than he does about my feelings. So yes, I’ll let you fuck me. But only because Max has promised me a new Mercedes.”
Larry was a little taken aback by her bluntness, but the words ‘I’ll let you fuck me’ echoed in his head. “You know, you can be a real bitch sometimes Rebecca,” he told her.
“Let’s just get this over and done with,” she replied in irritation.
“Fine by me,” Larry said, standing up. In truth is didn’t actually like this woman, he’d just lusted after her for years, since she and Max had first got married. The fact that she and Max had swung with so many people but not Larry just made him even more frustrated and made his desire to have her even stronger. But she was still a conceited bitch so if she didn’t want any chitchat then that was fine by him.
Larry stood directly in front of the still seated woman, taking hold of his erect cock in one hand and pointing it directly at Rebecca’s face. “How about you warm me up a little?” Larry suggested, moving a little closer, the tip of his penis only an inch or two away from Rebecca’s lips.
Rebecca sneered slightly as she looked down at his rock hard cock. “You don’t look like you need much warming up to me.”
“Just suck it!” snapped Larry in exasperation.
“Yes, sir,” Rebecca sarcastically replied, she leant forward, closing the gap and parting her lips, taking the head of his cock into her mouth. Larry let out a long, deep groan of satisfaction as Rebecca sucked his hard cock into her mouth. The game of Risqué had got him extremely turned on and it felt incredibly good to have his cock bathed in the wetness of Rebecca’s sucking mouth.
Larry looked down as Rebecca moved her mouth further down on his cock, her cheeks hollowing as she started to suck forcefully on the hard, fleshy rod. Larry had dreamt of this sight many times and his cock trembled as he finally got to see it for real. His cock in Max’s wife’s mouth.
“Oh yeah, suck it you bitch!” groaned Larry as Rebecca started to bob her head over his cock, the lounge filling with the slurping sounds of her spectacular blowjob. Larry dropped a hand down and started to play with one of Rebecca’s big tits as she blew him. Rebecca was taking long, deep sucks now, sliding her lips right down the full length of Larry’s shaft, before retreating all the way back to the tip. Her tongue was also doing wondrous things inside her mouth as she sucked him. As much as he’d enjoyed Jill’s inexperienced blowjobs recently, it was great to be sucked by an expert.
“Can you deepthroat?” Larry asked as he tugged on Rebecca’s hard nipple.
“Mmm hmmpf!” Rebecca nodded slightly around Larry’s cock.
Larry grinned eagerly, releasing Rebecca’s breast and moving both hands to the top of her head, grabbing a handful of her soft blonde hair. The balding accountant now took over the pace of Rebecca’s sucks, pulling her head down towards his crotch as he thrust with his hips to meet her bobbing head and force more of his length into her mouth. When Larry hit the back of her mouth he let out a deep moan, yanking down on her head harder and pushing his cock right into her throat.
The blonde’s throat constricted around the head of his cock squeezing him, he leant back and let out a loud moan of appreciation of her oral talents. Larry then tightened his grip of Rebecca’s head and started to really go to town, fucking her mouth for all he was worth, the beautiful blonde deepthroating him with almost no effort.
“God! You’re a good little cocksucker!” grunted Larry, vigorous and repeatedly ramming his cock down Rebecca’s throat. If she had a smart reply up her sleeve, she was far too busy to speak it. “What’s the matter?” laughed Larry, “Don’t want to speak with your mouth full?” Taunting her while he used her was making the experience even sweeter than it otherwise would have been.
Larry’s balls were slapping into Rebecca’s chin as he face fucked her, and they were churning with lust. The horny accountant knew that he would not last much longer in the blonde’s sweet throat if he kept up this pace so he finally drew out.
Rebecca coughed and took a deep breath, regaining her composure at the withdrawal of his cock. “What’s the matter? Worried you’d shoot off too quickly?” she eventually managed to say.
“Didn’t want to choke you,” Larry replied.
Rebecca laughed at that. “You’re not man enough,” she spat back, her eyes darting towards his erection.
Larry’s jaw clenched in anger at her comeback, he was almost tempting to shove his cock back into her mouth to shut her up, but she was right, he probably would shoot off.
“Get up,” said Larry, pulling her to her feet by the wrist. Larry then bent her over the coffee table, so that her hands were braced on the far side and she had one knee up on the edge, ready to be taken from behind, doggy style, very appropriate for a bitch, Larry thought as he stepped behind her. Larry could hear the grunts and moans of Jill and Max coming from the bedroom as he ran a hand over the smooth expanse of Rebecca’s tight ass. Jill was obviously appreciating Max’s experienced attentions despite the fact she was supposed to be a muff diver.
“I’m gonna enjoy this,” Larry told Rebecca, giving her ass a hard slap. Her buttock was amazingly toned, barely jiggling at all as he spanked her a couple more times.



Larry then moved in behind her, grasping his hard cock around the base and slapping it against her ass three times. He then guided the head towards Rebecca’s pussy, tracing around her vagina lips, tickling her genitals. Larry then gave a small push forward, her cunt opening as he slipped the tip inside her moist passage. Rebecca gasped at the subtle penetration, then Larry seemed to change his mind, pulling out of her and triggering another gasp from the busty blonde.
Larry slapped both hands down forcefully on Rebecca’s ass, taking a buttock in each hand. Moving quickly he spread her ass cheeks, exposing her puckered asshole and immediately shifted his hips forward, pressing the tip of his cock against her rear entrance.
“What…ahh fuck!” Rebecca stammered and cried out in surprise as Larry pushed his cock up into her tight ass, his friend’s proud wife moaning at his unexpected change of destination. “Not there!” she managed to gasp as Larry pushed deep, his cock now solidly lodged in her anus.
“Oh fuck you’re tight!” grunted Larry as he started to slowly rock his hips, fucking his cock in small movements against her lovely ass. Fortunately Rebecca’s vigorous deepthroat blowjob had left his cock well lubricated so the entry into her ass wasn’t as painful as it could have been.
Larry took hold of Rebecca’s hips as her ass started to relax, sliding his cock in longer strokes now as he began to eagerly ream her back passage. “Bet you didn’t think I’d ever be buggering you,” Larry told her, slapping her ass again as he fucked her.
“Just shut up and fuck me you bastard,” grunted Rebecca, struggling to get the words out clearly as Larry took her roughly. His hips were slapping against her buttocks as he rammed into her, his balls likewise swinging into her pussy with each thrust.
Larry began to ass-fuck the woman he had lusted after for years in earnest now, grunting and panting as he rammed repeated against her, each thrust shunting her forwards on the coffee table. The sounds of their fucking drowned out the groans from the bedroom.
The stocky accountant was in seventh heaven. Rebecca’s asshole was fantastically tight around his excited cock, creating and incredible friction as he humped her from behind. Despite Larry’s immense stimulation, he kept at it for a full ten minutes before he felt an incoming eruption, no doubt the two blowjobs Jill had already given him that day had taken the edge off things.
Larry had fantasized about this event numerous times in the past and had already planned where he wanted to shoot his load, and it wasn’t up her ass. He squeezed his cock up her ass one more time and then pulled out of her, taking his cock in one hand and stroking it as he hurried around to the other side of the table, aiming his cock at Rebecca’s pretty face.
“Here it comes you bitch!” Larry grunted, resting one hand on Rebecca’s shoulder as he jerked off in her face. With a groan Larry unloaded, cum bursting from the tip of his cock and showering over Rebecca’s face. The pretty blonde already had her eyes closed, his sperm splashing over her eyelids, nose and closed lips. Larry pumped his dick in his hand, intending to wring every drop of cum that he could generate onto Rebecca’s face. “Ahh yeah!”
Once he was finally spent Rebecca’s fine features was suitably coated with his seed and Larry was panting breathlessly.
“Nice,” murmured the accountant, gazing down at her cum-stained face. “I think I’ll remember this sight every time I see you.”
“Quite a show guys,” said Max from the doorway to the lounge, he and Jill had returned wearing fluffy white bathrobes and were standing watching Larry administer Rebecca’s facial. Jill looked quite flushed from the workout Max had given her.
Larry then had Jill clean off his cock when Rebecca refused the same request. Jill made a slight face as she tasted Larry’s cum mixed with the taste of Rebecca’s ass, but didn’t deny his request, sucking his cock clean in her warm mouth while Rebecca went to the bathroom to wash her face and freshen up.
“That was quite an evening,” about twenty minutes later as he and Jill saw their visitors to the door. “Feel free to pop by for a repeat performance some time,” he added, winking at Rebecca. Max’s wife just scowled at him, her dislike for Larry strengthened from their session together.
Once Max and Rebecca had left Larry headed straight to sleep, not even having the energy for a goodnight blowjob from his lovely wife. Jill checked in with Agent Hanson, telling him that their surprise visitors were in fact friends of Larry’s, she glossed over the swinging part of the evening of course.
“He’s going to get himself killed if he doesn’t watch it,” John Hanson said once Jill had finished explaining.
“With any luck,” remarked Jill testily.
“Now, now,” scolded John with a laugh. “Remember, we’re supposed to be protecting Mr Matthews.”
If this lasted much longer Jill was pretty sure she’d kill him herself, she briefly wondered if Leatherbarrow had a price on the accountants head. “Right, I keep forgetting,” she replied dryly to Hanson.
Jill hung up the phone and headed to bed, she felt a great sense of relief to find that Larry was fast asleep and snoring by the time she got into bed. Before she drifted off to sleep Jill briefly thought of Toni, her girlfriend, and wondered if life would ever go back to normal once this job was over.
***
The next morning it took surprisingly little nagging from Larry for Jill to give him his morning blowjob. The buxom FBI agent obligingly dipped underneath the covers and sucked his cock until he unloaded into her reluctant mouth.
Jill then got up and made him breakfast as he closed his eyes and dozen for around half an hour. The buxom brunette got in a white satin bra and panties, a little less conservative than her usual choice in underwear. Over the lingerie she pulled on a pair of tight fitting jeans and a plain white t-shirt. With the taste of Larry’s cum on her tongue she didn’t feel particularly like wearing another floral print, ‘housewife’ dress.
***
Agent Hanson yawned loudly as he pulled his car up outside the mansion, relieving the Agent that took the night shift while Hanson went to a nearby hotel for a few hours sleep. He took a sip of his Starbucks coffee, almost choking on it when he saw a man in a dark suit walked right through the gate towards the mansion where Jill and Larry were going through their morning routine. The man was carrying an oversized black briefcase.
“Oh shit!” Hanson swore, putting his coffee back in the cup holder and reaching for his phone.
***
Jill whistled to herself as she cracked a couple of eggs, dropping them into the frying pan beside a few rashers of bacon that were already sizzling merrily away.
When the phone abruptly started ringing she almost dropped one of the eggs.
“Shit!” Jill swore, taking a deep breath to calm her racing heart as she picked up the phone.
“We’ve got trouble!” Hanson’s voice sounded urgent on the other end of the phone. He was breathing heavily as if he was running as he spoke.
Jill whirled around towards the kitchen’s back door as it crashed open. It wasn’t Hanson that burst through however, it was a big brawny blonde man in a dark suit. In his hands was an automatic pistol, aimed straight at the surprised secret agent.
Jill’s hand instinctively reached towards where her shoulder holster should have been, but she’d left that in the bedroom having just throwing on the jeans and t-shirt she wore to make breakfast.
“Shit!” Jill cursed, raising her hands in surrender.
***
“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” John Hanson was cursed his own inattentiveness as he sprinted down the long driveway towards the mansion, his gun out in one hand and his phone in the other.
Hanson took the front steps of the mansion in a single leap, but as his foot hit the slick tiles as the top it shot out from under him and he fell forwards, landing heavily on his back and sliding across the patio. He managed to keep hold of his gun, but his phone went flying into the rose garden beside the door.
John grimaced in pain as he got to his feet, his tailbone had taken most of the impact and walking was rather painful. He opened the front door cautiously, his gun held up at the ready. John edged inside, every sense alert as he strained to pick up where the dark suited man was. He aimed his gun around the entry hallway, scanning the room. No one was there. Then he heard a sound coming from towards the back of the mansion. The kitchen!
Stepping as silently as he could, John hurried through the house, his gun held out straight in front of him as he entered the kitchen. The sight that greeted him there was somewhat unexpected.
Sure enough, the dark suited goon was there, but he was not alone. Hanson’s partner, Jill Morgan stood in front of the man. Jill was dressed in a pair of blue jeans and a white satin bra, the t-shirt she had put on earlier was now on the kitchen table. The goon had placed his gun on the counter beside him and had both hands on Jill’s ample chest, squeezing her big tits eagerly through her bra as she was reaching behind her back to unfasten the piece of lingerie.
The man didn’t even notice Agent Hanson enter the room, his attention focused solely on the massive melons that were filling his groping hands. He licked his lips as he squeezed Jill’s big jugs, watching his fingers sink into the firm globes and he kneaded and mauled lustfully. At his command Jill was reaching behind her back to take off her bra, arching her back to reach the catch, the motion causing her big chest to jut out against the goons groping hands as he eagerly felt her up.
“Hold it right there motherfucker!” growled Hanson, leveling his gun at the man.
The goon froze, his hands stopping their titty-squeezing, but remaining in place on Jill’s chest.
“Thank God you made it,” Jill breathed, refastening the one hook on her bra catch that she had undone and then pushing the goons hands off her breasts.
“Slide the gun over to me!” Hanson ordered him.
The goon did as he was told, carefully picking up his gun by the barrel and sliding it across the polished wooden floorboards to where Hanson stood.
Agent Hanson bent over to pick up the gun, careful to keep his own weapon trained on the man in the dark suit. Suddenly a vase crashed onto the back of his skull. Hanson’s eyes rolled back in his head and he slumped to the ground.
Larry Matthews stepped through the doorway and reached down, taking one of the guns from Hanson’s hand.
Jill frowned, why on earth did Larry attack Hanson, he was here to protect him. Unless…
The half undressed FBI agent acted quickly, whilst the goon who had broke into the mansion was still staring in surprise at Larry. Jill lunged towards the sink, scooping up an ultra sharp carving knife that she had used earlier on to slice an onion for breakfast.
As Larry straightened up, aiming the gun in her direction, Jill grabbed the man in the dark suit, dragging him in front of her as she pressed the carving knife to his throat.
“Put the gun down honey,” Jill calmly told her ‘husband’ with a forced smile.
“No, I think you should drop the knife darling,” he replied, his gun now pointed straight at Jill’s face.
Jill pressed the tip of her knife into the goon’s throat, drawing a pinprick of blood. “Drop it, or he dies.”
Jill’s victim was obviously rather nervous, she could feel him trembling as she held him between her and Larry.
“Please Mr Leatherbarrow,” the man said, his voice shaking.
“Leatherbarrow?” repeated Jill in shock, looking at Larry in amazement.
Larry, or rather Antony sneered at her. “That’s right, you dumb bitch,” he spat. “You had me the entire time and were just too stupid to realize it.”
“What the hell are you playing at?” Jill demanded.
Leatherbarrow laughed, his cold mirth sending a chill down Jill’s spine. The notorious gangster sidesteps towards the briefcase that his goon had brought in with him and kicked it open. Jill gasped in surprise as she saw the workings of a large chemical explosive of some sort, fitted with what looked like an electronic trigger and timer.
“I’ve had this whole thing planned the entire time,” Leatherbarrow laughed. “Things have been getting a little hot so I thought it was time I took a small vacation.”
Jill frowned, still not understanding.
“I’m going to fake my death you brainless bimbo!” he said in irritation. “I would have done it sooner, but you proved to be an unexpected pleasure I must say.”
Jill’s stomach churned at the leer Leatherbarrow gave her. It had been bad enough submitting to the slimy little man sexually, but now that she learnt it was Leatherbarrow the entire time she felt as though she was going to be physically sick.
Jill glanced from Leatherbarrow’s gun to the bomb and then back again. “But the authorities think you’re Larry Matthews, what’s the point in faking Matthews death.”
Antony Leatherbarrow smiled at this. “I’ve already made the arrangements to have my real dental records switched with Mr Allessandro here,” Antony said, gesturing with his gun towards the goon that Jill still held at knifepoint. “I’m sure your forensic experts will put things together before long.”
The man in the dark suit seemed to realize what his boss had just said. “Me Mr Leatherbarrow, but…” he didn’t manage to finish that sentence. There was a deafening boom as Antony squeezed the trigger of his gun, the bullet took the goon in the chest, sending him spiraling out of Jill’s arms in a shower of blood, crashing to the kitchen floor.
Leatherbarrow laughed at the stunned expression Jill still wore as he trained his gun back on her. “It would seem you have no one left to take hostage honey-bunny. Drop the knife.”
Jill realized she had no choice and dropped the blade to the floor with a clutter. She raised her hands above her head, not even noticing the excellent view that gave Leatherbarrow of her bra-clad breasts.
He grabbed her and roughly shoved her onto one of the dining room chairs, not far from where Hanson lay unconscious, slumped amongst the broken shards of the vase Leatherbarrow had smashed over his head. Antony grabbed the handcuffs Hanson wore on his belt and moved around behind Jill, locking her wrists around the back of one chair leg, pinning her arms behind her back.
Jill’s eyes widened when she saw Hanson stir slightly. He was waking up! She glanced over her shoulder to where Antony was busy cuffing her wrists. He hadn’t notice Hanson move.
“Um, Larry can you give me a hand here?” she asked, as sweetly as she could, trying to get his attention.
“The name’s Antony remember?” the criminal replied as he finished up her handcuffs. “What’s the problem honey?”
“Well, um…” Jill blushed.
“Spit it out,” Antony replied impatiently as he moved back around to the front of her chair, his back to where Hanson lay.
“It’s my boob,” Jill said, trying to keep Leatherbarrow’s attention on her, and off Hanson who had just stirred again.
Leatherbarrow smiled as he glanced at Jill’s ample chest, heaving inside her bra. “They’re very nice,” he assured her with a chuckle.
Jill shook her head. “No, my right boob, it itches like hell,” she told him, it was the first thing that came into her mind.
“Well you’ll be dead soon and it won’t bother you,” Leatherbarrow replied.
“Wait!” snapped Jill urgently as Leatherbarrow started to turn towards where Hanson lay. “Please babe, for old times sake!”
“What!?” demanded Leatherbarrow with annoyance.
“Can you give it a scratch? Please?”
“Sorry babe, I’ve got a plane to catch,”
“You owe me!” Jill replied, inwardly willing Hanson to hurry up and wake up. “Please, just for a few seconds. After all I did suck your cock lots of times.” She jutted her chest out towards Leatherbarrow as much as possible given her handcuffed hands, trying to make her big tits look as inviting as possible.
It must have done the trick as Leatherbarrow crouched down in front of her and scratched her big tit through her bra.
“The other right,” said Jill, nodding her head towards her other breast.
Leatherbarrow grunted with displeasure, but he reached to her other breast, scratching the surface of the full globe with his fingertips, rubbing at where her nipple was through her bra.
“That’s good,” murmured Jill appreciatively as Leatherbarrow’s fingers jiggled her big right breast. He stared to use his palm a bit more as his interested in her tits grew, squeezing her ample melon with rising arousal.
Jill glanced over his shoulder to where Hanson lay, he was still unconscious but had begun to stir again, obviously beginning to wake up. Leatherbarrow didn’t notice the movement however, he had brought both hands up to Jill’s right breast, squeezing and rubbing at the huge orb through her bra. Even with both hands on the ample globe, he could still barely cover the entire surface.
“You might have to pull my bra down,” Jill suggested, doing whatever she could to keep the villain occupied while her partner came to.
Leatherbarrow smiled at her idea and tugged down on the right cup of her bra, popping her big tit up out of the piece of satin lingerie. He gave a moan as he uncovered her tit, topped by a hard nipple. Antony immediate closed both hands back over the massive melon, squeezing and mauling at her tit-flesh, sinking his fingers deep into the pliant flesh. He was no longer even worried about trying to scratch her itch, his fingers pinched and pulled at her nipple and he kneaded the firm orb repeatedly.
Jill’s heart raced as she saw Hanson lift his head and try to shake off the cobwebs. She arched her chest harder into Leatherbarrow’s hands to keep him distracted. The slimy criminal now leant in, running his tongue roughly over Jill’s exposed nipple, lifting the naked globe up to his hungry lips as his other hand crept up and started to grope at her left breast through her bra.
Hanson finally got up onto one knee, taking in the sight of his partner handcuffed to the chair and the man he thought of as still Larry Matthews, feasting on one of her exposed breasts. Hanson frowned at the sight, not quite sure what to make of it. And who had knocked him out before when he had confronted the hitman in the kitchen.
Jill desperately nodded towards a vase on the shelves beside where Hanson groggily stood up, and then nodded back towards Leatherbarrow, his face buried in her cleavage. She mouthed the word ‘Leatherbarrow’ to her dazed partner.
Hanson frowned, not sure what she was saying. What the hell was Larry doing anyway? And where had the hitman gone? Hanson saw that Larry had two pistols shoved into the back of his belt. Jill seemed to be gesturing desperately towards Larry, something was definitely wrong.
“Oh Antony Leatherbarrow,” moaned Jill desperately. She jutted her tits harder against the criminal’s face.
“Now you’re learning baby,” breathed Leatherbarrow in reply, one of his hands slipped down and started to rub at her jean-covered crotch whilst he chewed on her erect nipple.
Hanson’s eyes went wide as he put two and two together. Jill nodded towards the vase on the shelf beside him and this time he acted. Hanson reached for the vase snatching it up.
Leatherbarrow appeared to hear the movement, as Hanson brought the vase down towards the crook, Antony started to turn and reach for one of the guns in the back of his belt. He was too slow, the vase crashed down over his head as Hanson got his revenge. Antony slumped over unconscious, crashing on top of the open briefcase that contained the bomb.
Hanson breathed heavily, his heart racing. As Antony fell sideways, Jill’s half exposed bosom was revealed, Hanson’s eyes widening at the sight. As he’d suspected all along, his lesbian partner had a great rack!



“Thank God you woke up,” gasped Jill, “now get me out of these things.” She shifted in her seat, tugging at where the handcuffs restrained her wrists. The motion caused her big tits to jiggle, a sight not lost on Agent Hanson as her partner moved forward.

Hanson got the key from his pocket as he moved behind Jill. As he unlocked her cuffs there was an alarming beep from the briefcase bomb.
“What was that?” Jill said worriedly, rubbing her freed wrists.
Hanson frowned and moved over to the briefcase, rolling Leatherbarrow’s unconscious body off it. His eyes widened as he saw a digital timer counting down. “Oh shit!”
“What is it?” Jill said as she moved beside him, not bothering to fix her half open bra. “Oh shit!” she repeated as she saw the countdown, 33 seconds to go.
“Do you know anything about bombs?” Hanson said as he anxiously watched the counter tick down. 30 seconds. They didn’t have enough time to flee.
“A little,” she replied. Jill grabbed the knife she had used against Leatherbarrow’s goon and used it to pry the casing off from beside the timer. There were two wires feeding out from the timer. A black wire and a red wire.
23 seconds left. “Which wire?” Hanson asked as he crouched down beside Jill.
“I don’t know,” the almost topless FBI agent admitted, the knife shaking as she moved it above the two wires.
Jill moved the knife to the red wire as the timer reached 20 seconds. She shook her head and moved it to the black wire. 18 seconds. Jill moved back again.
Hanson licked his lips, watching Jill’s uncovered right breast sway as she shifted between the two wires, the naked melon looked so big and round, topped by a mouthwatering erect nipple. Hanson no longer watched the timer tick down, his attention focused instead on his partners right tit. 14 seconds.
Hanson’s hand seemed to have a mind of it’s own as he reached up and cupped Jill’s bare breast, squeezing the incredibly firm orb in his palm, damn she felt good. Her nipple jutted hard into the center of his palm as he jiggled her boob slightly, his fingers sinking in as he gave it a second squeeze. 9 seconds.
“What the hell are you doing?” Jill demanded, taking her attention off the wires as she looked down at her partner’s hand on her breast.
“Oh, sorry, I couldn’t help myself,” Hanson snatched back his hand and turned his attention to the counter. 4 seconds. “Oh shit!”
Jill’s knife moved quickly. 2 seconds. She cut the black wire.
Hanson closed his eyes and prayed.
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Michelle Williams was a smoking hot 22 year old legal secretary. She was tall, blonde and had a killer, voluptuous body that drove men wild. The busty blonde still lived at home with her father and stepmother, as well as her young 18 year old stepbrother Hugh. Michelle was currently single, but never had too much trouble getting guys, most of them easily drawn to her curvaceous body and open sexual nature.
Where Michelle was popular and outgoing, her Hugh stepbrother was the exact opposite. Quiet and withdrawn he had never had a girlfriend and as far as Michelle was aware he was a virgin. Michelle always thought it was pity he never came out of his shell, and she had a bit of soft spot for him. She was sure there would be plenty of girls interesting in the sweet young teenager if they got to know him.
Hugh and Michelle’s parents had got married five years ago, back when 17 year old Michelle had been the hottest girl in school and 13 year old Hugh was just going through puberty. Hugh had always been incredibly nervous around Michelle, and even now he still seemed uncomfortable in her presence. She was pretty sure that initial crush he’d clearly had on her had never gone away.
Over the years Michelle had tried to help Hugh out with his female problems, setting him up with some of her younger friends and associates a number of times, but it had never gone well. Hugh had mostly been too scared to even accept the offer of a blind date and the few times he did they didn’t seem to go anywhere. It had got to the point where Michelle was even tempted to give him a mercy fuck herself, just so he could lose his cherry, but the fact their parents were married just made it too weird for her to go through with. She also considered hiring a hooker for Hugh, but in the end decided that was too horrible and dirty for his first time.
On day however, something happened which changed everything.
Michelle came home from work a little early on a Wednesday evening and found Hugh lying on the couch in the lounge reading a big red book with the title ‘Hypnotherapy: A Clinical Handbook’.
“Thinking of enrolling in med-school?” Michelle teased him, sitting down on the arm of the couch beside where he reclined.
Hugh looked up, startled as though he hadn’t noticed her come in. “Ah,” he stammered. “It’s a book on hypnosis.”
“Hypnosis?” Michelle asked, a little curious now, it certainly wasn’t like his usual computer game magazine reading. Michelle crossed her long legs, unconsciously drawing Hugh’s stare to the expanse of bare thigh that was suddenly revealed by the slit in her knee-length business skirt.
“Um, yeah,” said Hugh, sitting up. “It’s really cool, I can put people in trances and plant hypnotic suggestions and do all sorts of cool stuff. Like help people quit smoking or overcome fears, lots of stuff.”
“Like make them cluck like a chicken?” Michelle said with a teasing giggle, she leant forward to look over his shoulder at the book.
Hugh swallowed grimacing at the chicken suggestion. As she leant forwards he got an eye-full of her deep cleavage down the open top of her white blouse. His stepsister sure had an incredible pair of hooters.
“It’s medical stuff,” he told her, pointing to a picture of the brain on one page filled with lots of very long words and anatomical descriptions. “It’s not Las Vegas show stuff.”
“So you think you can make me stop biting my fingernails?” she said dubiously, holding out one hand in front of her as she critically regarded her depressingly short nails. It was always the one feature she tried to hide from male stares rather than flaunt like the rest of her stunning body.
“Sure,” Hugh nodded eagerly.
“Hypnotism doesn’t work,” scoffed Michelle, “it’s all just an act.”
“No, it’s real!” Hugh insisted.
“I bet you can’t put me in a trance,” Michelle challenged him, warming up to the role of sceptic.
“I bet I can!”
“Fine, let’s do this then,” said Michelle, feeling very sure of herself.
“Wait, what’s the bet?” asked Hugh, putting down the large book on hypnotism on the coffee table in front of them.
“Twenty bucks?” suggested Michelle with a shrug.
“I’m broke,” complained Hugh who unlike Michelle didn’t have a job and was still in school.
“Okay,” murmured Michelle thoughtfully. “How about if I win you have to go out on a date with Trina the new intern from my work?”
Hugh didn’t seem too happy with the idea of another blind date. “And if I win?”
“That won’t happen,” said Michelle confidently.
“It’s real!” Hugh repeated.
“If you win,” Michelle bit her lower lip in contemplation. “If you win then I’ll show you my new set of lingerie I bought today,” she said at last pointing to the shopping bag over by the door that she’d brought home with her. It was a bold suggestion, but she was almost certain the bet was a sure thing.
“What?” blurted Hugh in surprise. He hadn’t been expecting that.
Michelle gave him a teasing grin, “Don’t pretend you aren’t interested.”
“Okay then,” Hugh said after a moments hesitation, blushing heavily. “It’s a bet.”
“Great, so what do we have to do?” asked Michelle, rubbing her hands together eagerly.
“Um,” Hugh stammered again, looking down at the hypnotism book on the table. The thought of seeing Michelle in her underwear had completely blown his mind. “You take a seat here and get comfortable, I need to go get something for the induction, for you to focus on so I can put you into a trance.”
“Better make sure your shirt’s ironed for your date with Trina while you’re back there!” called out Michelle as she settled herself down onto the couch, once again crossing her long tanned legs.
Hugh came back within minutes. Michelle half expected him to bring back one of those old fashioned pocket watches she always imagined hypnotists using, but he actually brought back one of her dad’s metronomes that had a flashing red LED light in the middle of it.
Hugh placed the metronome on the coffee table in front of Michelle and set the beats per minute to a low setting, the small red light flashing in a steady, regular rhythm with the usual audible clicking noise turned off. Hugh sat on the coffee table next to the metronome so that he could face towards where Michelle sat.
“I want you to make sure you’re comfortable and focus your attention on the flashing light,” Hugh instructed her, licking his lips nervously and leaning forward towards his lovely stepsister.
Michelle leant back in her seat and stared intently at the flashing LED. Although she was certain that this hypnotism stuff wasn’t for real, she had to at least give Hugh a fair chance and cooperate with his attempts to put her in a trance. If she’d thought there was any chance of her losing the bet, she would never have suggested posing in her underwear in front of him.
“Okay, I’m ready,” she told him, surprisingly she felt a little nervous herself now.
“Good,” replied Hugh. “I want you to focus on the sound of my voice, as if there are no other sounds in the room,” he began, his voice steady and calm, as if he’d done this many times before. “Stare into the light and relax your whole body.”
Michelle did as she was asked, relaxing every muscle as she listened to Hugh’s words, staring straight at the flashing metronome. It was relaxing, but she certainly didn’t feel as though she was slipping into a trance or anything like that.
“Relax all the muscles in your face,” Hugh slowly instructed her. “You are feeling sleepy, your eyes are losing focus. You are drifting off now, your body is feeling relaxed, you are getting sleepy.”
This went on for almost a full minute and Michelle wasn’t feeling any of the effects, in fact it was starting to get a little annoying.
“Sleep!” Hugh said abruptly, finally finishing his drone.
Michelle decided to play a trick on her younger stepbrother and pretend his hypnotism had actually worked. She slumped in her seat, closing her eyes and letting her head droop down towards one shoulder.
For a moment there was silence in the room. Michelle was about to jump up and surprise Hugh when he spoke again.
“Open your eyes but do not come out of the trance,” he ordered. Michelle decided to play along with him a little longer and see what he had in mind. She could hardly believe that he actually thought this was working.
Once her eyes were open Hugh squinted at her face, trying to determine if she was really in a trance, he waved his hand in front of her face. Michelle focussed on the clock on the far wall so that her eyes didn’t follow his hand movement.
Hugh grinned, “I can’t believe this is actually working,” he breathed in awe.
Michelle had to suppress a chuckle at this.
“When you awaken from the trance you will not remember any of this, you will only remember that I successfully hypnotised you and the subconscious suggestions I plant,” Hugh told her, reading from the book at his side.
Michelle wondered what suggestions he was referring to.
“When you awaken you will no longer have the urge bite your fingernails, whenever you think of biting them you will instead count to three and the desire will leave you,” he told her.
This was great, Michelle thought to herself, but time to end the joke.
“Now stand up,” ordered Hugh, standing up himself and pushing back the coffee table to give them a little more room.
What now? wondered Michelle. She let the game continue a little longer, getting to her feet in front of her stepbrother. What was he up to now?
Hugh licked his lips, staring at his beautiful stepsister and suddenly nervous again. “Stand on one foot,” he told her.
Michelle, still curious as to Hugh’s intentions did as she was told, lifting one foot off the ground, swaying slightly as she struggled to keep her balance. She did her best to keep a straight face and maintain the act of being in a trance.
“Good, you can put your put down,” Hugh said. “Now act like a chicken!”
There it was, Michelle thought to herself, just as she’d originally suspected he was going to use the so called hypnotism to make her look like a fool. Michelle thought about calling him out, but instead decided to play along a little more.
“Cluck, cluck, cluck,” the gorgeous blonde did her best chicken impersonation, waving her bent arms as if they were wings.
“Okay,” Hugh said at last, a huge grin on his face. “Bark like a dog.”
“Woof, woof!”
“This is working,” he murmured with obvious delight. “Jump up and down,” he ordered Michelle.
Michelle did as instructed, jumping up and down on the spot. To her surprise she saw Hugh leaning in closer towards her. What was he doing? She breathed heavier with the effort of jumping. Then Michelle realised what he was doing, he was staring at her chest! The little pervert.
As Michelle jumped, her large breasts bounced in her bra, jiggling around underneath her blouse to Hugh’s apparent enjoyment. Michelle couldn’t believe that her stepbrother was actually getting his thrills from her like this.
Hugh stopped her after a moment longer, then paused, rubbing his chin as if he was considering what to do next. Michelle was a little angry at him now, and was almost ready to break the trance when he spoke once again.
“Kiss me!” he ordered her.
Oh my God, Michelle froze, that was the last thing she had expected.
“Kiss me,” Hugh repeated, a little less certain of himself.
Michelle wasn’t sure why she obeyed his request, but deep down she was curious just how far Hugh was going to take this. She leant forward and softly kissed Hugh on the cheek.
“Um, I mean kiss me on the mouth,” stammered Hugh, Michelle was standing closer now, right in front of him, which made him even more nervous.
Michelle leant forward again and chastely pecked him on the lips. He was her step brother after all! No matter how sweet he was, this was getting rather weird now.
“No!” said Hugh in frustration. “Kiss me like you’d kiss your boyfriend. A proper kiss.”
Michelle reached up and put her arms around Hugh’s neck and drew his face towards hers. He was shaking slightly as she pressed her lips to his, gently kissing him. Hugh moaned softly, his hands coming up to her waist as Michelle kissed him more passionately, gently sucking his lower lip. Her tongue then slipped into his mouth where it was met by Hugh’s.
Michelle could hardly believe what was happening, she was now in over her head. Here she was French kissing her younger stepbrother under the guise of being hypnotised by him. So much for stopping biting her nails.
Hugh moaned softly into her mouth, his hands rubbing her sides as they passionately kissed. For such an inexperienced virgin he wasn’t a bad kisser.
Michelle stiffened a little as she felt his hands rise up, touching the sides of her breasts through her blouse and bra. Hugh gave another moan, kissing her harder as his hands moved fully over her breasts, stroking the large melons through her clothing. They broke off this kiss and embrace, but Hugh’s hands remained glued to Michelle’s chest.
If his eyes hadn’t been fixed on his hands cupping her bust he would have seen the look of alarm on Michelle’s face and realised she wasn’t in a trance at all. But Hugh’s stare remained on her bosom, watching his own hands stroking her full breasts eagerly. Michelle winced slightly as Hugh gave the ample mounds a firm squeeze, his fingers sinking into the round orbs as he groped her.
“Oh man,” breathed Hugh, kneading Michelle’s tits through her clothing. “I can’t believe I’m actually touching your jugs,” he whispered aloud, squeezing and groping with obvious joy. He had a huge grin on his face and Michelle couldn’t help but be a little pleased at the sheer pleasure she was giving him by letting him play with her tits, perhaps this wasn’t the end of the world after all.
Hugh continued to feel her up for a little longer and then finally released her tits, moving around to the side of her body. He didn’t even glance up at her face to check if she was still in the trance, too absorbed by the wonders of the playground of his stepsisters voluptuous body.
Hugh slid one hand down her lower back towards the lovely curve of her ass. Michelle’s work skirt fitted her curved body perfectly, sweeping out from her narrow waist and clinging to her beautifully rounded ass and hips. Hugh moaned as his palm stroked in a wide circle over Michelle’s ass, he couldn’t believe how tight and firm the smooth cheek felt, even through her skirt.
“Absolutely beautiful,” breathed Hugh as he bent over behind her, reaching for the hem of her skirt.
Michelle bit her lip to halt a cry of alarm as her stepbrother lifted up the back of her skirt, pulling it all the way up to her waist and revealing her g-string clad posterior.
“Oh my God!” groaned Hugh as he caught sight of Michelle’s perfect buttocks, framed by her ultra-skimpy g-string panties. The underwear left her ass practically bare, the smooth round orbs naked before Hugh’s hungry gaze.
Michelle’s mind was racing as she felt Hugh’s cool, clammy hand rubbing across her ass. Should she stop him now? If she did he would know that she’d been faking all along, but how could she explain the kiss and the groping she’d already allowed.
Hugh gave Michelle’s lovely tight butt cheeks a squeeze, sinking his fingers into first one, then the other buttock. He gave the firm flesh a shake, watching the toned flesh quiver very slightly in his hand.
Michelle jumped as a loud smacking flesh noise filled the lounge and Hugh’s hand slapped down hard on one buttock. Had he really spanked her? This was going too far, perhaps she could pretend to come naturally out of the trance and stop him from doing anything even worse.
It was something else however that saved her. Just after Hugh slapped his stepsisters lovely bare ass, there was the sound of a car pulling up in the driveway outside.
“Oh shit!” swore Hugh, and Michelle almost did the same, barely remembering to maintain her fake trance. The car was Michelle’s stepmother, Hugh’s mother.
Hugh almost leapt back away from Michelle as he released her, her skirt, dropping back down over her bum. Hugh had a horribly guilty look on his face, as if he’d been caught jerking off or something.
“Um, when I click my fingers you will awaken out of the trance,” Hugh hurriedly told her. Michelle silently urged him to hurry up, she was just as keen as him not to get caught, but she didn’t want to let on that the trance was faked. “When you awaken you won’t remember anything that happened, only that I successfully hypnotised you,” he told her.
Hugh held his fingers up towards her face, ready to click them, “3, 2…” he did a quick countdown but suddenly stopped. “Oh, one more thing,” he blurted hurried, hearing his mother’s high-heeled shoes coming up the steps right outside. “When I say the words Darth Vader you will immediately fall back into a trance, do you understand?”
“Yes,” replied Michelle in her best monotone, trying not to sound rushed. Star Wars was Hugh’s favourite movie.
Hugh reached up and gave her boobs one last quick squeeze, just as they both heard the sound of his mother’s key in the front door. He then clicked his fingers and stepped back away from Michelle.
Michelle did her best impression of dazed, coming slowly out of her trance just as Hugh’s mother stepped through the door.
“Hi guys,” she said, ducking her head into the lounge to greet them both.
They both mumbled replies, Hugh shooting a sheepish glance towards Michelle before he hurried off to his bedroom without giving her the chance to say anything. Michelle slumped down thoughtfully on the couch, trying to get her head around what had just happened.
***
Throughout dinner and the rest of the evening, Michelle and Hugh didn’t make eye contact at all. Michelle was still struggling to believe that Hugh had actually used the hypnotism as a chance to cop a feel, it was very weird to think of her eighteen year old stepbrother in that light and she had never thought he would ever do something like that to her, despite the obvious crush he had on her.
Hugh had disappeared up to his room almost straight after dinner and hadn’t been seen or heard from since. Michelle waiting until about 10.30pm when their parents finally went to bed to act. She’d spent the whole evening debating with herself over what to do and had finally come to the conclusion that the best approach was to play along as if nothing had happened and hope that Hugh never mentioned it again. With any luck the whole experience would give him a little more confidence with girls in the future.
Michelle felt as much to blame as Hugh for the whole thing, after all, if she hadn’t played along and pretended to be in a trance then none of this would have happened. If she let him know that she was faking he would believe that she was okay with everything that happened, and that she condoned his actions. However in order to maintain the illusion that the hypnotism was real, she had to act as though Hugh had won their little bet, which meant she would have to model her brand new lingerie for him. Mind you, after the thorough groping she’d endured earlier at her stepbrothers hands, it didn’t seem quite as bad as when she had initially suggested it.
Summoning her courage, Michelle knocked on the door to Hugh’s bedroom, wearing a short white robe that left her long legs bare from about mid-thigh. Time to get this over and done with so life could go back to normal.
A moment later the door opened, Hugh seemed surprised to see her. “Ah, hi Michelle,” he managed to stammer, his eyes unconsciously draw to her sleek bare legs, nicely displayed by the short robe.
“Hi Hugh, can I come in for a moment?” she asked, keeping her voice as sweet as possible.
“Um, sure,” Hugh replied uncertainly, Michelle hardly ever actually came into his room.



Michelle smiled gratefully and followed him inside, pulling the door shut after her which further surprised her stepbrother.
“So, um.. what’s up?” Hugh asked, sitting down on the edge of his bed. He was still wearing the same pair of jeans and t-shirt he had on earlier.
“Well,” said Michelle, taking a deep breath and preparing herself for what was to come. “I do believe we had a bet. A bet that you won.”
“Oh!” remarked Hugh in surprise, as if he’d forgotten all about it. Truth be told he’d probably already had reward enough from the whole situation, but he clearly wasn’t about to complain.
“So here goes nothing,” said Michelle, undoing the belt tied around her waist that held her robe closed. She had every intention of getting this over and done with as quickly and painlessly as possible.
“Wow!” gasped Hugh in admiration as Michelle let the robe drop off her slim shoulders. Beneath she was wearing a very sexy set of purple lace lingerie. The bra was very low cut, almost a half-bra, which pressed her large, heavy breasts upwards and together, forming a deep cleavage of ample, tanned flesh. It’s lace was very slightly transparent and Hugh could just make out the dark circles of her nipples. Michelle’s stomach was perfectly flat, a small silver stud of her belly-button piercing the only interruption of the flawless smooth surface. Her g-string panties were even more skimpy that her bra, the lace also slightly transparent, although there was no hint of pubic hair visible beneath them. In the sexy lingerie Michelle’s slim, toned legs looked even longer, finishing off the perfect vision of beauty that stood before Hugh.
“You’re absolutely beautiful!” breathed Hugh, completely wowed by the curvaceous goddess that was his stepsister.
“Thanks,” Michelle replied with a slight blush, even though she knew she was hot, it felt good to see the obvious lust and admiration in the young eighteen year old’s eyes.
“Spin around,” Hugh told her, his voice quavering slightly.
Michelle obliged, turning around so that Hugh could admire the back of her g-string, her perfect, round ass cheeks jutting out towards him, framed by the skimpy purple lace of her new thong.
“Holy shit!” Hugh groaned, unable to take his eyes off the tanned, tight curves that were barely covered in front of him.
“You like?” Michelle asked him, fishing for one last compliment as she turned back to face him.
“You’re amazing,” Hugh told her, nodding vigorously as he stood up from the edge of the bed.
“Well show’s over,” announced Michelle, bending over to reach for her robe again.
“Darth Vader!” Hugh said abruptly, his voice loud and clear.
Michelle froze, in her torment over the whole mock-hypnotism she had forgotten that Hugh had planted the trigger word at the end of their session. If she didn’t react appropriately he would know that the trance hadn’t been real.
“It worked,” breathed Hugh in apparently amazement as he took her hesitation for a return to her trance.
Michelle remained where she was, bent over towards her discarded robe, her ass jutting out towards him. She had no time to consider the consequences or think of a way out of the situation, so did the first thing that came to her, pretending to be back in a mesmerised trance.
“Bark like a dog,” Hugh ordered as a test.
“Woof, woof!” Michelle remained where she was, her mind racing over the dilemma of what she should do.
Michelle gasped as she suddenly felt a pair of hands on her ass. Hugh moaned softly, not hearing her gasp as he squeezed the firm cheeks of her buttocks. He gave her ass a shard slap on each cheek and then told her to turn and face him.
Michelle quickly summoned a blank stare as she turned to look at Hugh, doing her best impression of being in a trance that she could manage. Hugh was so turned on with the idea of playing with her sensational body that any bad acting on her part was overlooked and irrelevant.
Hugh reached up and grabbed Michelle’s tits through her bra, giving the large melons a firm squeeze, “Honk, honk,” he said playfully as he groped her lovely boobs. He pressed the two ample mounds together with his hands, causing the flesh to well up above her bra, forming an almost mind bogglingly impressive cleavage.
“You’ve got the best hooters I’ve ever seen,” Hugh told her, letting go of his new favourite play-things. “Take off the bra.”
Michelle paled slightly, her stomach suddenly filling with butterflies. When she had knocked on his door moments earlier she never imagined that things would become even more complicated. Just how far was Hugh intending to go?
Not knowing what else to do, Michelle reached behind her back and undid the clasp of her new bra. She let the straps slip off her shoulder and hesitated only an instant before letting the undergarment fall away, her magnificnet, naked breasts dropping into view.
“Holy shit!” murmured Hugh in amazement. Her breasts looked even bigger bare. The large round orbs jutted out proudly from the font of her chest without even the slightly suggestion of sagging. They were topped by smallish dark nipples that jutted out mouth-wateringly towards Hugh.
The would-be hypnotist gave a strangled grunt of lust as he reached out, his palms clapping down on his stepsister’s ample hooters. He immediately began to maul and grope at the huge melons, squeezing and pinching without regard to the fact his stepsister was attached to them.
Michelle grimaced at his rough treatment, but couldn’t say anything to stop him, doing her best to maintain her trance-like expression.
Hugh bent forward, lifting Michelle’s heavy tits to his mouth as he buried his face eagerly in her cleavage and began to lick and suck on her breasts and nipples. He was like a man possessed, feeding on her delicious tits for all he was worth.
“Oh God!” Hugh groaned, rubbing her tits against his face as he continued to massage the wonderfully firm melons in his hands. He was in absolute heaven.
Hugh sucked, groped and explored for almost a full ten minutes, enjoying Michelle’s boobs like a kid in a candy store, getting more and more aroused as he went. Even Michelle couldn’t help but get a little excited by Hugh’s rough treatment, his obvious appreciation of her assets something of a compliment.
“Kneel down,” Hugh ordered her after what seemed like forever.
Michelle felt a little queasy as she immediately realised what was coming. She had no choice however, dropping to her knees in the middle of Hugh’s bedroom as he stood in front of her, the large bulge in his jeans right at her eye-level.
“Undo my jeans,” Hugh commanded.
Michelle mutely obeyed. She’d sucked a few cocks of various boys in her time, but generally didn’t enjoy the experience that much. She much preferred fucking as at least she got some pleasure out of it. Blowjobs were all about the guys getting their end off as far as Michelle was concerned. Not that she in any way wanted her stepbrother to fuck her of course.
“Take it out,” Hugh told her, standing with his hands on his hips, an eager grin of anticipation on his face as he looked down at the topless, busty blonde on her knees in front of him.
Michelle reached into the open front of Hugh’s jeans, her soft hand slipping down into the waistband of his underwear. Michelle’s heart leapt into her throat as her hand touched Hugh’s cock for the first time. He was absolutely rock hard, turned on beyond belief by the control he had over the gorgeous blonde. Michelle’s soft hand encircled Hugh’s erection and drew it out of his pants, the engorged shaft hard as steel and pointing directly at her face.
Almost unconsciously Michelle’s hand gently stroked the length of Hugh’s shaft. He was of average size, but felt harder than any other cock she had ever handled. His erection was red, engorged with blood, the veins that ran up the sides of the shaft seemed to pulse in her hand. Eye-to-eye with the head of his penis she saw a slight trace of pre-cum leaking from the tip. Was she really going to put her stepbrothers penis inside her mouth?
“Suck my cock!” Hugh ordered, his voice firm. He wasn’t about to wait any longer for the first blowjob of his life.
Michelle swallowed nervously and then leant forward, her mouth opening as she drew Hugh’s cock towards her lips. Here goes nothing.
“Oh yeah!” groaned Hugh as he felt Michelle’s tongue touch the tip of his dick. The beautiful blonde swiped her tongue around the head of his penis, teasing him as she lapped up the pre-cum there.
The salty, musty initial taste of Hugh’s cock almost caused Michelle to give up the whole act, but she was too far gone now to escape. Resigned to her fate, Michelle lowered her mouth down on Hugh’s cock, taking the head of him right inside her warm, wet mouth.
“Fucking hell that’s good!” groaned Hugh as he felt the head of his cock slide over Michelle’s tongue. He looked down to see the gorgeous twenty two year old’s lips wrapped around his dick and almost came right away. This was all too good to be true.
Michelle gave a small moan of mock arousal, from her experiences guys seemed to like it if she pretending to enjoy it. Michelle gave the head of Hugh’s cock a deep suck and then pulled back off him once again. She glanced up to see his face filled with bliss and then licked down the underside of his long hard shaft, her tongue working it’s way right to the very base of his dick. Michelle lapped at his balls, teasing them with the very tip of her tongue, before once again licking her way back to the end of his cock and plunging her mouth back down on him.
“That’s it,” moaned Hugh in appreciation of her talents, reaching down below her sucking head to give one of her bare tits a squeeze.
Michelle began to bob her head on Hugh’s cock, taking about half the length of his shaft into her mouth with each suck now. She decided her best approach was just to try and get him off as quickly as possible so she sucked forcefully on his cock, trying to take him as deep as possible. His cock had seemed average in her hand moments earlier, but not felt huge, the rock hard organ filling her sucking mouth and stretching her lips wide around his girth.
As she blew him, Hugh greedily handled her big boobs, playing with the wonderfully large spheres as she sucked his cock. He let her suck for a few minutes and then reached down, grabbing her head and pulling her mouth off his cock.
Hugh took hold of his erection, pulling it up against his stomach and exposing his testicles. “Suck my balls,” he told her.
Michelle obediently swiped her tongue across his ball-sack, then took his right testicle into her mouth. She sucked gently, teasing it with her tongue, knowing that they were very sensitive for most guys. Hugh gave a moan as Michelle moved over to his left testicle, giving it the same treatment. She then licked across the base of his testicles, coming dangerously close to his asshole.
“Oh yeah!” groaned Hugh, rubbing his cock against her cheek as she bathed his balls with her warm wet mouth and tongue. He rubbed his cock all over her face and then ordered her to open her mouth and stick out her tongue. Hugh then slapped his cock on her tongue a few times and even gave her cheek a slap with his rock solid erection.
“Now I want you to deep throat me,” Hugh ordered her, tracing the tip of his cock in a circle over her full lips.
Oh shit! Was Michelle’s immediate reaction. She never successfully deep throated anyone, she didn’t even like the mere idea of putting his cock right down her throat, she would probably choke on the damn thing.
Michelle had no choice however. Taking a deep breath to calm her nerves she reached up and guided the end of Hugh’s penis towards her lips. She couldn’t believe she was actually about to attempt to deep throat him.
Michelle swallowed and then opened her mouth, letting Hugh’s hard cock slip between her lips. She sucked hard on the tip of his cock and then pushed her mouth down his shaft, letting his shaft fill her mouth. She moaned as she reached the mid point of his cock, about the same depth she had been sucking before, and then drew back off him again.
“Deep throat it,” Hugh repeated, “take the whole thing baby.”
Michelle forced her mouth down his cock again, this time taking an extra inch or two, he was still rock hard, her lips stretched wide around him. It felt like the end of his cock was pressing right up against her throat, impaling her. Michelle drew back briefly and then immediately plunged down once again, this time taking three quarters of his length into her mouth.
“That’s good,” moaned Hugh. He reached down and took hold of her head in both hands. This time when she moved her mouth down him again he pushed forward with his hips and pulled her head in towards his crotch, thrusting his cock deeper into her mouth. Michelle’s first instinct was to shove him away, but she managed to keep control and maintain the act of being in a trance at his disposal.
His hips drew back as Michelle sucked in a mouthful of air and then he rammed his cock back into her mouth, his grip on her head tight as he fucked her face. Hugh jammed his cock deep into her mouth, she almost had him now, only an inch or two more to take. Hugh’s hips pumped a third time and he rammed his cock home, pushing into Michelle’s throat causing her to gag a little. Michelle’s lips slid right to the very base of his cock and she felt his balls touch her chin. She was actually deep throating him. As hard as it was to breath she couldn’t believe she had actually done it!
Hugh held her in place for a few seconds, hunching his groin against her face, then released her, letting her come up for air.
“Fucking hell that’s amazing!” he groaned in admiration. “I can’t believe this is actually happening!”
He rubbed his cock over one cheek, brushing over her nose to her other cheek, then once again pressed it against her lips.
“When I cum I want you to swallow it all,” he told her, once again grabbing her head. “I’ve never been so turned on in my whole life so it won’t be long.”
Hugh gave a grunt as he thrust his cock deep into her mouth, Michelle gagged at the sudden intrusion. She didn’t have time to react at all as Hugh clutched tightly at her head and his hips started pumping, his cock pummelling rapidly in and out of her mouth. She did her best to breath around his thrusting cock, his balls slapping her chin as he thrust deeper, using her mouth as if it were her cunt.
He moaned in pleasure, fucking her mouth hard and fast. Her nose buried in his pubic hair with each thrust of his hips.
“Fuck!” Hugh suddenly grunted, his hips surging as he finally exploded.
Michelle’s eyes went wide as her mouth was suddenly flooded with his seed. Thick, sticky cum spurted from the tip of his cock, deep into her mouth as the happy teenager climaxed, filling his stepsister’s mouth with his load.
“Oh yes, yes, yes!” he groaned, holding her mouth down on his cock as Michelle hurriedly swallowed, trying to keep up with his heavy load of sperm. His hard cock pulsed against her tongue, emptying his balls straight down her throat.
“That’s so good!” he breathed as he was finally spent. He drew back, letting Michelle give his dick one last long suck, drinking the last of his cum.
Hugh let go of her and stumbled back a couple of steps, sinking down onto the edge of his bed and breathing heavily.
Michelle licked her lips, pulling a face as she tasted his salty seed. She swallowed again, trying to clear her mouth of every drop.
“You’re a fantastic cock sucker,” Hugh murmured at the gorgeous topless blonde who still knelt on his bedroom floor in front of him.
Michelle caught her breath, her bare tits rising and falling on her chest. She felt relieved that her was finished, yet also felt rather dirty, embarrassed about the whole situation.
After about a minute Hugh seemed to have regained his composure and he stood up again, gazing down at the beautiful, almost naked twenty two year old in front of him.
“Hop up on the bed and lie on your back,” Hugh instructed her.
Michelle screamed on the inside, he wasn’t done with her! Was her stepbrother really going to fuck her?
The lovely blonde got numbly to her feet, and climbed onto the bed. As she passed Hugh he slapped her bare ass cheek. Michelle lay back on the bed wearing just her skimpy g-string panties, nervously awaiting whatever it was that Hugh had in mind for her. Her huge tits flattened out somewhat on her chest as she reclined, but they still jutted up impressively like two mountainous orbs.
Hugh stood at the foot of the bed and hurried stripped out of his clothes, throwing them away and jumping onto the bed at her feet. He slowly ran his hands up the outside of her long legs, admiring the smoothness of her warm skin beneath his palms.
“God you’re beautiful,” he breathed in awe as his hands ran up her thighs. He had to shuffle further up the bed as he stroked her smooth thighs, his hands traced the voluptuous curve of her hips. He reached higher, running his hands across her bosom, not squeezing at her breasts, just brushing his palms over her nipples, which stiffened slightly at his touch.
Michelle couldn’t help but feel a little aroused by Hugh’s sudden tenderness, despite the lust filled roughness of the face fucking she’d just endured. This was much more like she had imagined sex with Hugh would be.
She lay motionless on the bed as Hugh’s hands left her tits, sliding down over her perfectly flat belly to the waistband of her panties. He ran his hands over the last tiny item of clothing she wore, brushing one thumb over the mound of her pussy, feeling the heat through the lace of her underwear.
“Mmm,” he murmured moving his hand and cupping her crotch. He then reached up and hooked his fingers into the waistband of her g-string, tugging it down over her hips and unveiling her pussy. “Wow,” he whispered in appreciation, Michelle’s cunt was completely shaven, devoid of any pubic hair. Hugh licked his own lips as he gazed down in amazement at the lips of pussy. He was finally seeing his gorgeous stepsister completely naked.
Hugh pushed her legs apart slightly and began to explore Michelle’s pussy with both hands. He ran his fingertips over the lips of her labia, then spread them with one hand and gently probed between them. He pressed his index finger down on Michelle’s click, gently teasing it and tracing circles with his finger. Hugh then moved lower, probing gingerly inside her with his finger. He pushed it in and out a few times and it came out wet. Michelle was getting a little more turned on by his attentions.
Michelle almost gasped as Hugh suddenly bent over her, running his tongue up the inside of her tanned thigh. Using both hands he spread her legs wide and planted a kiss directly on her clit.
Hugh then licked her inner thighs, rubbing his face in her crotch before attacking her hairless pussy with his mouth. He lapped at her clit, toying at it with the tip of his tongue and then swiped his tongue right up the full length of her vagina. Michelle couldn’t help but moan as he pushed the end of his tongue right into her cunt, licking at the juices that were rapidly accumulating there.
Hugh didn’t seem to notice her moan as he continued to eat her out, exploring her pussy for a couple of minutes with his mouth and tongue.
“Lovely,” he said as he straightened up, wiping his mouth with the back of his right hand. He climbed up higher on the bed, straddling Michelle’s torso and taking hold of his cock, which was once again hard and erect, it seemed he had recovered from the flooding he had given Michelle’s mouth.
Using the head of his cock he poked at each of Michelle’s nipples, then gave her tits a slap, watching the flesh quiver slightly on her ribcage.



“I’m going to fuck these lovely things,” he told her, kneeling up higher on her chest, his cock yet again pointing at her face. “Suck my cock a bit and get it nice and wet,” Hugh commanded her, pushing it down towards her lips.
Michelle barely had time to moisten her lips with her tongue as Hugh pushed his dick into her mouth. She immediately started to suck, trying to draw plenty of saliva into her mouth as his cock slid over her tongue.
Hugh didn’t try to get her to deep throat or to fuck her mouth this time, content to let her do the work. The angle with her head bent up off the bed lying on her back as he straddled her chest made things a bit awkward, but Michelle did her best to bob over his cock and get him as wet as she could. Hugh let her suck him off for a few minutes before he pulled out of her mouth, her lips making a wet smacking noise as his cock popped free.
Hugh sat back, letting his cock fall between Michelle’s ample breasts. He reached down, giving her big jugs a squeeze as he pushed them together, forming a deep sheath around his cock.
“You’ve got fantastic tits,” he told her, rubbing them around against the hard shaft of his cock. “I’ve wanted to fuck these puppies ever since I laid eyes on them.”
He started by moving Michelle’s big tits up and down in his hands, the tight sheath of her cleavage rubbing against his cock as he pretty much masturbated using her tits instead of his hand. Hugh moved her tits around in his hands, slapping them together around his cock a few times, loving the way they jiggled in his hands.
Hugh gave Michelle’s hard nipples a quick tweak and then started to titfuck her in earnest, pressing her huge jugs tightly together around his cock and humping himself against her chest. His hips swing as he pumped his erection up and down, sliding it through her deep cleavage. Michelle’s saliva from her sloppy blowjob and the precum leaking from the tip of his cock made for smooth, well lubricated titfucking.
“So good,” moaned Hugh, almost unintelligibly. The head of his cock was bumping against Michelle’s chin as he fucked her tits vigorously.
After a couple minutes of working her boobs over, Hugh suddenly moved himself higher up the bed and shoved his cock right into Michelle’s surprised mouth. The beautiful blonde gagged in surprise as Hugh rammed his cock deep into her throat, pinning her head down onto the pillow as he practically sat on her face.
Hugh gave a few thrusts of his loins, drilling Michelle’s head against the bed as he shoved his dick urgently into her mouth and then he pulled out, just as abruptly as he had entered.
“Time to fuck,” he muttered under his breath as he moved back down the bed, climbing on top of her.
Michelle was too overwhelmed to do anything in response, before she knew it Hugh was lying on top of her, her thighs spread and the head of his rock hard cock pressing against the lips of her cunt. They both gave a moan as Hugh’s hips surged upwards, his cock sliding easily into Michelle’s wet pussy, her vagina clutching tightly at his shaft.
“Oh fuck!” moaned Hugh as he pushed himself deep, his cock bottoming out in her tight cunt. “I can’t believe I’m actually fucking you at last.”
Michelle closed her eyes and sighed, no longer that concerned with pretending to be in a trance. Hugh began to move his hips and ass, his cock sliding in and out of her as he started to fuck her.
“Oh Jesus this feels good!” gasped Hugh, banging his erection in and out of the gorgeous twenty two year old. He was supporting his weight on his elbows and leant down towards her chest, sucking one of her hard nipples into his mouth as he fucked her.
Michelle moaned as Hugh rammed himself between her thighs, his cock felt good as it thrust inside her, the room filling with the sound of slapping flesh.
Hugh thrust faster and faster into his stepsister, reaching up with one hand to squeeze at the breast he was nursing on. If he hadn’t just shot a huge load into her mouth moments before he would have already cum, but the blowjob had taken the edge of his arousal and he was able to enjoy his first fuck to the fullest.
Hugh gave her tit a decent squeeze and then sat up on his knees, keeping his hips between Michelle’s thighs and his cock buried inside her but changing his angle. He lifted her legs up onto his shoulders and resumed thrusting, his hips now slapping against her ass as he screwed her.
“Oh yeah Michelle!” he groaned, holding her by the ankles and ramming himself deep into her as if he was a porn star or something.
After a couple of minutes fucking her in that position he pulled out. “Turn over, get on your hands and knees. I want to do you like a dog,” he told her.
Michelle moaned as his cock slipped out of her, it felt so good to filled with his erection. She quickly turned over, going to her hands and knees on the bed in front of Hugh. As wrong as it felt, she’d always like doggy style sex and couldn’t wait to feel him back inside her.
Hugh took hold of her hips and quickly thrust back into her pussy, ramming himself immediately in to the hilt with a grunt. He then started thrusting, sawing his cock in and out as he rammed repeatedly against her ass. “Fuck yeah!” he grunted, slapping her ass as he ploughed her from behind.
“Bark like a dog bitch!” he ordered, slapping her ass as he fucked her.
“Woof, woof!” Michelle was too turned on to be humiliated by his instruction, she moaned as he slapped her buttock again, thrusting his cock deep into her pussy.
“Oh fuck, that’s it!” gasped Hugh, moaning in pleasure.
“Woof, woof!” Michelle repeated, feeling his balls slap against her as he thrust deep. She sensed he was about to cum and started to panic. He was her stepbrother, he shouldn’t cum in her without a condom!
“Oh fuck!” grunted Hugh, driving his cock deep into her, shunting her forward on the bed.
Michelle was incredibly turned out but also worried. She ground her ass back against him, feeling his cock deep inside her.
“Fuck!” at the very last instant Hugh pulled out of his stepsister’s cunt. His cock lurched and spurted. Thick ropes of sticky cum shooting out and splashing over Michelle’s ass and lower back.
Hugh collapsed forward on top of her as he came, crushing her flat on the bed as his whole groin area lurched, his hips humping against her ass as his cock squirted cum over both of them.
“Oh wow!” Hugh breathed heavily as he spent the last of his load. He sat up, still straddling Michelle’s ass. His cock and belly coated in his own seed, as well as her lower back and buttocks. “That was amazing.”
He climbed off her and got off the bed, leaving her lying naked and face down, covered in sperm.
“When I click my fingers you will come out of the trance and go clean yourself up. You’ll then go to sleep and remember none of what just happened. You won’t remember giving me head and you won’t remember me fucking you. But when you hear me say the words Darth Vader you will go back into a trance. Do you understand all that?”
“Yes,” Michelle repeated. All she could think about was Darth Vader, was her ordeal not over?
Hugh clicked his fingers.

THE END
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Nineteen year old Cody Henry slumped back on the couch, his eye's glazing over with boredom as he watched a repeat of some dumb reality show that wasn't all that good the first time round. It was a Saturday afternoon and he was stuck at his parent's house with nothing to do.
All of Cody's friends were in San Fransisco, there to see the annual Science Fiction and Comic Book convention. Cody would have loved to be there with them, but unfortunately he couldn't afford the trip and had been too lazy to get a part time job so he could go.
Cody pushed a button on the remote control, changing channels to a sports show that was screening highlights of the weekend's college football games. Cody never had much interest in sports, he sighed and pressed the remote again. His friend's were probably getting their photo taken with Seven of Nine from Star Trek by now, Cody would have killed for a photo with the busty Jeri Ryan, she was so hot!
"Go and get changed Cody!" his Mom yelled out from the kitchen, "my friend's will probably be here soon."
Cody groaned. He'd completely forgotten about the party tonight. His parents were having some sort of get together that he was forced to endure for lack of a better place to go. He would end up spending the night pretending to be enjoying himself, and having to be polite to all his parents old, and no doubt drunk friends. There was a rerun of the Empire Strikes Back on TV that evening he'd miss too. Just great. The worst part was that all the older adults would be getting drunk, while he wouldn't be allowed even a drop of alcohol if his parents had anything to do with it. At least if they let him have a couple beers then the boring party would be bearable. Maybe he would be able to sneak a couple if they were busy entertaining, but he didn't like his chances much. For some reason his parents very strictly adhered to the rule that he wasn't allowed to drink till he was twenty one, even at home.
"Okay Mom!" he called back at last, switching off the TV. "I'm going." He pulled himself to his feet and headed towards his bedroom, dreading the evening that lay ahead.
Cody threw on a brown striped shirt and a pair of clean jeans and gave his hair a quick brush. By the time he was ready, guests were already starting to arrive. Cody slunk out into the kitchen and grabbed a coke, finding a seat in the corner of the room as his parents cheerful greeted all the new arrivals and made sure they all had drinks.
The party guests ranged in age from early thirties to somewhere in their sixties. For older folks, his parents seemed to hang with a pretty cool crowd and the music was soon pumping and the beer and wine bottles emptying rapidly. Despite the party atmosphere Cody wasn't having a good time, he so wished he could be with his friends in San Fransisco, instead of stuck here with a crowd of old people he'd either never met or barely knew. A few of his parent's friends came up to him and politely engaged in conversation, but Cody's mono-syllabic answers soon had them excusing themselves and returning to the other guests.
The two highlights so far for Cody had been the arrival of Anne, the Henry's next door neighbour, and Codys father's boss sneaking him a beer. Anne from next door was in her mid thirties, one of the younger party-goers. She had long blonde hair, a killer body and was a total babe for an older woman. Cody had always had a little bit of a thing for Anne so her arrival was somewhat of a highlight, he hadn't realised she would be coming. His Dad's boss, Jim, greeted Cody with a rough slap on the back, saying how much he'd grown up in the last few years since he'd seen him last. He then slapped a can of beer into Cody's hand and looked around with a conspiratorial wink in Cody's direction.
"Don't let your old man see that," Jim grinned and slapped Cody on the back once more before heading off to greet a group of people from his Dad's work.
Cody returned to his boredom and quickly worked his way through the can of beer. He had to hide it behind his back for a brief five minute period when his Mom came into the kitchen, so when she left he skulled back the last quarter and got up for a wander round, hoping to catch another glance of Anne.
By now the party goers were starting to get rather drunk and rowdy and the music had gone up a couple of notches. Cody chuckled as an old guy in his late forties stumbled past him, looking rather green and barely able to walk straight. These old people can't handle their liquor he thought to himself with a smile.
The young teenager made his way through the house and into the lounge which now seemed to be the centre of the party. The lights were turned off, so he could barely see inside. There was just enough light from outside and from the hallway for him to make out a mass of people dancing in the lounge like some sort of disco, the stereo going full blast with some dodgy '70s Hits' CD his mother loved. Cody stepped slowly into the lounge, his eyes adjusting to the dark as he looked around and watched the drunken revellers dancing to the disco beats. Most of them looked very intoxicated.
Cody made his way through the small crowd of dancing middle aged drunks and sat down on the couch, enjoying the anonymity the dark room provided. He could just make out the dancers in front of him. Then he saw her.
Directly in front of him was Anne from next door. She was swaying to the beat of the music, and swaying a little from drunkenness as well by the looks. Her eyes were closed and her hands held above her head, apparently completely caught up in the beat. She was wearing a tight fitting v-necked t-shirt that was stretched taut across her heavy breasts, and a pair of snug blue jeans that clung to the womanly curves of her hips and ass. Although it was very dimly lit, Cody could make out Anne's big tits jiggling slightly as she danced, her buxom physique was definitely one of the things that attracted him to her.
Cody's groin tingled as he stared at his sexy neighbour dancing, for an older woman she was incredibly hot. Certainly more alluring than any girl his own age that he'd met.
Cody was about to get to his feet and approach her, when suddenly a pair of hands appeared on her hips and a head emerged from the darkness to rest on her shoulder. One of his Dad's workmates seemed to have pressed himself up against Anne from behind and was dancing with her. A big smile spread across the drunken blonde's face and her hips dived with the beat, pressing her ass back into her new companions crotch as he ground himself against her.
Anne's smile was blissfully unaware as the man's hands slipped up from her hips, sliding casually across her full breasts and giving them an eager squeeze. She turned around in the man's arms and started dancing face to face with him, her lush body pressed tight against his.
"Wow," breathed Cody softly. He rubbed his hard crotch through his jeans as he watched Anne dancing with the older man. Forget the Sci-Fi Convention! What Cody would have given to be that man dancing with Anne! Lucky bastard.
The man's hands once again moved over his drunk dance partners voluptuous body. Cody's eyes went wide as he watched the man's hands move to Anne's succulent ass and give it a squeeze through her tight fitting jeans. The two tipsy dancers were practically dry humping each other on the dance floor, joint at the hip as they moved with the beat of the music. The old man was kneading the firm cheeks of Anne's ass, thoroughly groping her for all he was worth.
"She's so hot!" whispered Cody, his cock was fully erect inside his pants now.
Suddenly the dancing pair broke apart. It appeared Cody was not the only one watching Anne get felt up on the dance floor. A woman, in her late fifties Cody would guess, yanked the man away from Anne and slapped him hard across the face, apparently the man was married.
Anne swayed unsteadily on her feet as she watched her dance partner get dragged away by his wife. The busty blonde gave a chuckle and then staggered off to the side of the lounge, straight towards Cody!
She moved past him and snatched up a glass from the coffee table and took a long sip from whatever it was, some kind of spirit Cody guessed from the looks of it. Anne then looked around the room, searching for something. Her gaze took in the entire dimly light lounge, till it finally rested on Cody, sitting on the couch right next to where she stood.
"You'll do!" she announced, her voice a little slurred from alcohol as she reached down towards Cody.
His hands were resting on his lap and he gasped in surprise as she grabbed at his hand, her hand bumping against his crotch a couple of time before she seized his wrist. If she noticed his erection however she didn't say anything.
"Dancesh wif me," Anne burbled, pulling Cody to his feet.
"Um, okay..." stammered the nervous teen as he was dragged out onto the dance floor.
Anne immediately pressed her lush body tightly against Cody, swaying to the beat of the 70's music that filled the lounge. He could smell the alcohol on her breath, she was even more drunk than he had thought and he felt a little guilty for the enjoyment he was getting from the sensations of her body writhing against him. But it was not his head he was thinking with, the throbbing hardness that was now pressed firmly against Anne's sleek thigh was guiding him.
Cody was breathing quite heavily, he could feel Anne's heavy breasts crushed tightly against his chest, and the way she was straddling his thigh and rubbing against him was driving him wild. Anne threw back her head and laughed, blissfully enjoying their dance and apparently unaware of her young partner's arousal. She threw her arms around his neck and pulled him tighter, rubbing her breasts against his chest as they danced.
Remembering her previous and more unfortunate dance partner, Cody decided to try his luck and cop a feel of the gorgeous blonde in his arms. He slipped one hand down from her hip, resting it on the small of her back so that the tips of his fingers were just touching the swell of her tight posterior. She didn't react to the movement of his hand so he moved it lower, slowly sliding his hand down on her ass and cupping her firm right buttock in his palm.
God she felt good! Cody's hand slid over Anne's delightful butt, stroking over both of her buttocks, then giving her ass a squeeze as his other hand moved down to join the first. Holding the older woman by the ass he was able to press his rock hard crotch against her, thrusting slightly with her hips so that he was practically humping her on the dance floor. Anne either didn't realise what he was doing or didn't care as she did nothing to stop him, she merely continued dancing.
Cody moaned into Anne's ear as he kneaded the firm flesh of her ass through her tight fitting jeans. Anne appeared to be getting turned on herself as she started to grind her crotch back against his. Cody was glad that the darkness of the lounge was hiding their lustful dirty dancing from the rest of the crowd.
Emboldened by Anne's reaction to his groping, Cody let one hand slide up from her ass, rubbing up the side of her body to her armpit. His hand then moved over the side of her full breast, feeling the swell of soft flesh the jutted out from where her tit was squashed up against his chest.
Still grinding in time with the music, Cody turned her slightly and managed to slip his hand between their bodies and onto her big boob. He gave another moan as the large orb filled his palm, the round melon felt incredible in his hand, even through the protection of her t-shirt. As he humped against her and rubbed her big tit he could feel the lace of her bra. He gave her breast a squeeze, feeling her hard nipple against the centre of his palm.
He was so turned on he was surprised he hadn't already creamed in his underwear by now. Here he was, at one of his parents' drunken parties, dancing with Anne, the gorgeous, busty blonde from next door, feeling her up on the dance floor, her big tit in one hand, her beautiful ass in the other. It was way too good to be true.
Suddenly, Anne pulled herself back away from him. The movement took him by surprise and his right hand remained fixed on her tit, but she didn't seem to notice or complain.
"I'm tired," she announced. "Let's sit down," he speech was still a little slurred.
"Ah," Cody stammered as he snapped out of his daze and snatched his hand back, away from her tit. "Okay."
He led Anne back across the dance floor and sat back down on the couch where she had found him a few minutes earlier. The drunk blonde collapsed onto the couch right beside him, breathing heavily from the efforts of her dancing.
Cody glanced around the room, but no one appeared to take any notice of them, the party was still going strong and the drinks flowing. He turned towards Anne, trying to think of something to say, to make some small talk, but when he turned he saw that she had passed out, either fast sleep or unconscious from over consumption.
"No more dancing then I guess," he murmured quietly in disappointment. He was about to ease himself up off the couch and go try and find an untended beer, when Anne slumped over sideways, her head landing right on his lap as she fell into an even deeper sleep.
"Oh," he replied with the shrug, not really sure what to do with himself as this beautiful woman slept on him, with her head resting right on his erection. He considered trying to slip out from under her, but didn't want to risk waking her, and besides, it felt kinda good to have her so close.
Cody sat awkwardly on the couch for a few minutes, trying to decide what to do. Then finally he reached down and grabbed a blanket, laying it over the slumbering woman and sat further back in his seat, getting comfortable. He gently reached down and softly stroked Anne's long blonde hair, causing her to murmur contentedly in her sleep. He was distinctly aware of her soft cheek resting against the hard swelling that filled the crotch of his jeans.
It wasn't long before Cody gave in to temptation again.
Still stroking her hair with one hand, he let his other hand slip under the blanket and onto Anne's shoulder. Looking around the dark room and confirming that no one was watching, he dropped his hand down to Anne's breast, once again filling his palm with the round orb.
"Oh yeah," he moaned as he gave his neighbours big tit a squeeze though her t-shirt. Anne didn't even stir. His hard cock pressing insistently against her cheek, Cody let his hand slide down to Anne's other breast, giving it a similar treatment, squeezing it eagerly above her top.
Her tits felt great in his hand and he moved back to her other breast, kneading the wonderful orb through her clothing. Cody hunched his hips upwards and pressed down slightly on Anne's head so that her cheek pressed more firmly into his crotch.
Concealed by the blanket he had draped across her, Cody's hand slipped down inside the v-neck top of Anne's t-shirt. He breathed rapidly as his hand stroked across the bare upper swell of her breasts and then moved right down inside her t-shirt, cupping one of her tits with just her bra between him and her flesh. He could feel her hard nipple, jutting against the material of her bra and into his palm as he squeezed her big breast. Cody pinched her nipple through her bra and she moaned softly in her sleep.
God he was turned on! The hand that wasn't stuffed down inside Anne's t-shirt rubbed at his crotch, he was hard as a rock.
Cody licked his lips and glanced around the room again, giving her tit another squeeze through her bra as he looked about. When he was sure that no one was paying any attention to him on the couch he pulled the blanket up higher so that it was now over Anne's head and covering his lap from view.
Cody slid his hand out Anne's shirt for a moment and gave her soft cheek a stroke, then he carefully reached down and unzipped his pants, sighing with relief as he reached into his pants and pulled out his hard cock. It felt so good to be finally released from the constraints of his tight jeans.
His loins tingled as the underside of his cock brushed against Anne's soft blonde hair. Although he knew it was wrong he couldn't resist the temptation to go further.
Cody slumped down a bit in his seat, carefully pulling Anne's head further up his lap so that her soft cheek pressed against his now exposed cock.
"Oh wow!" he gasped softly as he felt her skin against his penis. If she woke up now, or if someone saw them he was screwed, but it felt so damn good!
Cody pressed down gently on the top of Anne's head and jiggled his hips slightly so that his cock rubbed against the side of her face. Then he had a better idea.
He hunched further down in his seat, until Anne's head was resting on his lower belly and his cock popped out from beneath her face, fully erect and trembling slightly. He reached under her head and grabbed his dick around the base. Biting his lower lip and mentally praying she was too far gone to wake up, he guided the tip of his cock to Anne's lips. Cody moaned as he rubbed the head of his cock over her soft lips.
He prodded the tip of himself against her lips a few times and then turned her head slightly in his lap. At the same time he pushed upwards with his hips and guided his cock right into Anne's mouth. Cody moaned softly as her lips parted around the end of his cock and he slipped into the warm wetness of her mouth. Holy shit! This hot blonde actually had his cock in her mouth!
The angle was awkward, but Cody pushed up with his hips and cock the end of his cock right inside her mouth, the feel of her tongue on him was amazing. He pushed down on her head slightly and the head of his cock jabbed against the inside of her cheek. She felt so warm and wet, it was amazing!
One hand now resting on the top of Anne's head, holding her face down on him, his other hand moved back inside her t-shirt and grabbed an eager handful of her tits, squeezing at them through her bra. This was way better than any trip to San Fransisco, that's for sure!
Kneading Anne's big tits through her bra and pushing her head down into his lap, Cody began to hump up against her face. His hard cock slid between her full lips and rubbed over her tongue, pushing against the side of her cheek and the roof of her mouth.
He pulled out of her mouth and briefly rubbed the head of his cock across her lips, chin and nose, slapping his cock against her face a couple of times like a porn star. Cody moaned, giving her bra-clad tit a particularly tight squeeze and then he stuffed his cock back into her gorgeous mouth and resumed his thrusting.
He could feel his balls churning as he fucked her face, despite the tricky angle of her mouth if he continued he knew that he would soon blow his load. He stopped thrusting for a moment, wondering if he should continue and give his lovely blonde neighbour a mouthful of his cum. Would it wake her up? Or drown her?
The decision was taken out of his hands however as sudden the music was abruptly stopped. Cody froze briefly in shock. He could hear his mothers voice, the party was coming to an end. He quickly pulled his throbbing erection out of Anne's mouth and his hand out of her t-shirt. He pushed her up off his lap, getting her into a sitting position beside him on the couch just as the lights came on. Not having enough time to do up his pants, he managed to snatch the blanket back over his lap, covering his exposed cock just in time.
"Oh, there you are Cody!" said his Mom as she spotted him on the couch. He was carefully stuffing his rock hard erection back into his pants under the blanket as she approached, God his balls were aching for release!
As his Mom, who was a little tipsy from too much wine herself, got closer she saw the slumped over form of Anne and smiled.



"I see Anne has had a few too many," Cody's Mom said to her son with a smile. Cody was inching his fly up slowly, trying to not make any movements under the blanket.
"Yeah, she passed out a few minutes ago, right next to me," Cody said.
His Mom leant over Anne and shook her gently. "Anne, wake up honey the party's over." It took quite a few minutes to wake the sleeping blonde, giving Cody a chance to finish zipping up his fly and throw off the blanket with relief.
Anne starting giggling drunkenly when Cody's mother finally got her awake and sitting up again.
"Home time Anne," his mother said.
"Oh, party over?" slurred the buxom blonde.
"Yes, are you okay getting home?" Cody's Mom asked with some concern.
"I'm fine," Anne waved her off as she hauled herself to her feet. The drunk blonde lost her balance as she stood up and tumbled back onto the couch.
"Um, Cody honey, can you help Anne home," his mother said, turning to her nineteen year old son. "I don't want her hurting herself or sleeping on the lawn or something."
"Sure, no problem Mom," Cody said, standing up.
Together they managed to get Anne to her feet. The lovely blonde hooked her arm into Cody's and let him lead her towards the door. Cody was very aware of the side of Anne's full left breast pressing against his arm. His crotch stirred slightly at the memory her mammary filling his hand when he'd felt her up earlier.
"Make sure she gets safely home," his mother instruction as she followed them to the front door, shutting it behind them as Cody led his neighbour back across the lawn towards her own house, her drunken steps very unsteady as she leant heavily on her young guide.
"The key's in my pocket," Anne told him as they reached the front door of her house, she was leaning heavily on his arm and he was sure he could feel her nipple jutting against his bicep through her top.
"Okay," Cody said, slipping his hand into the back pocket of her jeans.
"Front pocket," Anne corrected him.
"Okay," he repeated, unable to help himself from giving her ass a quick squeeze before he moved his hand to her front pocket. He dug deep into her pocket, feeling the heat from her crotch as his fingers dug out her key ring.
"Mmm," breathed Anne, unconsciously grinding herself into his hand as he searched her pocket.
Cody pulled out her keys and unlocked her front door, helping her into the house.
"Thank you for taking me home Cody," Anne told him as he kicked the door shut behind him and started to lead her towards her bedroom.
"Um, guess we're here," he said when they reached her room. "Goodnight Anne."
Before he could pull away from here, Anne took hold of his hand and drew it up to her right breast. Cody sucked in a sharp intake of breath as she pressed his hand to her tit. The large orb filled his palm, and although this was hardly the first time he'd felt her boob that evening, it still excited him, the bulge in his pants immediately growing.
"Oh wow," Cody murmured, squeezing Anne's ample breast through her t-shirt as she clutched his hand against her bosom.
"Are you trying to seduce me?" Anne whispered to him, her voice husky.
Cody gave her tit another squeeze, "I think you're seducing me," he corrected.
"Oh," Anne giggled, releasing his hand and stumbling into her bedroom. "Silly me."
As she walked into her room, away from where Cody stood dumbfounded in the hallway, she peeled her t-shirt up over her head and tossed it aside, revealing her lacy white bra.
"So are you coming in?" Anne asked the stunned teen, glancing back over her shoulder.
"I..." Cody's eyes widened as the beautiful older blonde reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. She pulled off the piece of lingerie and tossed it away, revealing her sleek bare back. He could see the side of one heavy breast as she turned slightly to look over her shoulder at him again.
"Well?" she asked with a sly smile.
"Yes," Cody managed to stammer, stepping into the bedroom after her. He moved right up behind her and wrapped his arms around her topless body.
"Mmm," murmured Anne as she leant back against her young companion. Cody's hands immediately slipped up to cup and squeeze her bare breasts.
"Oh wow!" groaned Cody as his hands finally touched the bare flesh of Anne's big boobs. Her tits had felt great through her top or with his hands directly on her bra, but naked they were fantastic! They felt so warm and soft, overflowing his palms as he lifted and squeezed the ample mounds. His fingers found and pinched her hard nipples before he again covered her tits and fisted his hands over the firm flesh.
"I'm so horny!" breathed Anne, grinding her jean-clad ass back against Cody's bulging crotch as he groped her bare tits.
Cody gave Anne's big tits another squeeze, then let his hands drop to her jeans. He unbuttoned her fly, pulling them open and then let one hand slide down Anne's smooth belly and into the front of her jeans.
"Oh yeah!" moaned Anne as Cody's hand slid down over her panty clad mound, she rolled her hips forward, pressing against his palm as he cupped her sex.
"Bend forward," Cody instructed. She did as he asked, leaning forward with her hands on the bed in front of her, the pose pushing her lovely round ass out towards Cody. The horny teen held his older neighbour by the hips and rubbed his crotch up against her ass, enjoying the feel of her nicely rounded posterior pressing back against him. He stroked his hands over her smooth, bare back, then scooped them underneath her body to capture and squeeze her heavy, hanging tits.
Giving her breasts a firm squeeze he then grabbed the waist of her jeans and tugged them back and down over her panty clad ass, dropping them around her ankles as he squeezed her buttocks in both his hands.
"Oh wow!" groaned Cody for the fifth time that night as he gazed at her posterior. He gave another grunt of lust and then tugged off her panties, leaving her completely naked. Cody gave Anne's bare ass a light slap. The firm flesh barely jiggled.
Anne giggled at his slap and then fell forwards on the bed, turning over and parting her thighs to give Cody his first look at a woman's naked pussy.
"Oh man!" gasped Cody as Anne licked her right index finger and then seductively ran it down between her heaving breasts. She stroked her fingertip down across her smooth, flat belly, downwards through the trimmed thatch of her pubic hair. Cody's eyes went wide as Anne lightly stroked the lips of her pussy, parting them with her fingertip and pressing her digit up inside her moistening entry.
"Take off your clothes," she breathed, very slowly sliding her finger in and out of her vagina.
"O..Okay," stammered Cody, his eye's glued to Anne's finger. In a rush he tugged his shirt up off his head and tossed it aside, then he hurriedly yanked off his jeans, almost tripping himself up in rush. Anne grinned up at the eager nineteen year old as he pulled off his underpants revealing a fully engorged penis, jutting straight out towards the buxom object of his desire.
Anne sat up on the bed and reached out for Cody. "Very nice," she murmured in appreciation as she gently ran both her hands over the length of Cody's erection.
"Oh God!" groaned Cody at her touch. He rocked back on his heels, looking up at the ceiling, his knees going weak as Anne gently stroked his balls with one hand.
"So what do you want to do?" Anne asked with a wicked grin. She let go of her eager young companion and climbed up onto the bed, lying back to prepare for him.
Cody's thoughts immediately went to earlier that evening, on the couch when he had his cock in her pretty mouth. "I want you to suck my dick," he breathed lustfully, climbing up on the bed.
Anne paled a little as Cody started to climb up her body. "I'm not sure," she said, hesitating for the first time. "I'm not a big fan of oral..."
Cody didn't paused however, moving himself up so that he was squatting over her chest, grasping his cock by the base and aiming it towards Anne's lips.
"Taste me," he told her, leaning forward and pressing his dick against her mouth, much like he had done earlier on the couch whilst she was passed out.
Anne had no more time to protest as Cody slid his penis into her mouth. The teenager gave a moan of pleasure as he pushed his cock deep into her mouth, the head sliding over Anne's tongue and pressing right against the entry of her throat.
Anne's eyes widened in surprise as she found herself face to face with Cody's abdomen, her lips sealed around the base of his cock.
"That's it! Suck!" gasped Cody, withdrawing slightly and then thrusting back, deep into her mouth. Cody moaned as he felt Anne begin to suck on his prick. This was so much better than on the couch, from this angle he could go so much deeper and she was now actively sucking on his hard cock!
Cody groaned and began to thrust against Anne's face, pistoning his dick in and out of her mouth as the busty blonde did her best to avoid gagging and suck him, her tongue fluttering around him as he pumped her mouth.
"Yeah baby!" grunted Cody, thrusting faster, jackhammering against her mouth, his balls slapping her chin.
After a few minutes Cody pulled out of her mouth and slapped his cock against her face. "Mmm, suck that cock!" he breathed, full of lust. He shoved his cock back into her mouth as resumed thrusting, holding his cock around the base of the shaft and guiding it's movements.
After about ten minutes of this, Cody finally withdrew from Anne's mouth, her lips and chin glistening with saliva and he moved back down her body.
"Fuck me Cody!" she gasped, turned on from the rough blowjob he'd forced her to perform, but relieved that her mouth was finally free.
Cody didn't need to be asked twice, he moved down between her parted thighs, lining the head of his cock up with the hot, wet entry to Anne's sex. He was about to do it, he was about to fuck his gorgeous next door neighbour.
Kneeling between Anne's thighs, he thrust forward with his hips, sinking his cock deep into her tight pussy.
Anne arched her back, her arms coming around Cody's body to pull him against her.
"Oh my God!" she cried out at his sudden and deep entrance. "Oh, fuck me Cody!"
The teenager's hips began to pound against her, his hard cock sliding deep up inside her with each thrust. Anne clutched his body tight against her as he fucked her, each time he buried his cock to the hilt in her pussy she gasped with pleasure.
"Oh yeah, that's it honey, fuck me, fuck me hard!" Anne gasped, clearly turned on from the vigorous pounding Cody was giving her.
Cody bent his head forward and captured Anne's right nipple between his lips, sucking heavily on it as he fucked her. The movement of his hips increased in pace and Anne's breathing became faster.
The bedroom was filled with the sound of sex. The smacking of Cody's hips against Anne's inner thighs. The slurps of his mouth on her tits. The slapping of his balls against her ass. The sounds of Cody's grunts and Anne's gasps as they humped against each other.
Anne's hands slid down to Cody's ass, pulling him deeper against her as he pounded her. "Oooh yesssss!" Anne suddenly screamed out in orgasm, her whole body thrashing on Cody's cock as her climax ripped through her body.
Cody didn't slow his thrusts as he was close to losing it himself. He felt her pussy almost squeezing against his cock as she orgasmed and he could hold out no longer.
"Fuck yeah!" grunted Cody, his face scrunching up as he slammed his cock deep into Anne's cunt and exploded. His whole body tensed up and his balls churned as wave after wave of cum burst from the end of his cock and flooded into Anne's pulsating pussy.
"Oh wow!" gasped Cody as the last of his climax slipped from his body and he slumped forward on top of Anne, gasping for breath. Anne's own orgasm had also run it's course and she fell back against the bed, breathing heavily.
"That was so incredible," murmured Cody once he had recovered his breath. He withdrew from her, his cock twitching slightly as the sensitive shaft slid out of Anne's slick passage.
He rolled off her, lying beside her on the bed, breathing heavily.
"Thank you so much for that," he gasped, a large grin spreading over his face, what a night this had been!
Cody lay there for a few minutes, smiling happily up at the roof as his sexy older neighbour Anne lay on the bed beside him, his cum no doubt leaking from her pussy. The thought of her naked beside him made his balls tingle slightly, but his spent cock didn't stir.
"Wow," he breathed once more and sat up. He turned towards Anne and saw that she was sleeping, passed out from too much drink or exhausted from their sex session. Cody's eyes were drawn to her large bare breasts, that were rising and falling with each slow even breath she took. He gazed over her naked body, it was perfect. Her flat stomach, long slim legs, and the kinky thatch of her pubic hair, trimmed into a small strip above her vagina. God she was sexy!
Cody leant over and kissed Anne's cheek, it felt so soft and warm beneath his lips, she was incredible. The kiss made Cody realise that he hadn't actually kissed his pretty neighbour yet. He'd had his cock in her mouth twice but not his tongue. He bent over again, and this time kissed her on the lips. Anne didn't wake up or respond to his kiss, but it still felt wonderful.
Cody moaned and kissed her harder, his hand coming up to stroke her soft cheek as he passionately pressed his lips to hers. Anne slept through, oblivious, as the horny teenager pushed his tongue between her lips and into her mouth to seek hers. Although she didn't respond or kiss back, the kiss still felt incredible to Cody.
He pressed his body against hers, his hand dropping to her bare breast as he made out with his sleeping neighbour, his tongue hungrily probing her mouth. Cody pinched Anne's nipple and rubbed his cock against her hip as he licked the inside of her mouth. He groaned, his cock stiffening slightly as he pressed up against her.
"Anne, wake up," Cody said, shaking her slightly. "Wake up, I wanna do it again," he said, grinding his crotch against the soft swell of her shapely hip, his cock hardening at the prospect of fucking her a second time.
Anne lay there, complete comatose from the alcohol she'd drunk, not responding to Cody's attempts to wake her.
"Come on, wake up! Let's fuck!" Cody said more loudly, a little frustrated but her lack of reaction. He sat up and shook her again, harder this time. "Anne?" he repeated, pinching and twisting hard on her left nipple, still she didn't stir.
"Fine," Cody announced, if she didn't wake up he still intended to have his way with her. He remembered how much fun he'd hard earlier on the couch when she had passed out beside him, so there was no point in denying himself so more fun just because she was sleeping.
He gave her breast another squeeze as he stroked his cock, it was now fully erect, hardened by the prospect of fucking Anne again. Cody shuffled up to the top of the bed, reaching down and turning her head towards him and guiding his cock towards her closed lips.
His hard shaft was glistening slightly from the juices of her pussy as he rubbed it across her full lips, they felt soft and wet on the tip of his penis. With a long moan, Cody pushed forward, parting Anne's lips and sliding his cock into her mouth.
"Oh wow!" he breathed as the hard pole slid over her tongue, pushing right into her wet mouth. Holding the back of Anne's head with both hands, Cody shoved his cock further into her mouth. The angle was much better than it had been on the couch and he let out a satisfied groan as he fed most of his length into her mouth.
"That's it baby!" he breathed as he moved her head back and forth on his cock. Her lips were not the tight seal they had been when she was awake and actively sucking on him, but his cock sliding over her tongue still felt good. "Suck on it!" he gasped, but of course the sleeping woman didn't.
Cody molested her mouth for a few more minutes, but her lack of active suction made it much less exciting than the blowjob he'd forced on her when they had first arrived in the bedroom. He reached down with one hand and resumed playing with her tits as he pushed his cock deep into her mouth once again and he got a better idea.
Cody let her head drop back onto the bed as he moved down the bed a little, swinging a leg over her so that he was straddling her chest. He took hold of a large firm breast in each hand, leaning forwards so that his cock dropped into Anne's deep cleavage. Cody licked his lips as he pressed her big tits together, forming a tight sheath around the hard shaft of his cock.
"Oh yeah!" he gasped as his cock was enveloped by the soft, mountainous flesh. With a lustful groan he back to pump his hips, sliding his cock between Anne's huge boobs, titfucking her.
He clutched tightly at her breasts as his humped his cock against her chest, the tunnel formed by her tightly pressed cleavage felt almost as good as her cunt had felt earlier. Cody's balls slapped against the underside of Anne's heavy tits as he titfucked her, each thrust causing her big boobs to jiggle and quiver delightfully, turning him on even more.
Cody paused his thrusts for a moment, grabbing his cock around the base and giving it a few strokes in his hand. "You have such great hooters," he told the sleeping beauty, slapping his cock against the nipple on her right tit. He then moved his cock back into her cleavage and grabbed the sides of her heavy breasts. Cody jiggled her big tits in his hands, slapping them together around his cock a few times.
He then once against pressed them together into a tight sheath and resumed titfucking her, thrusting lustfully between her massive jugs.
"I can't believe I'm finally fucking your titties," said Cody, breathing heavily. He'd stared at and lusted after these funbags for so long, now he finally had his hands on them and his dick between them, even if Anne was passed out while he did it.
Cody titfucked his busty neighbour for close to ten minutes before he finally stopped, it was time to fuck again.
The horny teen climbed off his sleeping companion, trying to decide what would be the best position to fuck her again in. He could do her again missionary position, but for some reason felt the need to experiment and try something else, even if Anne was hardly in a state to help him out.
Cody clicked his fingers as he got an idea, doggy style. At first he'd thought that would be impossible with her asleep, but then he realised he could bend her over the edge of the bed and do her that way. That should work perfectly.
He rolled her onto her stomach and dragged her over to the edge of the bed, pulling her legs right off so that she was bent over the side of the bed, her lovely firm ass pointed upwards invitingly. Despite the rough treatment Anne slept right through it. Whatever she had drunk had certainly done the trick. Mind you, if the rough mouthfucking she'd endured earlier hadn't roused her, getting moved around the bed hardly would.
Cody gave Anne's ass a whack, the slap echoing through her bedroom, her firm ass jiggling and reddening at the impact.
"Oh yeah!" he breathed, kneeling down behind her, the bed was the perfect height for his entry. Cody slapped his cock a couple of times against Anne's lovely right buttock and then grabbed her ass in both hands, giving it a firm squeeze.
He pulled apart the succulent cheeks of Anne's buttocks, surprising himself as he exposed not only the glistening lips of her pussy, but also the tight, puckered hole of her ass. Cody froze, staring down at the sight. He'd never even consider anal sex when he'd bent Anne over the bed, but now he found himself with opportunity staring him right in the face. His cock trembled at the thought, stiff as a flagpole.



"How can I resist," remarked Cody, unable to stop a smug grin from spreading across his face. The mere idea of assfucking Anne was exhilarating.
He shuffled on his knees right up behind her, his hands still on her ass, spreading her cheeks wide to expose his destination hole. His cock was still slick with saliva and cum juices, despite the thorough titfucking he'd just given her, so he was well lubricated.
Cody clutched tighter at the firm cheeks of Anne's buttocks as he pressed the trembling head of his rock hard penis against her asshole. The entrance seemed so small with the mushroomed tip of his cock against it and he wondered briefly if it was even possible. Would he be able to stuff his dick up her ass?
"Mmm!" groaned Cody as he pushed forward, slipping the head of his cock into Anne's incredibly tight anus. The gorgeous blonde moaned slightly in her sleep at the intrusion, but didn't wake up.
"Oh fuck that's tight!" gasped Cody as he pushed a little deeper, easing himself into the sleeping woman. He only had a few inches stuffed up her, but it felt like her tight ass was squeezing his cock. Cody leant forward, bracing his hands on her hips as he pushed himself a little deeper, his breathing heavy. Cody grunted, his cock rock hard as he started to move slightly within her, pumping his cock in slight back and forward motions, letting her tight ass relax slightly to accommodate his intruding member and working his way slowly deeper within her.
Cody panted as he fucked his lovely neighbour's ass, running his palms over her smooth bare back. He reached up and grabbed a handful of her long blonde hair, pulling on it as he thrust harder inside her, lifting her head up off the bed and arching her back slightly. Amazingly this still didn't awaken her from her alcohol fuelled unconsiousness.
"God this is amazing!" breathed Cody, pounding harder into Anne's fantastic ass, he let go of her hair and once again held her hips, now thrusting with full vigor into her back passage. Her ass had relaxed slightly, but was still incredibly tight, clutching at his cock much harder than her lovely pussy had.
He drove repeated into her lovely ass, his balls slapping against her wet pussy, he could scarcely believe that the gorgeous body impaled on his dick was his to enjoy in any way he could imagine. His balls were churning and he knew that he could not take much more, he let out a heavy grunt as he forced his cock deeper into her tiny hole, bottoming out finally as he stuffed his entire dick into her ass. He held her tightly by the hips, pausing a moment to luxuriate in the sensation, her tight ass clutching hard at his trembling cock.
"Fuck!" grunted Cody, slapping the side of Anne's ass as he stabbed quick and hard into her ass, the bedroom filled with the sound of slapping flesh as Cody went in for the kill.
A few moments later, his climax imminent, Cody pulled out of Anne's ass and jumped up onto the bed. He hurriedly shoved Anne over, rolling her onto her back, her big tits jiggling over her chest like jello. Cody's fist was a blur over his cock as he squatted up over his beautiful neighbours head, aiming his cock at her face.
"Oh fuck yess!" he gasped, a heavy rope of cum spurting from the tip of his penis and splashing over Anne's face. Cody's hips surged and another burst of semen shot out, covering Anne's closed right eyelid and forehead. Considering Cody had cum only a few minutes earlier, his load was surprisingly plentiful as wave after wave of his seed burst out and covered Anne's face.
When he felt his orgasm finally slowing, he leant forward and pushed the head of his cock into Anne's warm, saliva filled mouth. He paused a moment, breathing heavily and letting her mouth milk the last of his seed out of him. He pressed forwards a couple of times, pushing his erection into Anne's cum-splattered face and then finally withdrew, rolling off and falling onto his back on her bed.
Cody lay there for a few minutes, a large goofy grin spreading across his face.
It was time to head home, his parents were probably wondering where he had got to.
THE END
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The latest single from the Pussycat Dolls was blaring from the stereo as Emily steered her brand new 2009 Mustang convertible around the tight bends of the twisting country road. The car had been a graduation present from her father when she'd surprised everyone and passed her final exams.
Sitting beside Emily, in the Mustang's passenger seat was her best friend Sharon. The two twenty year olds were on their way to California to celebrate the start of their summer vacations. The casual observer would never have guessed they were from Wyoming, both girls sporting long bleached-blonde hair, perfect tans from hours spent in sunbeds and killer penthouse babe bodies that made them both look like the perfect California beach babes.
The Mustang kicked up a cloud of dust as they sped past a grubby looking sign indicating they were entering Peckerwood County. Sharon had been against the idea of leaving the main highway, but Emily had insisted the back roads would be faster at this time of year, and it was her car after all.
Emily slowed the car as they entered the small town, both girls taking in the sights of the out of way hillbilly town that neither of them had ever heard of, let alone visited before.
"Maybe we'll find ourselves some hunky country boys?" suggested Emily, grinning over at her beautiful best friend.
"More like an inbred redneck," muttered Sharon in reply as they drove through the tiny little settlement. They drove past a grizzled old man sitting on a rocking chair on the front porch of a small store, he was rocking back and forth strumming on a banjo and looked exactly like every small town cliché the girls had seen in the movies.
Further along, parked outside the next building were a couple of dodgy looking 'good ol' boys' drinking beers on the back of their pickup truck.
"Let's not stop," replied Emily with a giggle as an overweight man with a big white beard watched them past, openly scratching his crotch through the dirty looking blue overalls he was wearing.
"We've got enough gas?" asked Sharon with concern.
"Plenty, the tanks almost full," Emily assured her friend as she accelerated towards the edge of the township, keen to leave these yokels behind and get to the sun, sand and boys in California.
"Good, I've had enough of Deliverance-town, lets get outta here!"
The two young women drove out of town, both a little weirded out by the rough looking locals. Emily sped the Mustang up to 60 and turned up the radio. It was getting a little cooler as the afternoon wore into evening so she hit a button to close the car roof.
They were about forty minutes out of town when the engine cut out completely.
"Aw shit!" swore Emily as the Mustang rolled to a stop and she guided it to the side of the road. All the lights on the dashboard had blinked out as if the car had just died.
"What's up?" asked Sharon, a note of concern in her voice.
"It just died," Emily replied with a shrug. She turned the key and pumped the accelerator but there wasn't even a chug from the engine. "What the hell! The car's brand new!" The busty blonde hit the steering wheel with both hands in disgust.
Sharon had her cellphone out of her purse and was looking at the screen in dismay. "No reception."
"What?" replied Emily disbelievingly. She leant past her friend to dig into the glove box for her own phone. It was just as dead as Sharon's. "Shit!"
"What are we gonna do?" asked Sharon, glancing at the time on her cellphone, it was almost five o'clock.
Emily tried the ignition again but still had no luck. "Fuck!" she swore. "Well I guess we'll have to flag someone down?"
"This road is deserted!" complained Sharon. "We haven't passed a single car since leaving Hicksville or whatever that last town was called."
Emily shook her head in dismay. "We don't have a choice. Unless you want to try and walk 50 miles?"
Sharon sighed. "Try it once more."
Emily shrugged and gave the key another turn but there was definitely no life the Mustang.
"If I have to sleep in the car I'm gonna be pissed," Sharon muttered.
"Come on," urged Emily, opening her door. "Let's get out in case someone comes along this way." She glanced over as Sharon followed her lead and opened her door. Emily couldn't help but note Sharon's short skirt as it rode up her long, tanned thighs as she climbed out of the car. "At least we'll have no trouble flagging down a car with those legs."
Sharon shot her a sarcastic glare. "Or you could flash your tits again bitch," she snapped, referring to an incident earlier that day when Emily had lifted her shirt to a passing car fill of college frat boys.
"I'm sure someone will be along soon," Emily assured her friend as she sat on the hood of the Mustang, staring hopefully back down the road towards the town they'd passed.
About two hours later and the sun had set, not one car had come by and Emily and Sharon were starting to get pretty cold in their skimpy clothing.
"This is hopeless!" complained Sharon.
Before Emily could reply a set of headlights appeared in the distance, coming from back towards the township they passed through that afternoon.
Emily whooped in relief and clapped her hands, "Get those legs out Sharon!" she said, jumping up and down and waving her arms above her head to get the oncoming drivers attention.
The headlights slowed as they got closer to the stranded Mustang and it's two lovely passengers. Whoever was behind the wheel of the approaching car was rewarded by an eyeful of Emily's bouncing boobs, jiggling around in her tight fitting white t-shirt as she bounced up and down in an effort to flag the car down.
Fortunately for Emily and Sharon the car stopped. As it pulled off the road they saw it was a rusty old pickup truck, the red paint splattered with unwashed mud. As far as knight's in shining armour went, the pickup had clearly seen better days, but the girls were in no position to complain or wait for a nicer ride.
The pickup door opened and a man got out. He looked about forty or fifty and had a scruffy looking brown moustache and stubble covered cheeks. His grubby, stained overalls were well filled by a decent sized beer belly and the old red cap he wore had the name 'Lester' emblazoned on it.
"Can I help you ladies?" he asked, his hillbilly accent thick and clearly uneducated. He was chewing something, maybe gum or more likely tobacco. Lester was definitely not the hunky country boy that Emily had in mind to save them.
"Um," Emily hesitated, unnerved by the rough looking appearance of their rescuer. She suddenly felt like a small child about to take candy from a dangerous looking stranger. "Our car," she gestured somewhat helplessly back at the Mustang.
Lester's gaze slowly roved over the two girls, taking in every inch of their fit young bodies. Sharon was acutely aware of her ultra-short white miniskirt and pink tank top that was stretched taut across her sizeable chest. Emily crossed her arms over her white t-shirt, wishing it didn't have the word 'babe' written directly across her breasts. Her tight fitting jeans suddenly felt too low-slung, exposing too much of her trim flat stomach and the curves of her sensuous hips.
Lester chewed on his gum, making no effort to hide his staring at the girls' chests. "Broken down?" he asked in his drawl.
"Yeah, can you help us?" asked Sharon. She wasn't sure if she wanted him to say yes or no.
"Probably the electrics," Lester said unhelpfully. "Those new fangled cars often fuck up," he added crudely.
Emily swallowed. "Can you fix it?" she asked hopefully.
"Nope."
Emily bit her top lip, hesitating.
Lester turned his head to the side and spat a big wad of tobacco on the side of the road, not offering the girls any hope.
"Is there a mechanic back in town?" asked Sharon.
"Yep, they're closed at this hour though," said Lester, licking his lips as his eyes travelled up the length of Sharon's long, bare legs.
"What about a hotel, somewhere to stay?"
"My pa runs the Peckerwood Hotel," replied Lester, answering their questions grudgingly. His unfriendly attitude was very unsettling for the two pretty girls. They were used to men bending over backwards to help them out.
"I don't suppose you could give us a ride back to town?" asked Sharon nervous about the idea of getting into Lester's dirty pickup truck. "We can stay at the hotel and go see the mechanic in the morning."
"I could give you a ride," replied Lester after a moment's pause, he had a bit of a sneer on his face as he gazed at the two young women.
"Great!" said Emily with obvious relief.
"But you'll have to suck me first."
The two girls froze, taken aback by his crude request.
"What?" Sharon gasped in surprise.
"I said you'll have to suck me off if you want a ride back to town," Lester told the pretty blonde with a smirk. "Gasoline ain't free you know."
Sharon and Emily exchanged worried glances; the situation was getting more and more uncomfortable by the minute.
"So let me get this straight," said Emily, her tone indignant. "You want us to give you a blowjob in return for a ride back to town?" She glanced distastefully down at his crotch and wrinkled her nose.
Lester's grin went wider. "That's the idea darling. You scratch my back, I'll scratch yours."
"We've done worse I guess," murmured Sharon, her face rather pale.
"What?" replied Emily, glaring at her friend in amazement. "You're not actually considering it are you?"
"I don't think we have much of a choice," shrugged Sharon.
"We can wait for another car, that's gotta be better than giving head to this asshole!"
"Ain't no one else coming darling," Lester told her, still grinning hawkishly at them.
Sharon shrugged helpless at her friend.
"Fuck!" swore Emily in defeat. "Fine then! We'll suck your cock, but that's it! No kissing or anything else. And we wont swallow."
Lester's grin went wider and he spat out another wad of tobacco. He walked around to the side of the road, leaning back on the bonnet of Emily's Mustang. "Hop to it then!" he snapped, pointing down towards his crotch.
Emily and Sharon moved over to the eagerly waiting redneck with great reluctance. As they approached Lester unzipped the front of his overalls, revealing a sweat and dirt stained white singlet and a grubby pair of y-fronts. Lester then leant back on the car, waiting for the pretty young girls to start their cocksucking.
"Well it was your idea," Emily said to Sharon, pointing towards the plump Lester.
"Fuck you!" snapped Sharon. "It was his idea not mine. It's your car that broke down, not mine."
Emily opened her mouth to reply but Lester butted in. "Hey, hey, hey, no fighting ladies, you'll both get a turn sucking on old Lester's sausage."
Emily couldn't help blushing. She scowled briefly at her friend and then reached towards Lester's crotch, slipping her hand into the gap in the front of his slightly baggy y-fronts.
When her hand touched his soft dick, he almost snatched it back in revulsion. This was by no means the first cock she'd touched, but they were usually hard and usually attached to younger, much more attractive guys. This reminded her a little of the time she'd sucked off her history teacher back in high school in return for an A. She'd hated the experience and vowed to herself never to repeat it.
The beautiful, buxom blonde drew Lester's soft, shrivelled cock out of his underpants, gently holding the rubbery organ in her soft hand. As she pulled it out into the cool night air a brief whiff of stale sweat and urine wafted up her nostrils, almost causing her to gag. This wasn't going to be pretty.
With great reluctance, Emily began to stroke Lester's flaccid penis in her hand, letting her fingers run all over it as she endeavoured to get him hard.
Her attention focused on his cock, Emily didn't notice Lester's hand reaching up until he was grabbing her right breast through her t-shirt.
"Hey! No touching!" she snapped in surprise, letting go of his cock to slap away his groping hand.
"Christ!" complained Lester. "Settle down darling. If you let me play with your tits it'll help me get off quicker."
Emily's resolve quickly faded. "If I've gotta suck you, you can play with her tits then," she suggested, glancing back at Sharon who up until now had been hanging back, hoping to leave all the dirty work to Emily.
"Fair enough," Lester grinned. "Come a little closer then sweet tits," he said to Sharon, gesturing her forward.
Sharon reluctantly stepped up beside Emily, her whole body stiffening and fighting the urge to push away Lester's hands as he reached up and grabbed her boobs.
"Very nice," remarked the redneck as he gave Sharon's big breasts a squeeze through her pink tank top. Without letting go of Sharon's tits he glanced over at Emily who had once again started to stroke his penis in her soft hands. "It melts in the mouth, not in the hand."
Emily frowned briefly, at first not sure what he meant. Then she gave a deep breath and bent over at waist, guiding Lester's still soft dick towards her lips.
"Oh fuck yeah momma! Yippee ki aye!" Lester almost squealed as Emily slipped her mouth around his cock. His manhood stirred and started to stiffen as the gorgeous blonde sucked noisily on his cock.
Emily grimaced as she tasted the musty flavour of Lester's unwashed cock. If it wasn't for Sharon she would have spat his dick out and spent the night waiting in the car.
"Yeah baby, suck that cock!" cried Lester, enjoying the wonderful sensations of Emily's hot, wet mouth. As his cock hardened, filling the busty blonde's sucking mouth, he continued to manhandle her friends breasts, squeezing them eagerly through her top.
Emily began to bob her head over Lester's growing cock, letting the thick pole slide over her tongue and right into the back of her mouth, her lips keeping a tight seal around his shaft and driving him wild.
"Ow!" Sharon grimaced, complaining as Lester gave her tits a particularly hard squeeze, his fingers sinking painfully deep into her ample melons. He was know mauling at her tits like a horny schoolboy with no concern for the fact she was attached to them. Lester looked up from where he'd be watching Emily's mouth sliding over his dick and caught Sharon's eye. He gave a wide grin and then gave her big boobs an extra hard squeeze.
"Fuck!" Sharon cursed, stepping back and rubbing her breasts through her top. "That hurt you bastard!"
Emily looked up from her cocksucking, Lester's hard cock slipping out from between her lips, now fully erect. "Let's swap places," she offered, keen to take a break from the taste of the rednecks cock.
"Fine, whatever," agreed Sharon grumpily. She just wanted to get this nightmare over and done with as quickly as possible.
Sharon squatted down in front of Lester and took hold of his erection, screwing her face up as she got a whiff of his sweaty crotch. The buxom blonde leant in and tentatively licked the head of Lester's cock. It tasted bad. Fortunately Emily's wet mouth had sucked away the worst of it, but Sharon could still clearly taste the fact Lester hadn't bathed in days on his dick.
"Oh yeah, that's it bitch!" As Sharon slipped her lips down over the head of Lester's cock, he reached out, grabbing Emily around her slim waist and pulling her in against the side of his overweight body. Lester reached up with his free hand and cupped one of Emily's heavy breasts through her t-shirt, giving the large orb an exploratory squeeze.
The blonde's big tit overflowed his palm, considerably more than a handful. Lester leant down to nuzzle her neck as he started to massage Emily's large breast through her t-shirt, kneading the firm boob vigorously.
Sharon had got over her initial distaste and was now doing her best to get the blackmailing redneck off. She was bobbing her head rapidly over his hard cock, taking him deep into the back of her mouth with each suck, her mouth making loud squelching noises as she drove it down repeatedly on his cock.
"Get down there and lick my balls," Lester instructed Emily, briefly sliding his hand over to her other tit to squeeze it through her shirt.
Emily nodded, still quite intimidated by the big hillbilly. She crouched down beside where Sharon was sucking his dick and leant in, lapping her tongue at Lester's swinging nuts. She could hardly believe that the two of them were on the edge of the dark country road giving head to this ugly, middle aged country bumpkin.
As Emily started to tease Lester's balls on the tip of her tongue, Sharon retreated up to suck on the head of his cock, giving her friend more access to the redneck's sweaty ballsack.
"That's good girls," urged Lester. "Earn that ride to town."
Lester rested a hand on the back of both the girls heads, guiding them as they licked his cock and balls all over. As Sharon swiped her tongue down the underside of Lester's hard cock and then sucked one of his nuts into her warm mouth, Emily moved up the side of his cock and trapped the mushroom-like head between her lips, sucking noisily.
Lester pulled both their heads into his crotch, pushing forwards with his hips and grinding his cock against their faces and he clutched their heads against him. He was clearly enjoying having two such beautiful young women working his cock with their mouths.
He reached down and took hold of his cock by the base. "Open up!" As Emily and Sharon stuck out their tongue's Lester used his cock to slap against their cheeks and tongues, then against their foreheads.
"Come on bitch," he murmured, grabbing a handful of hair on the top of Sharon's head as he pushed his cock into her mouth. "Oh yeah, suck it baby!"
Sharon's eyes went wide as Lester grabbed her head in both hands and shoved his hard cock deep into her mouth. She almost gagged as he jammed the head of his dick right into her throat, yanking on her hair as he pulled her face in towards his crotch.
Lester gave a moan as he drew his cock back, letting Sharon catch her breath, then he shoved in again and began to fuck her mouth in earnest. Sharon had no real control over proceedings as Lester made use of her mouth, repeatedly ramming his penis into her mouth, the hot, hard rod sliding over her tongue and lodging in the back of her throat with each thrust of his hips.
The horny old redneck face fucked the beautiful young blonde vigorously, each thrust pressed his cock completely inside her sucking mouth so that her nose was jammed right into the smelly pubic hair on his abdomen and his sweaty balls were touching her chin.
After about three minutes he pulled out of Sharon's mouth, letting go of her head. The freed blonde sat back on the ground breathing heavily, glad to have his hard erection out of her sore mouth.
Lester tilted his cock over towards Emily's face and reached for the top of her head, pulling her in towards his groin.
"Your turn now bitch," he growled lustfully as he pushed his prick into the other blonde's pretty mouth, spearing her full lips apart with the saliva coated head of his cock. "And when I cum you'd better swallow if you know what's good for you."
Emily's eyes went wide, but she was in no position to voice her disagreement with her mouth stuffed full of the hillbilly's stiff manhood, her lips stretched wide around the thick shaft.
Lester held Emily's head firmly in his hands as he pushed forward with his hips, shoving the full length of his cock in her hot, young mouth.
"You two are great little cocksuckers," he commented as he started to swing his hips, fucking her face just as he'd done to Sharon.
Lester was moaning as he rammed his cock in and out of Emily's reluctant mouth repeatedly, using it as if he was fucking her cunt. The gorgeous busty blonde was having trouble keeping up as her head was shunted back and forth by the thrusting organ, his swinging balls slapping against her chin with each thrust.



He thankfully only lasted a minute in Emily's mouth. With a final loud moan of pleasure, almost like an animal howl he exploded, flooding Emily's mouth with sticky sperm. Emily's eyes looked panic as the big redneck held her head tightly into his crotch, his cock buried in her mouth as it surged and spurted, splilling his seed over her tongue and down her throat.
"Suck it down!" Lester hissed, pulling her in tighter against him as his balls emptied their load into her mouth. Emily didn't really have any choice but swallow, it was either that or choke on his cum.
"Fuck!" he groaned as Emily started to suck harder on his penis, drawing the last of his climax from his prick.
When he finally let go of her head she immediately pulled back, his spent cock flopping out of her mouth, glistening wet with saliva.
Emily fell back beside Sharon, the horrible aftertaste of Lester's cum filling her mouth. She swallowed and grimaced, this was an expensive ride to town they were getting.
To be continued...
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Emily and Sharon sat in the seat of the old pickup truck in uncomfortable silence. The radio was blaring out some awful bluegrass banjo music and the pickup's driver, Lester, had a wide grin on his face as he steered the truck along the dark country road. Emily licked her lips and her brow wrinkled slightly in disgust, she could still taste the musty flavour of hillbilly cum in her mouth.
Several hours ago, the two pretty young women had broken down about 50 miles along the deserted country road out of the township of Peckerwood. Just as they were beginning to give up hope of being rescued, along came Lester in his pickup truck offering them a ride back to town.
The ride had proved to be costly however. In exchange for his help the middle aged redneck had demanded oral sex from the two well endowed young beauties. They had reluctantly agreed to his terms and then been forced to give him head on the side of the deserted country road.
After Lester had thoroughly fucked both their pretty mouths, and Emily had choked down his load, they'd all piled into the pickup truck and headed back to town.
Every so often, as he shifted gears in the old truck, he reached down and patted Sharon's thigh below her short skirt as she sat beside him. The voluptuous blonde had crept as far along the seat away from him as she could get, squashing right up beside her friend, but she was still within reach of the lecherous drivers hands.
As they pulled in to town Lester gave Sharon's firm thigh a squeeze, "Welcome to Peckerwood girls," the grizzled old man announced.
He drove the pickup directly to a broken down two story building near the centre of town.
Emily squinted up through the darkness at the building and could just make out a faded old sign indicating the dilapidated building was in fact the 'Peckerwood Hotel'.
"You sure the mechanic will be closed?" asked Emily, casting her gaze dubiously over the run down hotel.
"Sorry darling, it's past 8, old Jimbo usually locks up around 3," the hick replied.
Emily sighed and pushed the trucks door open, climbing out. Sharon quickly followed behind, doing her best to stop her mini-skirt from riding up too high and giving Lester more of an eyeful than he deserved.
"You said your dad runs the hotel?" asked Emily as Lester led them up to the door.
"Yeah, that's right. His name's Jethro."
Emily and Sharon exchanged a quick glance as they followed Lester inside. The place was definitely run down. The front door led to a large open barroom with several tables and chairs scattered throughout, many broken, and a long bar ran along the right wall, only half stocked by the looks and most of that was whisky. On the opposite wall a large spiral staircase led up to the second floor.
There was no sign of Jethro, or anyone else for that matter as Lester ushered them inside and over to the nearest table.
"Billy!" roared Lester, his shout was surprisingly loud and caused both Emily and Sharon to wince.
"Billy, get yer ass in her boy, we got guests!" barked the middle aged redneck.
There was some crashing from the back end of the bar, through a door on the far wall. After a few moments it burst open and a long haired young man burst through. He looked about 18, a couple years younger than Emily and Sharon. He was dressed in a pair of dirty blue jeans, white sneakers and a faded t-shirt that had a picture of Hulk Hogan on it. He was a somewhat awkward looking young man, with buck teeth, a heavily freckled face, and long, greasy looking brown hair.
"This here's my son Billy," said Lester, introducing the boy. "Billy, get these fine ladies a drink and some food, they'll be staying in pa's hotel tonight."
Billy paused, gaping at the two beautiful young women. The teenager couldn't help but admire the girls fit young bodies, beautiful long hair and model-like faces. His gaze was drawn especially to their impressively swelling chests that more than filled the tight fitting tops they were wearing. His lecherous gaze made it clear to the two young blondes that Billy took after his father.
"Get to it boy or you'll get a smash!" growled Lester.
Billy snapped out of his daze and hurried back out the door he'd come in, presumably to a kitchen.
"Take a seat," offered Lester. "I'll go find pa for you."
The two girls glanced uncomfortably at each other again, a little creeped out by the inbred, three generations of rednecks operation that seemed to be going on here. They took a seat at the nearest table as Lester headed upstairs to find his father.
"We should've stayed at the car," Emily whispered to her friend, keeping her voice low and glancing up at where Lester had disappeared to. The dirty old redneck scared the shit out of her. She could hardly believe she'd actually given him head less than an hour ago. It was so gross!
"I think you're right," replied Sharon. "Lets just keep it cool till morning, then get your car fixed quick and get the fuck outta here!"
"Agreed," nodded Emily. She leant quickly back in her chair as Lester came back down the stairs, an ancient old white haired man following behind him.
"This here's my pa, Jethro. He owns the place," said Lester as they reached the bottom of the stairs.
"Pleased to meet you ladies," said the older man with a slight nod. Jethro must have been well over 70. His face was a wrinkled, leathery mask covered in several liver spots and stubbly white whiskers. The old hillbilly wore a brown dressing gown that made him look a little like a Hugh Heffner wannabe, if it weren't for his hunched old body and scrawny matchstick legs poking out the bottom. Jethro sucked on his gums as he spoke, clearly missing more than a couple of teeth. "You ladies after a room for the night?"
"Yes," murmured Sharon, her voice breaking a little as she answered.
"It'll cost ya!" snapped the old man and Sharon's heart sank, an imagine of her and Emily on their knees sucking on the old man's withered, wrinkled penis suddenly leaping into her mind.
"How much?" asked Emily nervously.
"Fifty bucks. Cash," replied Jethro.
Sharon breathed out an audible sigh of relief. "No problem."
Lester grinned down at the two girls, his eyes once again roving over their trim young figures, mentally undressing them. "Me and pa are gonna go get your rooms ready. Billy'll be out shortly with some food and drink."
"Make yourselves at home ladies," said Jethro with a creepy little chuckle as he followed his middle aged son back up the stairs.
Emily glanced at her friend as the two rednecks left, rolling her eyes. "Is this family for real?" she whispered.
They didn't have any time to talk as almost immediately Billy returned to the common room, carrying a tray in front of him. He moved over to their table and set the tray in front of them. On the tray were two plates of very greasy, slightly burnt looking steak, eggs and chips, a bottle of red wine and two slightly grubby looking wine glasses.
Billy grinned at the two girls, hovering over them for a moment, glancing down at Sharon's long legs that were crossed, displaying plenty of her sleek, tanned thighs below the hem of her short skirt. After a moment the teenager moved away and busied himself behind the bar cleaning glances and occasionally sneaking peeks at the two sexy young women.
"He creeps the shit out of me," Sharon whispered.
"Tell me about it," agreed Emily. She picked up a fork and poked at the overcooked, grease covered steak on the plate in front of her. Her stomach churned at thought of eating it so she instead poured two glasses of wine. After the afternoon and evening they were having they could both use a drink.
Sharon took the glass as soon as Emily poured it and took a long swallow of wine. It was cheap and a little vinegary tasting, but at least it was alcohol. "Not exactly the wild drinking we were planning to be doing in California," she remarked.
Emily nodded, talking a sip from her own glass, then making a grimace at the taste. "This tastes terrible."
"Worse than Lester's cum?" asked Sharon with a grin.
"Oh shut up. I never want to be reminded of that again!"
The two girls laughed and took another drink of the wine. Uncomfortably aware of young Billy's lecherous stares in their direction.
Sharon rubbed her forehead, "my head hurts, it's be a shit day."
"Shit is an understatement," replied Emily and both girls couldn't help but giggle noisily. Emily stared at the steak in front of her, her stomach felt hollow and the steak was looking more appetising by the minute. Instead she took another gulp of wine, emptying her glass.
Behind the bar Billy turned on the radio, lively rockabilly music filled the room causing both girls to glance in his direction.
Sharon couldn't help but grin as she watched Billy bobbing his head along with the music. She drank the last of her wine and passed her glass to Emily for a refill. "How about we stick to the highway once the car's fixed?"
"For sure," agreed Emily, blinking her eyes and looking strangely at her wine glass. Her head felt a little dizzy, perhaps she should have eaten first rather than drunk on an empty stomach.
Emily jumped in her seat as she turned and saw Billy standing right beside her. The 18 year old yokel was staring down the neckline of her t-shirt, getting a good look at her cleavage as he hovered over her.
"Wanna dance?" Billy asked her, holding out his hand.
Emily frowned, staring up at Billy in confusion. She had a feeling in her gut that dancing with Billy was a bad idea, but her tired brain wouldn't cooperate.
"Ah, ok," she stammered, reached out and taking Billy's offered hand.
The longhaired teen, helped the beautiful buxom blonde to her feet and let her out to the centre of the room to dance. He immediately pulled her forward as he began to dance and she stumbled forward, almost falling into his arms.
Although the music was a fast, high energy song, Billy and Emily's dance was more like a slow dance. Emily found her body pressed right up against Billy's, the younger man's arms around her waist, holding her close. She was fuzzily aware that her large breasts were pressed up against Billy's chest and she could clearly feel a slight bulge in his jeans pressing against her thigh. Something was a little wrong in Emily's mind but she couldn't quite tell what it was.
Billy slipped his hands around to the small of Emily's back and drew her in closer, his hips rolling as he ground his crotch against hers. The horny teen's hands then slid down to cup Emily's firm, rounded buttocks, giving them a squeeze through her tight jeans.
Emily gasped at his grope but didn't protest, frowning at the young man she was dancing with as he began to knead her firm ass cheeks.
Back at the table Sharon had emptied another glass of wine and was watching the dancing pair, tapping her foot in time with the music. A few minutes before she had thought Billy was a creepy little fucker, but now she strangely yearned to be dancing with him in Emily's place. She wrinkled her brow in annoyance and took another deep swallow of wine.
"You're a good dancer," murmured Emily to Billy as he fondled her lovely peachy ass.
"You're pretty fucking hot," breathed Billy, he was almost panting, his breathing hard and fast as he ground his erection against her, practically dry humping the busty beauty through their clothes. One of Billy's hands slipped up from Emily's ass, sliding up her side and to her chest, cupping one of her large breasts through her t-shirt.
Emily gave a little moan of pleasure as Billy squeezed the side of her right boob, his palm slipping between their close bodies to properly squeeze at the round melon.
Billy leant forward, burying his face in Emily's neck and breathing in the scent of her as he groped. His hand was kneading the blonde's big round tit like it was a stressball, his other hand cupping the underside of her nicely curved ass and holding her body tight against his. Billy's fingers found Emily's nipple and he pinched it through her shirt, causing her to gasp, but still she didn't slap him or move away.
Billy suddenly felt a tap on his shoulder. He glanced back to see Sharon standing next to him, her hands resting on her shapely hips. She looked fantastic in her short skirt and tight pink tank top.
"My turn," Sharon insisted.
Billy nodded, peeling Emily off him as he took Sharon in his arms and started to dance with her. Emily moved mutely back to their table and poured herself some more wine as Billy pulled Sharon's luscious curves tight against him slim body, her heavy breasts crushing against his chest in a most interesting manner.
As they began to sway in time with the music Billy's hands rapidly made their way to Sharon's spectacular ass, giving the firm globes a squeeze. He palmed both of her luscious buttocks, drawing her body in tighter against his, grinding his erection into her as they danced.
Without any protest from Sharon, Billy peeled up the back of her short skirt, lifting it up to her waist and exposing her g-string clad posterior, the firm, deliciously tanned buttocks left bare by the skimpy panties. Billy gave a moan as his hands touched Sharon's bare ass and began to fondle, kneading the round cheeks of her ass vigorously.
As Billy worked Sharon's beautiful ass in his groping hands, Sharon's fuzzy mind struggled to work out what was wrong. She knew that something odd was going on, but couldn't quite put her finger what it was.
"I see you got them warmed up for us son," came Lester's loud voice from the top of the stairs.
At his fathers words, Billy immediately let go of Sharon's ass and stepped back away from her, apparently slightly fearful of the older redneck.
"Y..yeah pa," Billy replied in a stammer, nodding vigorously. "The stuff has kicked in, they're all set."
Lester grinned and rubbed his hands together as he walked down the staircase, his father Jethro following close behind.
"We've hit the goldmine lads," Lester announced. "These two tight bodied sluts are the jackpot." He pointed at where Sharon was standing, her skirt still hitched up around her waist, "that one's got a mouth like a fucking vacuum cleaner."
Sharon frowned up at the two older hillbilly's as they made their way down to the bottom of the stairs. Emily had barely noticed them coming back and was still drinking her fresh glass of red wine.
Old Jethro walked over to where Emily was sitting and reached down, grabbing her right tit through her t-shirt and giving it a hard squeeze. "I'll start with this one," the old man announced as he slid his hand over to her left breast and gave that a squeeze as well.
"Sure thing pa," agreed Lester as he moved towards Sharon.
"Do I get to fuck them this time?" asked Billy hopefully. The young eighteen year old was rubbing at the bulging front of his pants.
"No Billy!" growled Lester as he stepped in front of Sharon. "I've told you before, you can't fuck 'em till your twenty one."
"Aw, shit pa!" moaned Billy. "I bet they ain't twenty one!"
Lester reached out and grabbed both of Sharon's tits in his hands, giving them a firm squeeze and then jiggling the large melons beneath her top. "Maybe not, but with hooters this big they gotta get a fucking." Lester glanced back at his son with a look of sympathy. "Don't worry boy, you can still nut off in their mouths."
Billy sighed, "guess a blowjob is better than nothin'."
"When I was your age I was lucky to get a handjob," snapped old Jethro. The old seventy year old had straddled Emily's lap, his dirty old dressing gown gaping open to reveal a nude, withered old body, his cock lost in a mass of grey pubic hair between his skinny legs.
He grinned up at Emily and she looked blankly back at him, strangely wondering why the old geezer was sitting on her lap.
Jethro reached for the bottom of Emily's t-shirt and lifted it up, pulling it over the ample swell of her breasts, revealing a lacy white bra that lifted her massive boobs, forming a mouth-wateringly deep cleavage.
The old man cupped the underside of Emily's heavy tits, giving them a squeeze through her bra and then bent forward, burying his face in her cleavage as he kissed and slobbered over her lovely big jugs.
Lester meanwhile had pulled Sharon into his arms and was hungrily kissing her, shoving his tongue deep into her mouth as his moustache and whiskers scraped against her smooth young skin. His hands were all over her as he tried to devour her mouth, squeezing her g-string covered ass and groping her tits through her top.
Billy stood off to the side, watching the two older men as they ravished the busty young blondes. Billy's cock was hard as a rock in his pants, but due to the pecking order of their family he had no one to stick it into. His only consolation is that he would be allowed to use one of the girls' mouths later on.
Jethro had yanked down the lacy cups of Emily's bra and was feasting on her bare knockers, sucking hungrily on her hard nipples as he squeezed and pinched at the rest of her lovely boobs.
The old man then lifted himself up off Emily's lap and sat back on the edge of the table which was just behind him. He grabbed Emily by the hair and pulled her face down towards his hairy crotch. Jethro's hard, veiny cock was jutting out from between his legs, impressively erect for his advance age. The hard pole speared between Emily's lips as her face was yanked down into the old man's lap, his cock sliding across her tongue and lodging deep in the back of her mouth.
"Oh yeah!" groaned Jethro, moaning at the fantastic feel of the young woman's mouth sliding down his cock.
He got a firm grip on Emily's head and started to move her head up and down in his lap, forcing his cock to slid in and out of her mouth. Emily still felt groggy and out of it, but her instincts kicked in as she felt the old man's cock full her mouth and the pretty blonde began to dutifully suck on his cock.
Across the room, Lester threw aside Sharon's top which he'd just yanked over her head. The lovely blonde wore a white satin bra that was patterned with maroon roses, the attractive piece of lingerie enhancing her already impressive assets. Lester had already pulled down her skirt so she was left standing there in her underwear.
The middle aged redneck grinned at the sight of the nearly naked young beauty, licking his lips in anticipation of fucking her sexy body. "Why don't you help me get her out of that fancy lingerie Billy?"
"Sure thing pa!" Billy quickly agreed. He was eager to join in the fun.
Billy approached the lingerie-clad beauty from behind, running both hands over the spectacular globes of her buttocks once again, before moving around to stand in front of her. The horny teenager reached up and squeezed Sharon's big tits through her bra and then stroked his hands down over her taut, flat stomach and slipped a hand up between her sleek thighs, cupping her sex through her panties.
He noticed that the clasp on her bra was in front, buried in Sharon's vast cleavage. Billy reached between the massive slopes of her breasts, grabbing the clasp of her bra and unhooking it. He then pushed away the satin cups of her bra, running his hands over her bare breasts in the process. The bra fell to her feet, leaving Sharon standing topless in front of Billy, wearing only an ultra-skimpy g-string. The young country boy was practically drooling at the mind-boggling sight.
"She's real sexy," Billy said admiringly as his hands went back to Sharon's uncovered tits, cupping the naked orbs in his hands and squeezing, his skinny fingers sinking into the firm flesh, her nipples jutting against his palms.
"Like I said, we hit the jackpot," agreed Lester. "Now hurry up and get her naked for me!" he added impatiently.




Billy gave Sharon's big tits one last squeeze, then he crouched down in front of her, hooking his fingertips into the waistband of her g-string. He licked his parched lips and then slowly peeled down the final piece of her clothing, his eyes going wide as her neatly trimmed pubic mouth came in to view. Billy swallowed as he pulled her g-string down over her perfect thighs, his gaze taking in the sight of the glistening lips of Sharon's vagina.
"Fuck me," he breathed, running his fingertips along the slit of Sharon's cunt and flicking her clit.
Meanwhile old Jethro was going to town in Emily's mouth. He was jamming his hard cock repeatedly into the dazed blonde's mouth, the room filling with squelching noises. Jethro had one hand back on her bare tits, groping at he fucked her mouth, his balls churning as he ravished the gloriously attractive young woman.
"Time to fuck!" grunted Jethro, letting go of Emily's head and yanked her to her feet.
The old man hurriedly fumbled at the front of Emily's jeans, unbuttoning the fly with shaking hands and then yanking down her jeans revealing a pair of lacy panties that matched her push-up bra.
The panties quickly followed Emily's jeans around her ankles and then she was shoved forward, bending over the edge of the table, her lovely bare ass jutting up towards where Jethro stood directly behind her, his hard cock held in one hand ready for insertion.
"On your hands and knees," Lester instructed Sharon back over on the other side of the room.
The blonde seemed to hesitate a moment as if she was doing something wrong, but then dropped down to the floor, waiting patiently on her hands and knees, ass up in the air.
Lester moved down behind Sharon, unzipping the front of his overalls and shrugging them off his shoulders. He reached inside the waistband of his y-front underwear and tugged out an erect penis.
He leant in against her, resting his palm on her ass and leaning quite a surprising amount of weight on the kneeling blonde. His other hand fumbled between them as he guided the tip of his erect against the entrance to Sharon's pussy.
"You about to get screwed city slicker," he told her, grinning wildly. With a grunt he grabbed her by the hips and jammed his cock into her pussy. Sharon moaned loudly at the penetration, her body shunting forward, her heavy breasts swinging beneath her.
Lester moaned and began to thrust his hips, driving his hard cock into the kneeling beauty, his hips slapping against her ass.
"What you waiting for boy?" Lester asked Billy, his breathing heavy as he slammed into Sharon's tight cunt. "You gonna fuck her mouth or not."
Billy didn't have to be told twice. He scrambled out of his jeans and quickly knelt down in front of Sharon's face. The blonde was groaning and moaning as Lester fucked her doggy style.
Billy pulled his hard cock out of his underpants, happy to finally free it. He reached out and grabbed Sharon by the jaw holding her mouth still as he pushed his cock between her lips.
"Mmphf!" Sharon moan was cut off as her mouth was suddenly stuffed with Billy's hard cock. The eighteen year old gave a grunt of pleasure as he pushed his cock deep into her mouth.
"Suck it bitch!" he growled, grabbing the top of her head with both hands and pulling her face harder into his groin, his cock sliding deep into her mouth.
Old Jethro was also preparing for penetration, only he had a completely different orifice in mind.
The seventy year old grabbed one of Emily's firm buttocks in each hand, pulling the lovely cheeks apart and exposing the puckered entrance to her asshole. He moved his hips forward, carefully guiding the tip of his old cock to her ass. With a slow moan of pleasure he pushed, stuffing the head of his cock up Emily's ass.
The blonde gave a cry of pain as his fat old cock went up her bottom. Emily had never done anal before, but she didn't do anything to stop Jethro as he started to bugger her, his hard cock pushing deeper into her rear with each surge of his skinny old hips.
Billy arched his back as he leant his hips in towards Sharon's mouth, forcing his cock deep between her full lips. Sharon almost gagged as Billy's hard cock sunk in to the hilt, her lips pressing right around the base of his shaft and her nose touching his pubic hair.
The horny teenager began to rapidly swings his hips, his prick sawing quickly in and out of Sharon's hot mouth. She did her best to suck on his cock as it jack-hammered in and out.
Lester grinned across Sharon's bare back as his son took his pleasure with her mouth. The older man was thoroughly enjoying the curvy blondes pussy, fucking her hard doggy style, ramming his cock into her cunt with great gusto.
"You giving that bitch a good assfucking pop?" Lester asked his father.
"She ain't gonna be walking straight tomorrow," the old man replied. Back on the table Emily gave a moan as Jethro's old cock slammed into her ass again, his hips grinding against her buttocks as he bottomed out, his prick buried to the hilt in her posterior.
"Go grandpa!" cheered Billy. He reached beneath Sharon's bobbing head, capturing one of her large tits in his hand and giving it a squeeze as he face fucked the voluptuous blonde.
"Oh fuck!" groaned Billy as he felt his cock suddenly spurt inside Sharon's hot mouth. He let go of her breast and grabbed her head in both hands, arching backwards and lunging his cock deep as he came.
Sharon swallowed desperately as the eighteen year old unloaded in her mouth. Thick ropes of sticky cum squirted from Billy's pulsing cock, shooting across Sharon's tongue as she drank his seed.
"Man that was good!" he breathed as he slumped back, his dripping cock slipping from between Sharon's full lips as he sat back on his heels.
Sharon stared down at Billy's spent dick, her eyes slightly glazed. Suddenly her head lurched upwards as Lester grabbed a handful of her hair, yanking her head up and arching her back as he thrust in her pussy.
"Take that cock bitch!" the older man growled, his hips pumping as he increased the speed and roughness of his thrusts. If he hadn't already been sucked off by the two girls he would have shot his load already. It felt fantastic to be pumping this perfect specimen.
The oldest of the three men, Jethro was the next to come. Emily's tight ass proved too much for the seventy year old to resist. With a long, loud groan of lust the old man stuffed his cock deep into the busty blonde's ass and exploded, pumping her ass full of cum as he lurched against her.
"Fuck!" grunted Jethro, clutching tightly onto Emily's shapely hips as his whole body twitched against her, his cock throbbing as it released his sperm.
Jethro pulled out and moved around to Emily's face, offering his sticky cock up to her lips. "Clean me off," he ordered, breathing very heavily. Emily mutely took the old man's cock into her wet mouth without any objection, sucking it clean despite the fact it had come straight out of her ass. "That's it, you dirty bitch, suck that cock," muttered Jethro as her tongue bathed his sensitive shaft in her warm saliva.
Lester was the last man fucking so to speak. He had one hand full of Sharon's hair, arching her body as he slammed into her doggy style. His other hand was slapping her ass, adding to the smacking flesh noises that filled the room.
Lester lasted a couple minutes more before he too came inside one of the lovely blondes. With a grunt his cock burst, shooting up inside Sharon's dripping wet pussy, at the same time his slap coming down hard on her right buttock.
With several rolls of his hips he squeezed all of his cum into Sharon's cunt, then slipped out and moved over to Emily, using her mouth to clean off his cock just as his father had done.
Sharon frowned as Lester pulled out of her. Her mind was swimming and her body sore. Something was very wrong, she could feel it in the back of her brain.
...to be continued
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Johanna pulled her cloak tighter around her as a chilling gust of wind blew through the temple courtyard. The beautiful young flame haired priestess rushed hurriedly across the cobbled yard as dusk descended on the city.
Johanna was a junior priestess of Adeva, the Goddess of Love. It was rare a priestess of Adeva was summoned to the Temple of Swords to worship, even rarer to the quarters of a Paladin, on most occasions it was one of the squires who would seek worship with Adeva. Johanna had never been to the Paladin's area of the temple before, although she'd made a number of more recent trips to the squires quarters.
The kingdom was currently at war with the monstrous Orcs from the southern wastelands and most of the Paladin's were either off fighting or busy training and preparing for the vicious ongoing conflict, so when Johanna had received the summons she was surprised.
The red haired priestess finally reached her destination and took a deep, nervous breath. Her expansive bosom pushed out against her cloak as her chest swelled, her white priestly robes coming into view as the cloak fell open. Johanna briefly wondered what it would be like to worship with one of the mighty Paladins of the Temple of Swords. Their reputation as holy warriors and defenders was famed throughout the land. When Johanna had been a young girl she'd always dreamed of marrying a knight in shining armour and the Paladins definitely filled that role.
Johanna bit her lower lip and knocked tentatively on the door.
"Come in," came a male voice from inside.
The priestess pulled the hood of her cloak off and shook out her long red hair, then pushed open the door and stepped into the Paladin's room.
"Good evening Sir Knight, I'm Johanna from the Temple of Adeva...you!?" Johanna pulled up short as she entered the room. Sitting waiting on the bed inside the room was not the brave holy knight she had been expecting, but a small, green skinned goblin.
"You! You're a goblin not a Paladin!" Johanna blurted out in horror.
"Hi Jo-jo," replied Cockweasel with a broad, yellow-toothed grin. "Fancy bumping into you here."
Cockweasel was in fact the reason that Johanna had made so many recent trips to the squires quarters to worship. The lovely young priestess had no idea how the ugly little goblin had managed to become a squire, but ever since he'd found out that the priestesses of Adeva were obliged to assist the Paladin's with worship he'd called upon her pious services on numerous occasions.
Johanna loathed the little monster but had swallowed her pride (among other things) and fulfilled her obligations -- for the first eight times anyway. After that she'd refused to return to the squires' quarters at the Temple of Swords.
"How...what..." Johanna stammered, still shocked after building up all her hopes to meet one of the brave knights of the temple.
"Why don't you come over here and help me worship that goddess of yours?" suggested Cockweasel, patting his crotch invitingly at her.
Johanna stared at the goblin in distaste, noticing for the first time that he was clad only in a stained loin-cloth, his skinny, hairy green legs and sunken chest completely bare.
"Adeva, the goddess of love," corrected the red haired priestess. She reached up and unfastened her heavy cloak, letting it fall from her shoulders. Now that she was here with the squire and he was requesting her help in worshipping Adeva she had no choice but to oblige him. It was her duty as a priestess of Adeva.
Beneath the cloak Johanna wore a pure white gown in the tradition of the priestess of the goddess of love. The gown was low cut, her massive cleavage swelling from the top and it was short, falling to mid thigh, leaving her long, sleek legs mostly bare.
"Lovely," breathed Cockweasel in admiration as he drank in the sight of the young priestess's curvaceous, buxom figure.
"I guess you want me to start with my mouth again?" asked Johanna as she made her way reluctantly across the room to where the goblin sat on the edge of the bed. The duties of a priestess of Adeva in helping the flock worship the goddess basically involved every form of carnal pleasure imaginable. Any request from a worshipper should be obliged, so long as it created pleasure in the worship of Adeva.
"Definitely," agreed Cockweasel, "those lovely lips of yours are made for cocksucking."
"Adeva has blessed me," agreed Johanna with some reluctance as she knelt down in front of Cockweasel and reached for the smelly loin cloth around his skinny hips. She could already she the eager swelling beneath the stained piece of cloth.
Johanna wrinkled her nose in displeasure as she lifted up the flap that covered the horny goblin's genitals, revealing Cockweasel's already erect penis. The green organ jutted up from a tuft of curly black pubic hair, the glistening head pointing eagerly up at Johanna's face.
The priestess seemed frozen at the sight of Cockweasel's stiff cock so the horny goblin helpfully reached out with both hands and pulled her face down into his lap, his fingers running through the priestess soft, shining red hair.
Johanna almost gagged as the goblin yanked her head down and his smelly cock speared into her mouth, thrusting over her tongue and jabbing at the back of her mouth.
"Oh yeah!" groaned Cockweasel in immense pleasure. "That's what I'm talking about!"
The goblin pulled her head down harder into his lap, pushing more of his cock into her mouth as the priestess struggled to breath at the sudden invasion.
Johanna was snapped out of her daze, sucking in air through her nose as she brought her hands up onto Cockweasel's thighs to get some leverage. The goblin relaxed his pressure on the back of her head as she gave his cock a long suck, tightening the seal of her lips around his shaft.
The goblin moaned in pleasure as Johanna took over the blowjob at last, drawing her lips back up his cock as she sucked deeply on his shaft. When she reached the head she drew back further, at last taking a proper breath as she twirled her tongue around the swollen helmet that topped his penis.
Johanna began to bob her head over Cockweasel's lap, his dick sliding in and out of her talented mouth as she pleasured him. Although he had access to bathing facilities the as a squire, Cockweasel still hardly ever used them, meaning his cock tasted sweaty and slightly of stale urine, despite the frequent tongue bath's he'd gotten from the lovely red haired priestess. Johanna did her best to ignore this, the first time he'd put his dick in her mouth she'd gagged at the taste and almost vomited, but now she was somewhat used to it and was more interested in getting the ordeal over and done with as quickly as possible.
"You're so good at this," groaned Cockweasel, reaching down below her bobbing head to grab at one of Johanna's ample breasts through her priestly gown. The vast melon more than filled his hand as he gave it a lustful squeeze, enjoying it's size and firmness immensely.
"Lick my balls a little," instructed the goblin.
Johanna let his the squire's cock pop out of her mouth, then she slid her tongue down the underside of his hard shaft, working her way down to the hairy sack that held his two small testicles. Whilst Cockweasel's penis was quite big compared to his small 4 foot frame, his balls were much smaller, more proportional to his diminutive size. From Johanna's experience however, they still seemed to hold more than enough semen to coat her face or fill her mouth.
"That's it!" breathed Cockweasel, using his hand to rub his cock against Johanna's cheek as she tilted her head to lap at his balls. Her tongue teased at first one, then the second testicle, moistening them and juggling them on the tip of her talented tongue. She even lapped at flesh beneath his ball sack, dangerously close to his dirty, puckered asshole.
"Time to fuck!" grunted Cockweasel, his balls churning under Johanna's attentions.
The priestess sighed in disappointment as she sat back on her heels, she'd been hoping to finish the goblin off with her mouth and not have to take him up inside of her. Of the eight previous occasions he'd only actually fucked her twice, the other six times she been able to get away with oral relief or a couple of times between her big tits.
Johanna didn't have much time to consider her options as Cockweasel grabbed her and dragged her face down over the edge of the bed. The 4 foot goblin stood behind her, leaving her ass at the perfect height lined up with his jutting out erection. Cockweasel flipped the back of the priestess gown up past her hips, exposing her firm, nicely rounded ass. The goblin grabbed a soft buttock in each green hand, his fingers sinking into the warm flesh. Cockweasel pulled her buttocks apart slightly as he pushed forward with his hips, thrusting his rock hard erection straight up into Johanna's exposed pussy. The saliva from her blowjob provided enough lubrication for a smooth entry into her tight cunt. Johanna gave a gasp as the goblin's cock was buried inside her to the hilt, his hips slapping against her ass satisfyingly.
"Beautiful!" murmured Cockweasel as he shifted his grip to her hips and began to pump against the voluptuous priestess's posterior, his hard cock sliding rapidly in and out of her hot cunt. "Praise the goddess!" he groaned as he rutted against Johanna.
Cockweasel reached out with one hand and grabbed a handful of Johanna's fiery hair, pulling on it and causing her head to pull back and her back to arch. The new angle of her body allowed him to thrust even deeper inside her, the small Paladin chamber filling with the sound of flesh slapping against flesh as he fucked her vigorously.
After a few minutes of rutting, Johanna's moans began to join the goblins. Despite her disgust at the idea of getting fucked by a creature like Cockweasel, the habit's of a priestess couldn't help her get caught up in the worship of Adeva. While the ugly little goblin certainly wasn't the knight in shining armour she'd yearned for, he was still very enthusiastic in his worship of Adeva, his hard cock hammered rapidly in and out of her with surprising pace.
"This is great!" groaned Cockweasel. "I'm going to try your ass too," he told her. Before Johanna had a chance to reply the goblin had pulled his cock out of the priestess's pussy and was pushing the head against her considerably tighter asshole.
"I don't think..." began Johanna, she was however interrupted as Cockweasel successfully managed to push the tip of his cock into her ass. Johanna gasped as the goblin slowly pushed more of his length into the only of her orifices he had not previously explored. "Oh my Holy Adeva!" moaned Johanna as Cockweasel began to work his cock in and out of her glorious ass, she grabbed a pillow from the bed and buried her face in it as the goblin started to slowly bugger her.
"That's amazing!" gasped Cockweasel, looking down to see his cock finally buried in the red head's perfect ass, her lovely buttocks pressed up against his hips. He hunched forward against her and began long slow thrusts of his hips, driving his cock deep into her back passage, his balls slapping against her pussy as he fucked her ass.
Suddenly the door of the room burst open and in stepped a tall blonde woman dressed in tight brown leather pants and the white and blue tunic of a Paladin of the Temple of Swords.
"What's going on here?" gasped Lady Gwendalyn in surprise. She was shocked to see her squire Cockweasel standing at the edge of her bed with his cock buried in the ass of a pretty young red head Priestess of Adeva.
Cockweasel froze in mid thrust, his hard cock poised at the puckered entrance to Johanna's tight ass. "Er, Hi m'lady," he stammered at the lovely paladin. "I was, er, we were just worshipping the goddess lady."
"Adeva," added Johanna bashfully, she was suddenly very embarrassed to be seen getting fucked by a goblin despite the fact it was part of her duty as a priestess. The fact that it was a mighty paladin that had interrupted their screwing didn't exactly make her feel any better.
"But this is my room!" Gwendalyn frowned, not really sure what to make of the situation. Knowing her squire Cockweasel it wasn't exactly the most surprising situation. Although his sudden piousness seemed somewhat doubtful he was a horny little fucker, Gwendalyn herself had even been in a couple of uncomfortable situations with the goblin so she could hardly blame the young priestess.
"Um, sorry about that," apologized Cockweasel. His cock was still pointed at Johanna's ass, but it was drooping slightly now. Cockweasel glanced down and gazed yearningly at Johanna's lovely rear end, he hated the thought he might miss out on the opportunity before him. "I don't suppose you could go away for a few minutes and come back later?"
Gwendalyn's hard look told him that wasn't on the cards. His penis dropped further.
"I won't be long," he offered, one last try.
Gwendalyn nodded down at the goblin's completely withered manhood. "I don't think you're in any shape to continue your devotions and I've had a rather busy day so I'd like my room back. You can go now priestess."
Johanna gratefully climbed up off the bed, tugging her gown back down over her hips. "Thank you m'lady," she curtseyed towards the female Paladin and hurried out of the room, pausing only to scoop up her cloak.
Cockweasel made to leave as well but was stopped in his tracks by Lady Gwendalyn, "Can I speak to you a moment please squire?" she snapped, her voice sounding dangerous.
Cockweasel gulped nervously. He'd met Lady Gwendalyn during his escape from the clutches of an evil sorceress who held him as a slave in her tower. Cockweasel had gone on to travel with Gwendalyn and ultimately save her life when the sorceress had come back for revenge. Shortly after, Gwendalyn had made Cockweasel her squire in the hope of improving his lot in life, not to mention improving his rough manners and appalling social skills. She'd brought him to the Temple of Swords to learn the ways of the paladins. Although the other squires hated and teased the little goblin, Cockweasel much preferred the life of a squire compared to the life of a slave, especially when there were fringe benefits such as the busty priestess Johanna.
"Um, sorry about that," Cockweasel said apologetically. He scratched his deflated cock and straightened his loin cloth down over his genitals.
Gwendalyn took a deep breath and prepared to give her goblin squire a telling off, civilizing the little monster was proving rather frustrating. After a moments pause she decided it wasn't worth the effort. "We're leaving the temple first thing in the morning?" she announced.
"Going? Where?" replied Cockweasel in surprise, he was just getting used to this cushy lifestyle. It certainly bet cleaning the stone staircases at the sorceress's tower, and groping Lady Gwendalyn usually only resulted in a scolding or the occasion cuff around the ear, not the evil magical punishment's he'd received from his former buxom mistress.
"We have an important mission. For the war against the orcs," she told him.
"Orcs?" blurted Cockweasel in surprise. He hated orcs. Before he'd been captured and enslaved his goblin tribe and lived with a larger tribe of orcs who regularly bullied and generally trod all over their smaller goblin neighbours.
"Yes, you do know we're at war with the orcs?" Gwendalyn didn't wait for an answer. "But don't worry, I'll explain everything in the morning. For now you can get out of my room and get yourself back to the squires quarters. Better get some sleep we'll be leaving first thing in the morning."
The beautiful paladin sighed as her small goblin squire hurried out of the room. She looked over at the crumpled bed sheets where he'd been rutting that pretty young priestess and shuddered.
***
Sure enough they set of the next morning at dawn. Lady Gwendalyn rode her large black warhorse she called Mountain and Cockweasel rode a smallish brown riding horse that as far as he was aware had no name.
Gwendalyn had learned very soon after meeting Cockweasel that it was better they rode separately. The few times they'd been forced ride together the horny little goblin had been unable to keep his hands to himself, constantly groping and fondling despite her best efforts to stop him.
"So where we going?" asked Cockweasel shortly after they'd set out, striking north into the wilderness. The goblin was wearing a bit more than the skimpy, grubby loincloth in which Gwendalyn had last seen him in. He was dressed in the white and blue tunic and trousers of a squire of the Temple of Swords. Of course they were filthy, somehow everything that Cockweasel wore was very quickly covered in dirt and grime.
"We're heading to an orc encampment, just behind the frontline of the war," she told him. Gwendalyn was lightly armoured in mail rather than the much heavier full plate armour she often wore.
"What! We're going to the orcs?" blurted Cockweasel in surprise. "That's fucking insane."
"As I explained yesterday we're on a mission, a very important mission."
"Suicide?" suggested Cockweasel, feeling rather bleak at the prospect of riding right into the middle of a war. He'd always been one to avoid confrontation.
"We've received word of an orc defector," Gwendalyn explained. "His name is Kum Foulfang and he apparently wants to join our side of the war."
"Orc fighting with humans against orcs?" noted Cockweasel somewhat surprised. But then again it was pretty unusual to find a goblin trainee-paladin.
"Foulfang is supposed to have been one of the orc's strategists so the information he has could be invaluable."
"If he's defecting then why are we going to an orc encampment to get him, surely somewhere else would be safer to meet him. Like somewhere miles away from the rest of the smelly orcs?"
"Unfortunately he was captured while trying to escape," explained Gwendalyn. "He was thrown into an orc prison for deserting."
"We're going into an orc prison to break someone out?" muttered Cockweasel in disbelief. "We're dead!"
Gwendalyn smiled. "I'm sure we'll be fine."
"You've got a plan to get us in and then out again?"
"Not exactly, but don't worry, we'll think of something."
Cockweasel shook his head. "I never thought I'd be trying to break into a prison."
They rode on in silence. The frontlines of the war were several days ride away and they were apparently linking up with some of the kingdom's soldiers when they got there. The soldiers would help them get close to the prison encampment where Kum Foulfang was held and then they were on their own.
That evening they stopped and made camp a short distance off the main road near a stream and a small wooded area.
Cockweasel groaned as he clambered down off his horse. His thighs and ass were sore from riding, before meeting Gwendalyn he'd barely ever seen a horse let alone ridden one and his soft green skin was not really used to the hardships of long horse treks.
"Ow!" he moaned, scratching at his balls through his tunic. As well as being sore from the ride, his nuts were also protesting at last nights interruption. When Gwendalyn had walked in on him with his cock stuffed up that pretty redhead's ass his testicles had been churning and ready to squirt.
"What's the matter?" asked Gwendalyn, frowning down at the complaining goblin as she tied her warhorse Mountain up for the night.
"Fucking blue balls!" complained Cockweasel, now stuffing his hand down inside his trousers. "Don't suppose you could give me a little relief?" he asked her hopefully.
Gwendalyn's face screwed up in disgust at the suggestion. "Absolutely not!"
"You don't have to let me fuck you or nothing," Cockweasel assured her. "You could just use your mouth, or your hand or something?"



"There's no way I'm going anywhere near that smelly little penis of yours again!" the paladin snapped angrily at him. Cockweasel had managed to sample the beautiful paladin's mouth once in the past but she'd been very clear that it was a one-off occasion.
"But..."
"No way! You'll have to go deal with it yourself!" she snapped.
Cockweasel sighed and pulled his cock out over the top of his grubby white trousers.
"Not here!" cried Gwendalyn in horror. "I don't want to see it!"
Cockweasel grumbled in frustration and stuffed himself back inside his pants, then wandered off towards the nearby woodlands muttering under his breath.
He didn't go too far into the trees, worried that he might come across something unpleasant like a bandit, or worse yet, an orc. "Damn blue balls," he muttered as he once again fished out his cock.
He leant back against a tree and started stroking himself, closing his eyes as he masturbated. In his minds eye, Gwendalyn had followed him into the forest. She was now wearing a dress of red silk, low cut in the front exposing an ample portion of her full, creamy breasts. She moved straight over to him and pressed her bosom into his face, he leant down and buried his head in cleavage, the soft pillows of the paladin's huge tits against his mouth and cheeks.
Cockweasel imagined that it was her hand around his cock, rapidly stroking him, her hand pumping up and down the hard length of his now rock hard erection. The lovely blonde paladin dropped down to her knees in front of him, his stiff organ pointing at her pretty face. Gwendalyn smiled wicked up at him and then leant forward, her soft lips parting to allow his cock to slip into her...suddenly Cockweasel felt a touch on his hand.
"Wha!" he blurted loudly in surprise, his eyes snapping open and his horny fantasy immediately disappearing from his mind.
To his shock the hand that touched his own belonged to a blonde haired woman. She was beautiful, with dark olive skin and a muddy, short brown smock that clung to a delightfully curvy body. She was short, barely taller than Cockweasel and had slightly pointed ears and deep brown eyes that seemed to twinkle.
Cockweasel swallowed and glanced down, realising for the first time that the hand she was touching was the one he had wrapped around his cock. Which, incidentally, was still rock hard despite the shocking interruption.
"I, um..." he stammered, dropping his hand away from his erection. He jumped in surprise as instead of dropping her hand away, the women's soft fingers encircled his hard cock, squeezing his erection and causing him to let out a soft moan of pleasure.
"Who..." he started to speak but the blonde silenced him with a kiss, leaning forward and planting her soft lips against his. Cockweasel moaned in surprise as her soft, deliciously curved body pressed against his and her hot tongue slid eagerly into his mouth. She still held his cock in her warm hand between their bodies as they passionately kissed, not exactly stroking him, but rhythmically squeezing his hard length, almost as if she were milking him.
Cockweasel was breathless as they broke off their kiss and she stepped back. He noticed for the first time her tanned, trim legs, left bare by the very short smock she wore. Her knee's were grass-stained.
The blonde gave an impish grin and then sunk wordlessly to her knees, much the way Gwendalyn had in his fantasy. She moved her hands behind her back and leant in towards Cockweasel's crotch. The goblin's eyes went wide as her mouth slipped over the head of his cock and he felt an amazingly warm wetness. Without pausing she sunk her mouth down onto his penis, taking him deep into her mouth, her lips pressing tightly around the hard shaft of his cock.
"Oh fuck!" groaned Cockweasel in immense pleasure as he felt the head of his cock slip right into the stranger's throat and her lips press around the very base of his cock. She hadn't paused once in her descent down the length of his penis and taken him all the way into her mouth without using her hands for leverage, she was amazing.
The goblin groaned again as she held him in her mouth, her nose buried in his pubic hair and his balls resting right on her chin.
"So good," he whispered softly in bliss.
Then she drew back, sucking heavily as she moved back up his shaft, it almost felt like she was going to pull him over using just the suction of her mouth. The woman's tongue twirled teasingly around the head of Cockweasel's cock, emitting another groan from his lips. "Oh shit!"
The woman winked and then kissed the tip of his penis. She then stood up again, standing directly in front of him where he was still slumped back against a tree trunk. The blonde tugged her dress up and lifted it right off over her head, dropping it to the dirt beside her.
Cockweasel gasped at the sight of her voluptuous naked body. She was slim and well toned, not an ounce of fat on her. Her stomach was flat and her legs trim. Her breasts were large, almost out of place on her small frame and her hips curved nicely into a tiny waist. Her skin was deeply tanned, olive in colour and she had a few grass and mud stains on her otherwise flawless body.
The now naked blonde smiled at Cockweasel again. She then turned around and bent over at the waist, her lovely round as poking out towards the goblin. She parted her legs slightly and then started to lean back, lining the dripping entrance of her eager pussy up with Cockweasel's jutting erection.
Just as she was about to impale herself on him there was a blur from Cockweasel's left. Out of nowhere came Gwendalyn, flying at the naked woman who up until then been doing such a magnificent job of pleasuring Cockweasel.
Gwendalyn tackled the woman, sending her sprawling in the dirt.
"Away from her foul creature!" yelled Gwendalyn, drawing her longsword.
The naked blonde stumbled up to a crouch and scooped up a clump of mud from the ground beside her. She let out a suddenly horrible, inhuman screech and hurled the mud at Gwendalyn.
Cockweasel winced at the horrible noise, the first sound the woman had made since she had first appeared in front of him. The clump of mud slammed into Gwendalyn's right shoulder with a surprising force, causing her longsword to be flung from her hand. The paladin gave a cry of pain as she felt the mud burning at the flesh of her shoulder, her tunic immediately smouldering where the mud had landed.
Taking advantage of the moment, the naked woman turned and sprinted off between the tree's, fleeing hurriedly from the paladin and her goblin companion.
Gwendalyn moaned in pain, reaching up with her left hand and ripping at the burning shoulder of her mud-splattered tunic. She tore the substance away, taking her sleeve and the upper right section of her tunic with it. Her skin beneath was red and inflamed, but fortunately not burnt.
"What the hell what that?" gasped Cockweasel, his heart racing.
"That was wood nymph," explained Gwendalyn, wincing in pain as she cautiously poked at her sore shoulder. "If I hadn't come along she would have had you and drawn you into her lair. Nymph's entrap the unwary and hold them prisoner and slave in their lair, forever forced into carnal slavery."
Cockweasel frowned trying to work out if that was a good or bad thing. He once again found himself with his cock out in front of Gwendalyn, so close to getting off and once again unfulfilled.
"Let's get back to camp," said Gwendalyn, still looking in concern at her shoulder, "I've got to get some water on this wound."
Cockweasel nodded and stuffed himself back into his pants. Perhaps it would be better if he didn't wander off again alone.
When the got back to where Gwendalyn had set up a campsite, she immediately crouched down by the stream and started to bath her burnt shoulder in the cool water.
Cockweasel couldn't help but admire the way her freshly torn tunic showed a lot more flesh than before. The top and side of her ample right breast was now visible, as well as a decent bit of cleavage. He licked his lips as she splashed water onto her red shoulder and it dripped down, tricking over the swell of her lovely big tit and disappearing into her cleavage.
Her first aid causing the right side of her tunic to get quite wet and it clung to her buxom figure, sticking to her full breast and causing the white tunic to become almost see-through, the dark outline of a nipple clearly visible as she stood up and walked back to the small fire of their camp.
Cockweasel swallowed and scratched his crotch, it seemed his balls were in for some punishment on this adventure.
***
The next day Gwendalyn had them up and moving at dawn once again. They were still a couple of days from the frontlines and the paladin wanted to make good time. The longer they took to reach the destination the more likely it was that they would be too late to save Foulfang the orc deserter. If the orcs found out that his intention was to help the human's he wouldn't live long.
Lady Gwendalyn's shoulder was still tender from the strange mud the nymph had hurled at her the previous night so she did not wear her mail shirt today. Cockweasel made sure he rode on the right side of her as they travelled so he could constantly admire the delightful jiggle of her big tits, partically exposed through the ripped right hand side of her tunic.
"Any idea how we'll get into this orc camp?" he asked her as they rode.
"Nothing yet," admitted Gwendalyn. She was getting a little anxious about that herself, she definitely didn't favour a full assault on an orc prision in the midst of war.
"I might have an idea," said Cockweasel.
"Oh really?" said Gwendalyn in surprise, she always thought that sex was the only thing the horny little goblin had on his mind.
"Yes well goblins and orcs have been known to work together in the past," he explained to her. "I'm pretty sure there'll be some goblins about when we get to this orc camp. The orcs like to use us to do a lot of their dirty work."
"That's true," agreed Gwendalyn.
"So I should be able to come and go without too much suspicion," he continued.
"Maybe," Gwendaly agreed hesitantly. "But what about me? You can't do this by yourself. The orcs might let a goblin in, but there's no way they'd let a human in."
"Maybe not," replied Cockweasel. "Occasionally the orcs raid human villages and capture the occasional human, mostly women and take them as prisoners or slaves. We can pretend that you're a slave bound for the cells."
Gwendalyn nodded. "It's risky, but it could work. It might even get us right into wherever they keep the prisoners inside the encampment and get us close to wherever they're holding Foulfang."
"Exactly."
Gwendalyn smiled at her squire. "Well done Cockweasel, I'm surprised. And I'm very glad I brought you along with me."
Cockweasel smiled back at her, watching as her right breast jiggled beneath her tunic, almost threatening to pop right out.
***
That evening they made camp in the ruins of an ancient old tavern. There wasn't much left of it other than a couple of ruined stone walls and assorted rubble, no roof or shelter really, but it was better than sleeping in the open.
Cockweasel was again in agony after a day spent in the saddle. His inner thighs were now rather badly chafed and he found himself walking bandy legged around the camp to avoid his thighs rubbing together. His testicles were almost bursting as well, two days with no relief, not to mention the built up excitement from his encounters with Johanna and then the nymph had left him with a yearning ache in his balls.
"You've gotta give me some relief today!" begged Cockweasel as Gwendalyn unpacked their camp equipment from her warhorse's saddle bags.
"Yuck, absolutely not!" she refused firmly.
"Oh come on!" begged Cockweasel, hopping from foot to foot in exaggerated pain. "Just let me put it in your mouth for a minute and I'll be shooting in no time."
"That's disgusting," complained Gwendalyn.
"Please. I did come up with that great plan remember?" he dropped to his knees praying for her assistance.
"No way, no chance, never. No, just no!"
"I'll do anything," he said imploringly. "You can just do me with those big hooters of yours if you want. I'll be real quick."
"Cockweasel, shut up! It's not going to happen."
The goblin's shoulders slumped. "I wish you'd left me with that nymph!" he muttered under his breath, sitting down dejectedly by where Gwendalyn had started to build a fire.
***
The next day they made good progress towards their destination. As they got closer to the frontlines the signs of the war became more and more evident. They past a number of burnt out farmhouses and ravaged crop plantations and from time to time they travelled past corpses left unburied from the conflict.
By evening they were less than half a days travel from where they were due to meet with the human soldiers.
Cockweasel's legs and crotch were in even worse shape, the days of riding having taken a big toll on his tender flesh.
"I thought you told me this riding business would get easier?" he complained as he walked bandy-legged across their campsite for the day.
"It will eventually," Gwendalyn assured him.
"What about my blue balls?" he asked, but the blonde paladin ignored his crude comment. "Come on! I'm in agony here, do me a favour!"
Gwendalyn rolled her eyes. "If you're referring to wanting some relief at my expense then it's not going to happen."
Cockweasel groaned in frustration. "Look, you drag me out here towards the fucking orc frontlines, my legs are rubbed raw from that damn saddle, the least you can do is provide me a little relief from my problem, a little pleasure!"
"I'm not going to suck your dick Cockweasel," Gwendalyn said firmly.
"You ruined my last two chances to get my nut off, I deserve some compensation!"
"I ruined? I saved you from that nymph!" protested Gwendalyn getting a little angry now.
"I've had enough of this!" snapped Cockweasel, finally losing his cool. "If you want me to go through with the slave plan to get at that bloody orc then you're going to have to do something nice for me!"
Gwendalyn was taken aback by her squires anger. "You're blackmailing me?"
"I'm negotiating. You scratch my back, I'll scratch yours."
Gwendalyn's eyes narrowed, "What do you want then exactly?"
Cockweasel licked his lips, suddenly feeling a little excited, his stomach fluttering in anticipation already. "Well you interrupted me when I was fucking that priestess and that nymph."
"No way, I'm not letting you fuck me!" Gwendalyn said immediately. "I'll give you a handjob or something."
"Your mouth," said Cockweasel, counter-offering. "I want head."
Gwendalyn pausing, considering. It wouldn't be the first time her squire had put his grubby cock in her mouth so perhaps she could go through with it. From the way he was complaining about blue balls so much over the past few days, he likely wouldn't last very long. "Okay," she agreed at last.
"Sweet!" exclaimed Cockweasel, excitedly rubbing his hands together.
Gwendalyn glanced around their campsite, "So where shall we do this?"
"You can kneel down right here," said Cockweasel, already pulling down his pants, his green cock was already partially stiffened at the prospect of getting sucked by a beautiful busty paladin.
Gwendalyn hesitated at the thought of being on her knee's in front of the horny little goblin, imagining him fucking her mouth vigorously. "Wait," she said as he stepped up to her. "Why don't you sit on that log over there."
Cockweasel complied immediately, he wasn't about to argue over little details when there was a blowjob on offer. He sat down on the log, his bare legs spread wide as Lady Gwendalyn knelt down reluctantly in front of him. She rested her hands on his bony knees and stared down in disgust at his semi-hard green cock, nestled in a grubby looking patch of dark pubic hair.
The beautiful paladin murmured a silent prayer for courage, then took a deep breath and finally ran her hands up the goblin's legs, reaching for his penis.
Cockweasel gave a sigh as Gwendalyn's cool hands encircled his penis, lifting it up and starting to gently stroke his length.
"Any chance of letting me off the hook with a handjob?" asked the paladin hopefully as she cupped his balls in the fingers of one hand and stroked him with her other hand.
"Just shut up and put it in your mouth," replied Cockweasel, moaning slightly as she gently toyed with his testicles.
Reluctantly, Gwendalyn leant forward into the goblin's lap, guiding his hardening cock to her mouth. Her lips parted and her tongue came out, tentatively lapping at the head of his penis, taking an initial taste of him. She almost gagged at that first taste, several days in the saddle without washing had left his cock sweaty and caked with all sorts of filth. Up close with her face between his legs she also saw the harsh redness of his chaffed, saddle-sore inner thighs.
"Nice!" breathed Cockweasel as Gwendalyn leant in again, this time actually taking his cock into her mouth. She sucked the throbbing head of his penis between her lips, her cheeks hollowing as she slurped on the end of his now fully erect cock. Cockweasel moaned as he felt her tongue swirling around inside her mouth, licking against the bottom side of his dick. It felt wonderful.
Cockweasel groaned as Gwendalyn slid her lips further down his cock, now taking about half his length into her sucking mouth. He loved the look of the gorgeous human with his green cock stuffed between her lips. As a noble paladin having to do something disgusting like servicing a goblin was probably driving her crazy, but the sight of her sucking on him drove Cockweasel absolutely crazy.
The goblin reached down and grabbed the top of Gwendalyn's head, pushing her down further on his cock, mashing her face down into his lap.
"Oh fuck yes!" he groaned as he felt the warmth and wetness enveloping his whole length. Cockweasel shifted his grip to the sides of Gwendalyn's head, holding her by the ears as he started to pull her up and down on his cock, using her mouth to almost fuck. There was an awesome squelching sound each time he pulled her down and drove his cock deep into her sucking mouth, the surprised paladin doing her best not to gag with each invasive thrust of his cock.
"That's it bitch, suck that cock!" groaned Cockweasel, pulling her face faster and faster down into his lap. There was a familiar churning in his balls as he used her mouth for his pleasure, and this time he had no intention of stopping no matter what interruption might come.
Cockweasel gave a sudden shout, his back arching as his cock exploded into climax. He yanked Gwendalyn's head down into his lap, his hips hunching up off the log as he tried to stuff his cock as deep into her mouth as it could go. Gwendalyn's eyes went wide as she felt the goblin's cock force it's way right into her throat just as it started spurting cum.
Cockweasel moaned in pleasure as the waves of his orgasm rushed through his small green body. Ropes of thick sticky cum spurted straight down Gwendalyn's throat as she had no choice but to struggle to swallow his heavy load.
"Oh fuck!" he gasped, holding her head as he came, her nose buried in his pubic hair.
Cockweasel finally released her head and his body gave a shudder as he leant back on the log where he was seated. Gwendalyn hurried drew up off his cock, coughing and choking at the mouthful of cum he'd given her.
"You're an asshole Cockweasel," she said when she'd finally caught her breath, spitting on the dirt what little of his sperm hadn't gone straight into her belly.
"That felt so good," moaned Cockweasel, grinning happily like an idiot. "Such a relief."



Gwendalyn gave him a scowl, wiping her mouth with the back of one hand. "I'm getting a drink to get that taste out of my mouth."
"I'd forgotten how magical that mouth of yours was," said Cockweasel, looking very happy with himself as she hurried off to the nearby stream.
To be continued...
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By midday the next day Gwendalyn and Cockweasel finally rode into the army campsite located right near the frontlines of the war against the orcs. It was a small camp of rangers away from the main host of the army. There were only about twenty soldiers there including a medic and the commander, Captain Harlen.
It was the Captain that greeted them as they dismounted.
"You must be Lady Gwendalyn," he said, bowing as he helped the paladin down off her warhorse. He barely gave Cockweasel a glance.
"Yes, thank you for your help in this mission Captain," replied Gwendalyn politely.
The captain was a tall, good looking middle aged soldier with black hair showing some streaks of grey and a neatly trimmed black mostache. "It is our pleasure to assist such a valiant and if you don't mind me saying, beautiful knight," he said, kissing the back of Gwendalyn's hand gallantly.
Cockweasel wondered what the chivalrous captain would have said if he'd seen the paladin last night. On her knees with a goblin's cock shoved into her tonsils.
Captain Harlen offered his arm to Lady Gwendalyn and led her across the camp towards his command tent. Cockweasel hurried along behind them, completely ignored by the human ranger.
"So you've been able to locate the encampment where they have the orc?" Gwendalyn asked as they walked.
"We have," replied Harlen. "Originally it was our unit that learnt of this Foulfang's intention to desert. We were moments away from intercepting his escape when the orcs recaptured him. I had hoped that I would have personally been given the mission to break him out, but General West believed you had some unique skills and were better suited to the task." The captain glanced distastefully back at where Cockweasel was hurrying along behind them.
"How many orcs are we expecting at the prison site?" Gwendalyn asked as they ducked to enter Captain Harlen's tent.
"According to our scouts there are at least fifty orcs present, that's not including those held prisoner, as well as a handful of goblin underlings."
Cockweasel entered the tent behind them. It was quite sparse, a stretcher in one corner with a chest at the foot, probably containing the Captain's personal belongings. In the centre was a table that was apparently used for strategising. Rolled out on the table were a number of maps as well as some navigational equipment.
Harlen led them right up to the table and pulled out a map of the immediate area, rolling it out on top of the clutter of other maps. He stabbed his finger down on the map. "We're here at the moment, about a mile away from these hills here," he explained. "The goblin prison is about half a mile further in. We can get you to the hills, but from there you're on your own. A small group, just the two of you should be able to slip right up to the orc prison unnoticed. Getting inside however is another matter."
"We've got it covered," Cockweasel assured him, speaking for the first time.
Harlen ignored him completely and turned to Lady Gwendalyn. "It's not going to be easy, and getting out is likely to be just as difficult. Two hours after we drop you off we'll mount a raid on the orc encampment, we're outnumbered so don't expect it's the cavalry coming to bail you out, but it should act as a diversion to give you a chance to slip away in the chaos."
"Thank you," said Gwendalyn, touching the soldier's arm. "We'll need all the help we can get."
"I'll be praying for your safe return," Harlen told her.
***
They waited until just before dusk to make their move. After being escorted to the foot of the hills by Captain Harlen and his men, Gwendalyn and Cockweasel had travelled the rest of the way quickly, making good time.
From their vantage point, crouched behind some thick foliage they could see the entrance to the orc prison. It was a cave of some sort, no doubt quite large if the numbers that Captain Harlen had quoted were correct.
"Wear this," instructed Cockweasel, handing a small brown smock to her.
Gwendalyn looked at it in surprise, realising it was the dress worn by the nymph that had attacked Cockweasel a few days ago. "You kept it?' she queried in surprise.
Cockweasel shrugged. "Hey, it's not every day I get kissed like that."
Gwendalyn frowned but decided not to ask. She glanced around to look for a place to get changed.
"Quick, just do it here," urged the goblin.
"Okay," she agreed, remembering the clock was ticking. The rangers would be mounting a diversionary assault in less than an hour and a half from now.
Gwendalyn felt a little bashful at stripping in front of Cockweasel, especially knowing what a lecherous fellow he was, but she didn't really have much choice. She yanked her torn tunic up over her head, trying to keep one arm across her bare breasts at all times.
Cockweasel grinned and licked his lips as he watched the topless paladin. Her big tits were difficult to keep covered as she struggled into the nymph's smock and his stares were rewarded with a few nice peeks of her dark, pointed nipples. What he'd give to suck on those jugs for a while.
The smock was very tight, made for the much small nymph it was a tough job to get into. The brown gown stretched very tight across Gwendalyn's expansive bosom, almost threatening to rip and leaving very little to the imagination. It was low cut, only millimetres short of exposing the edge of her areola's and showing plenty of deep cleavage.
Gwendalyn reached under the hem of the smock and unfastened her leather pants, tugging them down and trying to keep the hem of the smock from riding up too much. The short dress showed off her long, trim legs to excellent effect, so short that it almost exposed the lower slopes of her firm buttocks at the back.
"You look great," said Cockweasel once she was ready, eyeing her up lecherously and licking his lips in admiration.
"Let's get this over and done with," muttered the paladin, stashing her clothes and longsword at the base of a nearby bush. She felt very exposed, not just by the tiny smock, but also by the fact she'd be going into the orc lair weaponless.
"Let's get you looking like a prisoner then," Cockweasel moved in front of her and tied her wrists together in front of her, taking his time and being sure to get a good up close look into her cleavage as he did so. He used a loose knot that Captain Harlen had shown him so that Gwendalyn could break free in a moment if required.
"There we go," announced Cockweasel once he was happy with the knot, he reached around and gave her a pat on the ass, causing her to almost jump in surprise.
Gwendalyn glared angrily at him. "Just behave yourself. Remember I can get out of these ropes if necessary!"
"Let's go then," urged Cockweasel with a wink.
He grabbed the end of the rope tied to Gwendalyn's wrists and dragged her forward towards the orc lair. His heart was hammering in his chest as he approached, if the orcs saw through their scheme they were dead.
Gwendalyn stumbled along behind her 'captor' doing her best to look like a distraught human prisoner. Inside she was just as nervous as Cockweasel, feeling very vulnerable without her sword and armour.
For a so-called orc war camp/prison the cave was on surprisingly low alert. Standing at the cave entrance was a single orc guard, leaning heavily on a tall steel tipped spear and looking half asleep. He didn't even notice their approach until they were almost right in front of him.
"Oi! What the fuck do you want?" growled the orc when he finally noticed Cockweasel and Gwendalyn. The orc was a short (somewhere between goblin and human size in height), stocky pig faced creature with ruddy green-brown skin an ugly snout and two fangs that jutted up from his lower jaw overtop of his upper lip.
Cockweasel swallowed nervously, although he wasn't tall the orc was powerfully built like most of it's kind and the much smaller goblin did not fancy his chances of getting away if things turned bad. His only consolation at this point was that the orc was obviously somewhat relaxed at the sight of a goblin and hadn't already run him through with the spear in a stab first, ask questions later approach that Cockweasel had feared might have been the case.
"I, um. I..." stammered Cockweasel.
"Spit it out goblin!" growled the orc, it's voice was deep and gruff and it almost sounded like he had rocks crunching around in the back of his throat.
"I, er, I caught this human," he said, tugging Gwendalyn forward by the rope. "She's for the slave cells."
The orc sniffed up a big dribble of snot that had been threatening to drop from his snout. "Another human slave eh?"
"Yeah, a woman," added Cockweasel, feeling a little more comfortable with each passing second that the orc didn't kill him.
"She's a pretty one," growled the orc, looking Gwendalyn up and down, noting her well curved body in the skimpy brown smock that Cockweasel had dressed her in.
Gwendalyn could feel the monsters gaze on her and wished that she'd worn something with a bit more material.
Cockweasel too apparently noticed the orc's stare. "Real nice," he agreed, pulling the rope and dragging Gwendalyn right next to him. "She's got a great pair of attitude's eh?" he said, reaching up with one hand and squeezing Gwendalyn's heavy right breast through her smock.
"Nice," grunted the orc in agreement, watching thoughtfully as the goblin's hand moved over to the busty woman's other tit, giving it a squeeze and then jiggling it in his palm.
"Nice big tits," said Cockweasel, so absorbed by his fondling of Gwendalyn's magnificent jugs that he almost forgot he was supposed to be having a conversation with the orc guard. The horny goblin licked his lips as he pinched the paladin's nipple through the material of her dress.
"Big," agreed the orc, stepping right up to the pair. He reached out and roughly grabbed Gwendalyn's other tit, roughly mauling it in his big hand. Gwendalyn winced in discomfort and gasped. He then reached down and grabbed the hem of her dress and tugged it up to her hip, exposing a good portion of Gwendalyn's firm ass. "I want to mate with her," said the orc, grabbing a handful of her buttocks and squeezing hard.
"You, um," Cockweasel's voice went up a couple of octaves in surprise. "You can't."
The orc frowned, dropping his hand away from the woman and focussing his attention back on Cockweasel. "Can't?" he growled menacingly.
Cockweasel swallowed. "She's a virgin, worth lots."
The orc glared at Gwendalyn's luscious curved body with a mixed of lust and doubt. "Virgin?"
Cockweasel's mind raced, realising he would have to satisfy the orc somehow to get inside the cave. He reached up towards Gwendalyn's face, "She's got a pretty mouth though," he told the orc with a wink, pushing one of his grubby fingers right between the busty blonde's lips and into her mouth.
Gwendalyn's eyes went wide, she seen Cockweasel scratching his ass and balls way too many times to be happy about having his finger in her mouth. Not too mention the fact the goblin was obviously offering up her mouth to this brute guard. Still she had to admit it was better than the alternative.
The orc hesitated a moment, apparently weighing up the offer. "Okay," he grunted at last, leaning his spear against the entrance to the cave and pulling open the front of his trousers.
Gwendalyn winced as the orc fished out a thick smelly cock from inside his pants, holding it in his meaty fist. She glanced down at the ground, it was covered with sharp looking rocks and rubble, not the sort of ground she wanted to be kneeling on. Not seeing a lot of alternatives, the buxom paladin bent forward at the waist, down towards the orcs offered penis.
Her hands were still tied together in front of her and she leant them both on the orcs thigh for support. The stench of the orc's cock was horrendous, but when she thought about it not much worse than Cockweasel's really.
Muttering a quick prayer, Gwendalyn leant forward and put her mouth around the tip of the orc's cock. The burly creature gave a moan of obvious pleasure at the touch of her lips. He kept his fist around the base of his cock so there was only about 3 inches of penis to go into Gwendalyn's mouth, thank the Gods for small mercies.
Gwendalyn grimaced as she sucked noisly on the end of the orc's cock, swiping her tongue around the tip and sealing her lips around the thick shaft. She bobbed her head over his cock, slurping as she drew her lips up and down the length of his cock that jutted out from his hand.
"Told you she was good," Cockweasel said to the orc who was obviously taking great pleasure from the paladin's mouth. Cockweasel gave Gwendalyn's ass a slap, enjoying the control he had over her for the time being. Her ass felt great so he reached back and this time gave it a squeeze through her dress.
The orc reached down and grabbed the top of Gwendalyn's head as she sucked him, holding her head in place as he stabbed his cock into her mouth a few times, moaning as he became more and more turned on. With the end of his cock in Gwendalyn's mouth and against her tongue the orc began to stroke his cock, rubbing the lower half, his fist banging into her face as he jerked off. He was half getting a blowjob, half masturbating directly into her mouth.
"Good sucking!" the orc moaned his fist a blur on his cock, the head of his penis vibrating in Gwendalyn's mouth as she did her best to suck heavily on him.
The orc gave a loud grunt and was suddenly spurting. With his strong hand holding her head in place Gwendalyn had nowhere to go as he started to full her mouth with hot, sticky orc semen. The guard's knee's sagged as he shot thick ropes of cum across Gwendalyn's tongue, emptying his load into her mouth.
"Good sucking," he repeated, wringing the last few drops into her mouth. He pulled his spent cock out from between her lips and slapped it a couple of times against her cheek, leaving a couple of tiny droplets of sperm.
"You can go in," the guard said when he finally released Gwendalyn's head.
"Thank you, thank you," replied Cockweasel, almost grovelling as he pulled Gwendalyn inside, holding tightly to the rope that bound her wrists.
"I can't believe you put me through that," hissed Gwendalyn once they were deep enough into the cave to be out of earshot.
"Sorry," apologised Cockweasel. "But at least I didn't let him fuck you."
"And was squeezing my ass necessary?"
"Just getting into character," the goblin replied. The argument was quickly cut short as they entered the first large chamber of the orc cave.
It was a vast chamber with about five different tunnels leading off in various directions. There were about a dozen orcs and even a couple of goblins inside, mostly lazing about. A few were gambling at a table near the middle of the cavern and one particularly muscular orc was sharpening a huge axe in one corner of the cavern. One or two looked up at their entry and seemed a little surprised to see a human prisoner, but fortunately no one bothered them as they made their way around the edge and took the first tunnel, hoping it led where they wanted to go.
It didn't. Cockweasel dragged Gwendalyn down the dimly lit passageway and stumbled right into an orc sleeping area.
On the broken bed that was in the centre of the small chamber there was a fat, overweight orc. He was naked and busy vigorously thrusting into the posterior of a human slave. She was young, obviously a peasant girl that had been captured somewhere along the way. She was a little skinny but otherwise could have been quite pretty if she was cleaned up. The orc held her hips tightly in his plump hands and was slamming his thick cock into her doggy style.
"What ya want?" he growled in annoyance when he saw Cockweasel stumble into the room.
"Ah, prison?" stammered the goblin in reply.
"Next tunnel you stupid goblin," grunted the orc, resuming his fucking.
Cockweasel nodded and quickly backed away.
They followed the directions given, quickly slipping through the main chamber and down along the next tunnel.
Sure enough this time they found the prison area of the orc cave. Gwendalyn's stomach churned when she saw two large orcs standing guard in front of an iron gate that had been fashioned across the tunnel to lock prisoners inside. She wondered what humiliation Cockweasel was going to put her through to get past the guards.
Fortunately it didn't involve oral sex, the busty paladin managing to get away with a few exploratory pinches and gropes as both orcs took it in turns to check her for any hidden weapons.
"What does this Kum Foulfang look like?" hissed Cockweasel once they were past the main gate to the series of caverns that served as a prison. The two guards locked the gate behind them as they entered.
"I don't know," replied Gwendalyn.
"How are we going to find him then?"
"I don't know," Gwendalyn replied again, that was the first time she'd even considered the problem of identifying the orc defector. Up until now she hadn't even got past the problem of getting inside the orc jail in her planning.
Fortunately it didn't prove as hard as expected. The jail contained mostly human prisoners, all rather gaunt and mistreated, mostly women as orcs tended to kill the survivors of battle rather than accepting any surrenders. There were also a handful of goblins, but only one orc.
Kum Foulfang was behind another locked gate near the back of the main prison cavern. He was quite big for an orc, but not muscular like the guard Gwendalyn had sucked off, but chunky and flabby like the orc they'd found fucked the slave in the first tunnel they'd ventured down.
"We're going to need the key," murmured Gwendalyn, eyeing up the locked the door.
"Hurry up in there goblin!" grunted one of the guards from the other side of main gate.
Cockweasel looked back in surprised and realised that it would indeed look a bit odd if he staying in the jail with his prisoner. He turned back to Gwendalyn and started to untie her wrists to release her into the general population.
"I've got an idea," he whispered. "Just play along and I'll get us that key."
"Okay," agreed the paladin with a subtle nod, rubbing her wrists as the rope finally came off.
"Take my cock out and start playing with it," instructed Cockweasel.
"What?" she hissed, suddenly getting annoyed with her horny squire.
"Trust me," he whispered. "Just play along and then when you see your chance grab the key."
"I don't see..."
"Do it!" insisted Cockweasel, glancing over his shoulder at the guards.
"Fine," agreed Gwendalyn at last. She reached into the front of the goblin's pants and pulled out his green cock. It was soft, but she felt it twitch in her palm as she gave it a squeeze and pulled it out of his pants. Her other hand cupped his balls as she began to toy with his thickening penis.
"Good," murmured Cockweasel, reaching up and grabbing at both of Gwendalyn's tits through her smock. The paladin stiffened at his touch and suppressed the urge to slap him, letting him play with her boobs as she stroked his cock.
Cockweasel's dick quickly stiffened in Gwendalyn's hands and she began to give him a proper handjob, wrapping her hand around his shaft and rubbing rapidly up and down. All the while the goblin continued to fondle her breasts, squeezing and pinching them through her dress.
"What the hell's going on in there?" demanded the guard from behind the still locked gate, obviously starting to lose patience.
"I'll just be a minute," replied Cockweasel, moaning softly as Gwendalyn jerked him off, perhaps enjoying it a little too much.
"What are you doing?" demanded the orc.
Cockweasel sighed theatrically and pried Gwendalyn's hand off his cock, he stuffed it back in his pants and turned to the guard. "Sorry, it's just she does this amazing thing with her hands, I wanted one last go."



"What she do?" asked the orc, his curiousity piqued.
"It's amazing," Cockweasel told him, forming a half clenched fist and making the motion of masturbating in the air. "You should give it a try." Cockweasel didn't wait for an answer and immediately dragged Gwendalyn over towards the iron gate.
"Come on," urged Cockweasel as he pushed Gwendalyn right up to the bars and waved the guard closer.
The orc seemed to hesitate for only a moment before stepping up to the iron gate. Knowing what was expected of her, Gwendalyn reached through the bars and tugged down the front of the guards pants. His thick, flaccid cock flopped out and she immediately took hold of it in both hands, giving it a firm squeeze. The orc gave a snort as Gwendalyn started to play with his dick, stroking it in her palms as well as paying attention to his heavy testicles.
"Ain't nothing special," the orc said to Cockweasel when his cock did not immediately rise under the buxom paladin's attentions.
The second guard looked on with interest as his companion was pleasured by the human prisoner.
"Just wait, it's good," the goblin assured him. "Play with her tits a bit as well."
The orc moved closer to the bars and reached up to grab Gwendalyn's chest as she stroked his still soft cock. He wasn't able to get his big hands all the way through the bars so made do with using his first two fingers and thumbs to pinch at her heavy boobs.
Gwendalyn swiped her thumb across the head of the guards cock and pulled on the fleshy pole to bring him even closer to the bars. It was what she had been waiting for. The paladin kept her left hand cupping the orcs testicles, but her right hand released his cock and shot over to grab the large keyring attached to his belt. She yanked the keys back through the bars and at the same time squeezed as hard as she could on the orcs nuts.
The orc gave a roar of agony as Gwendalyn tossed the keys to Cockweasel. He fell back and doubled over in pain as the goblin and human ran back across the prison chamber to the gate at the far end where the orc deserter Foulfang was imprisoned.
Cockweasel fumbled at the second gate, his hand shaking as he jammed the key into the lock.
"This had better be the same key," he said out loud, his heart racing as he glanced over to see the second guard inserting a key in the front door.
"Hurry!" urged Gwendalyn.
Cockweasel turned the key and there was a click as it unlocked. They both breathed an audible sigh of relief as Cockweasel yanked the door open.
At the same time the guard had unlocked the front gate. His fellow orc was still on the floor holding his crushed crotch.
"Shit!" swore Gwendalyn as the unwounded guard drew his sword and moved towards them.
Cockweasel pulled Gwendalyn into the cell and slammed the door shut. He then reached through the bars and slammed his fist down on the key chain. The rusted metal snapped off and fell to the floor, leaving the end of the key jammed into the lock.
"He's not getting through this gate now," said Cockweasel, looking rather pleased with himself.
"And neither are we you idiot!" snapped Gwendalyn.
"Huh?' Cockweasel blurted, not sure what the problem was.
"You've just locked us in this cell, we can't escape now," said Gwendalyn angrily.
"Oh," replied Cockweasel sheepishly, his bluster all gone. "I didn't think of that." He looked back out of the cell to see the two orcs guards glaring in at them, looking none too happy.
"Who the fuck are you two?" said a voice from within the cell. It was Kum Foulfang the orc traitor.
"Well we were here to save you, but now I'm not so sure," said Cockweasel with a shrug.
"Is there another way out of here?" asked Gwendalyn anxiously as the two guards started to raise the alarm.
"Not that I know of," replied Foulfang. "The cave goes back a short way back there, but the only thing there is a stream for drinking water."
"A stream?" repeated Gwendalyn hopefully.
"Yeah, so what?"
"It could be our best chance. The water has to go somewhere!" the paladin said enthusiastically, moving towards the back of the cave.
"You want to jump in the stream?" asked Foulfang in surprise.
Gwendalyn moved around the back corner of the prison cave and sure enough there was a small stream disappearing down into a deep looking hole in a small waterfall. She could hear the sound of rushing water beneath. The hole would be a tight fit, especially for the rather plump orc, but it looked possible.
"We're going down," Gwendalyn announced.
"But I can't swim!" protested Foulfang.
"Better learn quick," replied Gwendalyn, patting the orc on the back of his shoulder, "because you're going in first." With that Gwendalyn gave the orc a shove, pushing him into the stream.
To be continued...
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Foulfang gave a cry of surprise as he landed face first in the two foot deep stream, it was just deep enough to avoid his face hitting the rock at the bottom. Before he had a chance to stop himself the stream washed him headfirst down into the hole. His left shoulder wash smashed jarringly into the rocks around the edge of the gap and then he found himself jammed into the hole. His head, shoulders and upper body sticking downwards, overlooking a much deeper river in the darkness below, his legs still in the stream above, jammed in place but his over-sized belly.
Gwendalyn glanced back around the corner to see the two guards struggling with the broken lock that Cockweasel had left behind. She could hear shouts from further back near the back section of the cave that suggested more orcs were on their way. She swore under the breath and hurried back to where Foulfang was jammed into the hole.
"Help me push," she said to Cockweasel, jumping down into the stream behind the orcs back half.
The two of them reluctantly pressed their hands against Foulfang's prodigious posterior and shoved with all their might.
It only took the single push. All at once Foulfang popped free and was thrown into the open gulf of darkness below. Propelled by the momentum of their push and the speed the orc came free both Gwendalyn and Cockweasel followed. The latter yelping in surprise as he fell through the hole and into the darkness.
They landed in the fast moving river bellow with three splashes in quick succession. Gwendalyn reached out and managed to grab a handful of Foulfang's tunic collar as they were immediately washed downstream by the rapid current.
With the orc frantically struggling, Gwendalyn struggled to keep Foulfang's head above water as they were swept downstream. The shouts of the orcs above quickly vanished as they were carried away by the river.
It felt like hours but was probably only minutes as they were washed along by the river. Several times waves of pain shot through Cockweasel's body as he was slammed against the rock walls or hit other debris floating in the cold river.
"Light!" he heard Gwendalyn's shout from not too far away. Sure enough he saw a dull glow from further downstream.
Moments later Cockweasel was swimming for the edge of the river where there was a small beach of sand. They had been swept along the underground river into a vast cavern where the river widened and slowed. The light that Gwendalyn had seen was coming from the roof of the cavern which let off a dim, blue-white glow. Cockweasel had no idea what caused the glow but it didn't look too natural to him.
"Are you okay?" asked Gwendalyn as he reached the shore. Beside her the orc Foulfang was coughing and hacking up all the water he'd swallowed during their unplanned river ride.
"I'll be fine," replied Cockweasel, breathing heavily. He was exhausted from the effort of struggling to keep his head above water and sore from the battering he'd taken against the rocks on way through.
"Nice rescue," remarked Foulfang sarcastically once he'd cleared most of water from his throat and lungs.
"It'd didn't exactly go to plan," admitted Gwendalyn. She was still dressed in the ultra skimpy brown smock that Cockweasel had taken from the nymph. The dress had been very revealing initially, but now it was soaking wet and clung to the blonde's phenomenal curves like a second skin, leaving almost nothing to the imagination. Her ample chest rose and fell as she breathed rapidly, each expansive breath causing her bosom to swell out mind-bogglingly, her hard nipples clearly visible through the wet fabric as well.
"Why did you save me anyway?" asked the orc with a note of suspicion.
"We learnt of your intention to change sides," explained Gwendalyn. "The knowledge you can give our armies will be invaluable in the war."
The fat orc opened his mouth to reply when a spear suddenly appeared right in front of his face. Lady Gwendalyn reached for her non-existent sword and within seconds they were surrounded.
Their attackers were elves all female. Slender with the pointed ears typical of the elves, only these elves had black skin, so dark it had almost blue-ish sheen to it (which could have been due to the strange lighting from the cavern ceiling). They were dark elves, otherwise known as drow.
There were six drow, all armed with long spears, tipped with leaf-shaped blades. They wore tight fitting black leather armour the clung to their athletic bodies. Interestingly from Cockweasel's perspective was the way the front of the elves leather vests all gaped open, displaying plenty of cleavage. None were quite as well endowed as Gwendalyn, but there was still plenty of boobage for his viewing pleasure. Not the most practical armour for battle perhaps, but if he'd been fighting them he would have been distracted.
"We don't mean any harm," said Gwendalyn, holding her hands up and trying to show she was unarmed. "We're just passing through."
"Come with us," said one of the drow, gesturing with the dangerous looking tip of her spear for them to proceed up the beach towards the tunnel on the cavern wall ahead of them.
"Such a nice rescue," Foulfang muttered under his breath as the three of them were marched at spear point up towards the tunnel.
They went through and followed it's length for a couple of hundred meters until it opened out into another cavern who's roof was also lit by the strange azure glow. Inside this cavern was small village made up of several building's carefully crafted from stone. They were forced through down to the centre of the building's where another dozen drow were waiting.
The group were again all female. At the front of the group was the apparently leader of the village, a tall buxom dark elf holding a gnarled staff of dark ebony wood. She was wearing a gown of white, unlike the rest of the drow who were all dressed in black leather armour. The gown was long, falling all the way to her feet, but was slit up one side revealing her long, slender leg. Like the leather vests, the front of the gown gaped open wide, the neckline plunging all the way to her waist displaying a good portion of her generously rounded breasts and coming very close to exposing her dark nipples.
"We found these three down at the river Mistress Vilestra," said the same drow who'd spoken at the riverbank.
The leader of the elves slowly looked at the three prisoners. She then pointed to Foulfang. "He looks strong enough for breeding stock," she announcing, eying the orcs podgy body somewhat critically.
Kum was surprised at this, he'd heard of drows and orcs mating before, usually as a result of the orc raping a drow, never the other way around. The resulting offspring were known as dorcs. The dorcs were dark skinned like the drow, but possessed the thicker, stockier figure of their orcish genes. They weren't the smartest, even by orc standards and were mostly used for physical labour in slave camps.
Vilestra then pointed to Gwendalyn. "You are female and therefore no use to us. You will be sacrificed to the Goddess. Kalysa," she said, turning to the leather armoured drow who'd brought them up from the river, "secure her at the altar, the ceremony will be tomorrow at dawn."
Cockweasel swallowed, that didn't sound good, he thought to himself. He also wondered when dawn was in this underground lair. He immediately stopped worrying about that when the drow leader turned her attention to him.
"You," she said, squinting slightly as she gazed thoughtfully at the nervous goblin. "You I'll find a use for. Have him taken to my quarters."
Cockweasel sighed with relief when he realised he wasn't going to be sacrificed as well. He hoped that she would use him for breeding stock too actually.
All three of them were dragged off in different directions by the amazon-like warriors. Foulfang was taken at spear point to a nearby stone building and led inside. He was stripped of his clothing and thrown into a room that was completely empty other than a wooden chair that had a red velvet cushion on it. Behind him the door was slammed shut and locked.
He glanced nervously about, feeling rather vulnerable without any clothing. He was definitely alone. There were two windows in the room which let in a little light, but it was still quite dark. The windows were small, definitely not big enough for him to climb through.
"Stupid rescue," he grumble, although with the cushioned chair he had to admit that this cell was better furnished than the previous one. With a sigh he sat down on the chair and waited.
He didn't have to wait long. About a minute later he jumped slightly on the chair as there was the noisy clunk of the door being unlocked. Foulfang looked up nervously as it opened.
The drow that entered was completely naked. And stunningly beautiful.
She was not one that Foulfang had seen before during his short time in the underground village, presumably one of their breeding stock as well. She was tall and slender, although her hips were curvy and her breasts full and firm. The dark elf's skin was jet black, contrasting sharply with her long, snowy white hair. Her body was hairless, her pubic mound bare.
Foulfang swallowed, not sure if he was nervous or excited by the sight of the naked dark elf he had been chosen to mate with.
***
Whilst Foulfang was being about to be mated by a busty drow, Cockweasel was being put to work by a busty drow. If the goblin had known he'd of switches places in a heartbeat.
The leader of the drow, Mistress Vilestra had informed Cockweasel that he was to become her house slave. She already had him scrubbing the floor of the large stone building that served as her quarters. Cockweasel was immediately reminded of the many years he'd served as a slave to a sorceress before he met Lady Gwendalyn. He had no intention of returning to that thankless lifestyle.
"Get me some wine goblin!" snapped the drow. She was sitting at a desk reaching through some parchments while Cockweasel scrubbed the floor. At her command he hurried to the room next door which was a small kitchen area and grabbed a large stone jug that was filled with dark red wine.
Cockweasel hurried back to his new mistress, struggling a little to balance the heavy jug. He tipped the large jug, splashing wine into the silver goblet on the table in front of the buxom drow leader. He must have poured a little too quickly however, as the goblet was tipped over by the force of the liquid and the red wine splashed down over front of Vilestra's pure white gown.
The drow gasped in surprise as the front and lap of her dress was suddenly drenched in the red alcohol.
"You stupid little creature!" she gasped in horror.
Cockweasel paled in surprise, wondering how annoyed she would get with him. He suffered plenty of torturous punishments at the hands of his previous mistress.
"Sorry!" he blurted hurriedly as he grabbed a cloth rag and began to dab at Vilestra's lap, trying to soak up as much of the wine as he could. Unfortunately her dress was pure white and there was no way to get rid of the red stains.
Cockweasel didn't let that put him off however. He desperately rubbed the pretty drow's legs through her soaked dress, then moved the rag further up over the wine stains. When he reached her chest he suddenly found himself pressing the rag to the elves ample breasts. The large orbs felt incredibly warm and soft against his rag filled hand and the horny goblin abruptly forget what he was doing. Somehow in amongst his cleaning of Vilestra's dress he dropped the rag and started using both hands to clean the stained material that covered her mountainous chest. Cockweasel gave a small moan as he squeezed the drows big black boobs through her dress. The coolness of the wine had made her nipples stand up and they felt like hard buds against his palms.
Suddenly the groping goblin froze, his fingers sunken into the soft flesh of the dark elf's tits. Resting against his inner thigh was the cool steel length of Vilestra's long bladed dagger.
"You're quite a nuisance goblin," she said dangerously. Cockweasel's hands immediately stopped their fondling and dropped down away from her bosom. "I think it might be best if my new slave was a eunuch."
Cockweasel had no idea what a eunuch was, but it didn't sound promising. Almost without thinking he picked up the wine jug. Vilestra obviously didn't consider him a threat as she didn't react at his movement. Before she could correct her mistake Cockweasel shattered the heavy jug over the side of the dark elf's head.
Mistress Vilestra went down like a sack of potatoes. She fell back sideways off her chair and slumped to the floor, completely knocked out.
"This seems a little familiar," muttered Cockweasel as he pushed away the fallen chair and bent over the drow's unconscious body to check if she was alive or dead.
***
"You need to be hard," snapped the nude dark elf, standing directly in front of where Foulfang still sat on the velvet cushioned chair. Her legs were apart and the orc could clearly see the lips of her sex, glistening and slightly moist already.
"You could suck it?" suggested Foulfang with a slight smirk.
The dark elf's face twisted up in disgust at his suggestion. "Do you not find me attractive?" she asked him, ignoring his comment.
"You've got nice tits," replied the orc with a shrug.
The dark elf seemed to accept that as a compliment and moved forward, straddling Foulfang as he sat on the chair. She ran her hands seductively up her sides and cupped and squeezed her own tits, pinching on the nipples. She then lowered herself down onto Kum's lap and slipped her soft hands between his legs, taking hold of his flaccid penis. As she started to stroke his cock in her cool hands, she leant forward and pressed her ample breasts into the orcs face, smothering his snout in her cleavage.
Foulfang apparently liked this. His hands moved up and grabbed the sides of the drow's big tits, squeezing them and pressing them harder against his face. His tongue came out and licked up the length of her deep cleavage, his protruding fangs scraping slightly against the soft flesh of her boobs.
***
Cockweasel looked down thoughtfully at the prone body of the dark elf leader. Through the open front of her white gown he could see a considerable portion of her sizeable tits. The mountainous orbs thrust up from her chest aching to be touched.
"This is very familiar," Cockweasel murmured to himself as he reached down and grabbed a gown covered tit in each hand. He gave the firm melons a squeeze as he considered his options.
"I'll have to escape," he said, planning out loud. He massaged the unconscious drows firm breasts through her dress as he plotted. "If she wakes up my life won't be worth shit."
The goblin slipped his hands inside the front of the dark elfs dress where he cupped and squeezed her warm, bare breasts. They felt wonderfully smooth beneath his groping fingers.
"I guess I should try and save Gwendalyn and the orc as well," he decided, fondling as he spoke.
He looked down thoughtfully, studying the beautiful drow's unconscious face. Her lips were full and pouty, jet black in colour but inviting all the same. In Cockweasel's opinion a mouth like that was made for cocksucking.
"But there's no hurry really," he noted, his hands down inside the front of Vilestra's dress pinching roughly on her nipples.
***
Foulfang's cock was now hard in the drow's soft hand as she stroked his length rapidly. The orc was now sucking on one of her hard nipples, one of his hands squeezing eagerly on the untended breast, the other cupping her firm right buttock.
The elf apparently decided that he was hard enough. She moved forward, lifting herself up from where she was sitting on Foulfang's knee. She gave his hard erection a firm squeeze as she lined the head of his cock up with the now dripping wet entrance to her sex.
She gave a long groan of pleasure as she sunk down onto the orc's thick cock, letting his rock hard shaft slide up inside her.
"Oh fucking hell!" groaned Foulfang, letting the tip of the drow's heavy breast slip from his mouth. Both of his hands moved to grab at her buttocks as the dark skinned elf slowly started to move up and down on his cock. Kum thrust his cock upwards to meet her bounces and his hands squeezed tightly on her firm ass, his fingers sinking into the flesh of her buttocks as he pulled her down against him.
The orc gave a snort of pleasure through his pig-like snout and he suddenly stood up off the velvet cushioned chair. He still held the slender dark elf, his hands cupping her ass and holding her against him, his cock impaled in her vagina. Kum Foulfang gave another lustful grunt as he went to his knees and then lowered the drow to the floor so that he was on top of her, now able to control the speed of their fucking himself.
The dark elf breeder wrapped her long black legs around Foulfang as he started to pump on top of her, his hard cock sliding rapidly in and out of her cunt with lust-filled abandon.
***
Meanwhile Cockweasel was starting to enjoy his time in the drow village as well.
He was now kneeling over the unconscious drow matron's face, his green erection hovering over her beautiful visage and his bare buttocks resting on her bosom.
"Who's the stupid one now then?" he said, smirking down at the beautiful drow. Cockweasel held his cock by the base and waved it up and down, the head of his penis slapping against her dark, pouting lips.
"Open wide bitch!" he said, grabbing a handful of her hair and lifting her head up off the stone floor. At the same time he pushed forward, sliding his hard cock between Vilestra's full lips and into her mouth.
"Oh yeah!" he groaned, moving both his hands to the back of the dark elf's head and pulled her against his crotch. It felt fantastic to shove his cock in between the drow's haughty lips.
Cockweasel began to push and pull on the dark elf's head, sliding her mouth back and forth along the length of his cock. Each time he pulled her in towards him he pumped his hips forward and jammed his cock deep into her throat, loving the way his cock felt as it slid along her tongue and pushed against her tonsils.
He moved her head faster and faster over his cock, using her mouth like he would a fist for masturbating. Unlike the blowjob Gwendalyn had given him where she was actively sucking on his penis, the drow's lips were slack around his cock and therefore not as pleasurable. After a couple of minutes of drilling her mouth, Cockweasel decided he needed a different hole to shove himself into.
***
"The goddess is gonna love you," said the dark elf Kalysa as she finished tying the ropes around Gwendalyn's ankles. As she stood up she ran her hand up the side of Gwendalyn's long, sleek leg, right up to her hip, just under the hem of her undersized brown smock.
"We don't mean you any harm, we're just passing through," said Gwendalyn, repeating her earlier plea to equally useless results. The drow had tied her to an altar on a rocky outcropping several meters above the underground village. Her hands were bound outstretched with thick rope.
"I'll see you tomorrow at dawn," replied Kalysa, ignoring the paladin's plea. She slipped her hand out from under the hem of Gwendalyn's smock, her fingertips tracing through the blonde curls of the human's pubic hair as she stepped away.
Gwendalyn slumped back helplessly against the stone altar as the dark elf walked away. She tugged at her bound hands but found no give in the ropes. Things were looking hopeless.
***
"Oh fuck yeah!" Cockweasel the goblin gave a long groan of pleasure as he slid his cock into the tight pussy of Mistress Vilestra. Her white gown was bunch up around her hips and her long black legs spread wide, his green posterior bouncing between them as he started to fuck her.



The goblin had pulled open the front of her dress and had a firm ebony boob in each hand, his fingers squeezing into the ample flesh as he thrust himself between her legs, his cock eagerly jack-hammering her cunt.
Cockweasel leant over and sucked a hard nipple between his lips, sliding his tongue over the smooth round expanse of her bosom. Each thrust of his hips filled the room with the sound of slapping flesh as the goblin thoroughly screwed the beautiful dark elf.
Already turned on from the face fucking he'd given her moments before, Cockweasel knew that he wouldn't last long inside her tight cunt. Of course, with the added danger of her regaining consciousness at any moment that was probably a good thing.
Cockweasel gave a sudden grunt of pleasure as he felt his orgasm approaching. His cock lurched inside her as he thrust deep, his semen shooting up the length of his cock and bursting out, flooding her cunt with his seed.
"Fuck!" he groaned, arching his back and pushing hard into her, letting his cock spurt in climax. He slumped down onto her prone body, burying his head in her cleavage as he caught his breath, enjoying the feeling of her pussy clutching around his pulsing cock.
After a few moments he lifted himself off her, wiping his spent cock on her inner thigh.
"Time to save the day," he said, reaching down and giving her right breast a farewell squeeze.
***
Kum Foulfang hammered his cock between the legs of the drow, pinning her to the floor as he fucked her. He was snorting and grunting like a rutting animal, the powerful thrusts of his loins driving his cock deep inside her.
"Turn over," ordered the dark elf.
Kum gave a small grunt of annoyance, but wasn't silly enough to ruin a good thing. He rolled over onto his back, pulling the slender drow with him, keeping his dick inside her during the entire manoeuvre.
The drow started to ride him, rolling her hips and grinding down on the orc's stiff erection, her eyes closed as she luxuriated in the feel of his thick cock.
Foulfang reached up with both hands and grabbed hold of her heavy, swaying knockers, fondling them as she rode him. He pushed the two large orbs together, lifting them up her chest and squeezing, his fingers sinking into the firm ebony flesh.
"Oh yeah, fuck me!" he groaned, slapping one of her tits and enjoying the way the fleshy melon jiggled above him. He arched his hips up off the stone floor, trying to sink his cock deeper inside her, despite the fact it was already buried to the hilt.
The drow was now rubbing her clit with one hand as she rode him and he mauled and squeezed at her big tits.
Suddenly there was a crash and pieces of shattered wine jug rained down onto where Kum lay beneath the drow.
The dark elf slumped down on top of him, unconscious.
"What the fuck?" growled the orc as he pushed her limp form off him and saw the goblin Cockweasel standing above him, holding the broken handle of a large wine jug in one hand.
"And here I am rescuing you again," announced Cockweasel, looking quite pleased with himself.
"Argh!" growled the orc, covering his uncomfortably stiff cock with both hands as he sat up. "You could've waited till I was done fucking her."
Cockweasel tossed a pile of clothes on a floor next to the frustrated orc. "Get dressed, we've got to go save Lady Gwendalyn before they notice we've escaped."
Kum gave a grumbled and reached for his clothes, glancing regretfully over at the unconscious nude drow beside him.
"Don't worry," said Cockweasel, noticing the orc's lingering glance. "I'll get you laid later on to make up for it."
Once Foulfang was dressed they quickly slipped out of the building and into the main area of the village. There were no dark elves in sight.
"Where is everyone?" whispered Foulfang as he followed Cockweasel across the village.
"I think they're all asleep," replied Cockweasel, also keeping his voice low. "But I don't want to go poking around to make sure."
"Up there," said Kum, pointing high above the buildings.
Cockweasel looked up and saw the stone altar on the ledge overlooking the underground village. There was a rough stone path carved into the wall of the cavern leading up to the altar. "Let's go," he whispered to his orcish companion.
They crept quickly across the village, eyes darting around for any sign of the dark elves, but they seemed to be in luck and went unchallenged.
The path up to the altar was narrow, they could only climb single file. At the top the ledge widened around the large stone altar to whatever goddess it was that the drow worshipped. Cockweasel briefly wondered if it was the goddess of love and his thoughts went to Johanna's spectacular ass.
"You escaped?" murmured Gwendalyn in surprise as Cockweasel and Kum came over to where she was tied up.
"Of course!" replied Cockweasel with a grin.
"Untie me and we'll get out of here!" Gwendalyn said with obvious pleasure. She had thought she was doomed to be sacrificed to the drow's evil goddess, not the ideal demise for a holy paladin.
"Feet first," instructed Cockweasel as he and Foulfang hurried over to Gwendalyn's side and crouched down to untie her ankles.
As Foulfang reached for the rope around Gwendalyn's feet, Cockweasel ran his hand up the back of the paladin's calf, feeling the smooth, bare flesh of her leg. Kum glanced up from the knots to see Cockweasel slide his hand up higher to the back of Gwendalyn's creamy thigh.
Kum licked his lips, he was still very horny from having his fuck interrupted by Cockweasel earlier. He slid one hand up Gwendalyn's other sleek leg as his other hand half heartedly tugged at the knots around her ankle.
While Cockweasel casual stroked his hand up and down the back of Gwendalyn's thigh, enjoying the smooth warm feel of her skin, Kum went in for the kill, sliding his hand right up under the back of her brown smock and grabbing her bare ass.
"Ow!" exclaimed Gwnedalyn in surprise as the orc gave her ass a hard squeeze. "The ropes aren't up there!"
"Sorry," mumbled Foulfang, reluctantly pulling his hand out from the back of her dress. He gave the knot around her ankles another tug, with both hands this time and it came loose.
The orc and goblin stood up, each going for a wrist as they untied the last of the ropes that held Gwendalyn on the altar.
Just like at her legs, the two horny rescuers quickly became distracted by her upper body. Within a minute they both had a large tit in one hand and were barely working at the rope around her wrists at all with their other hands. Gwendalyn winced as both her breasts were simultaneously squeezed, pinched and groped by the orc and goblin, her so-called companions.
"The ropes please boys!" she reminded them, grimacing as Foulfang gave her left nipple a particularly painful twist through the material of her undersized brown smock.
Eventually they managed to get her untied, by then Foulfang's hand had returned for several more titty-twisters and Cockweasel was practically humping her thigh, his erection evident as he rubbed against her side.
"Let's hurry," she said, pushing them both off her and rubbing her sore wrists, finally free.
The three of them quickly crept down the narrow stone path, back towards the deserted drow village below.
"Oh fuck," murmured Cockweasel as they were about three quarters of the way down the path.
At his exclamation Gwendalyn looked up. Standing below them, in the centre of the village, was Vilestra, the leader of the drow. She was looking rather dishevelled and very angry. Behind her stood a dozen drow warriors, all armed and armoured.
"Run!" yelled Gwendalyn in alarm. At her cry they started to run down the narrow pathway, and at the same time the mob of dark elves hurried forward to intercept them, swords getting drawn and spears pointing towards the unarmed intruders.
They were nearing the bottom of the path and Gwendalyn immediately saw that the dark elves were going to beat them, meaning they would be trapped. She glanced down and noticed that the closest of the buildings wasn't too far from the edge of the path.
"That roof," she said, pointing to the building about ten feet below them, "jump!"
This time Foulfang didn't need a push, the orc led the way, leaping down off the pathway and landing heavily on the roof of the building, stumbling to his hands and knees. Gwendalyn and Cockweasel were right behind him, leaping onto the building just as the first of the dark elf warrior reached the base of the path.
"Quick!" urged Gwendalyn, lifting the orc to his feet by yanking on his collar. They ran across the rooftop and leapt straight on to the next building, jumping from roof to roof in a desperate attempt to escape.
About half their pursuers continued up the path while the rest doubled back, chasing the fleeing captives from the ground. Fortunately they had a small lead now, leaping off the end building and hitting the ground running, heading straight back down towards the river where they'd been captured in the first place.
Kum Foulfang was leading the way, his fat belly jiggling as he ran for his life. The three of them hurried down to the beach with their armed pursuers right on their heels. Gwendalyn was at the back, her heavy tits bouncing around alarmingly inside her tight dress. If it wasn't for the threat of death Cockweasel would definitely be watching the mind-boggling sight over his shoulder.
"Downstream!" yelled out Gwendalyn as they reached the shore.
The three of them sprinting along the beach, following the edge of the water along the cavern. Gwendalyn could hear the roaring of another waterfall at the far end of the cavern and the water beside them began to pick up pace a little as the cave narrowed again. If they made it to the end of the beach they would be home free.
"Hurry up! They're gaining on us!" she urged her two shorter companions as she glanced back and saw that the angry mob of drow had reached the beach. Cockweasel's stumpy legs were pumping for all he was worth.
They hit the end of the beach and all three stumbled, splashing into the water. The current immediately picked them up and started to sweep them down river, towards the next waterfall.
Gwendalyn made sure to grab hold of Foulfang, "Here we go again."
Cockweasel gave a yell as they were swept down the waterfall, immediately leaving behind the angry mob of dark elves.
To their surprise this waterfall came with a blinding burst of light. As they fell downwards they dropped out of the side of a cliff, falling into the daylight below. They splashed down into the sea, having come out on the coastline, several miles from where they first went underground at the orcish encampment.
All three came up gasping for air and they immediately started to swim for the rocky shoreline, Gwendalyn dragging Foulfang behind her and Cockweasel swimming unaided.
Fortunately the current was in their favour. They were swept a few hundred meters south, beyond the high cliffs and then washed up on a stony beach on the incoming tide.
"No dark elves please," murmured Cockweasel as he lay on the stones, gasping for air, his heart still racing from the thrill of the chase. Gwendalyn was lying on her stomach beside him, only half conscious. Her brown dress was up around her waist and her lovely bare ass completely bare, but even that tempting sight was not enough to stir the exhausted goblin into action. The swim had drained all his strength.
On the other side of Gwendalyn was Foulfang, up on his hands and knee's coughing up lungfuls of salt water he'd swallowed. "Worst fucking rescue ever!" he gasped, pulling himself up to the top of the beach and then lying back, breathing heavily.
It was late afternoon outside in the open, the sun already on it's way down. It took almost half an hour for the three of them to recover somewhat and regain their bearings and by that time it was almost dusk. They were all still exhausted, in no shape to move on so Gwendalyn decided they would stay on the beach.
They made their way to the top of the stony beach in the hopes of avoiding any high tide and then curled up to get some rest.
"We'll have to huddle together, share body heat," Gwendalyn told them wearily.
"Huddle?" remarked Foulfang in surprise, looking over at Cockweasel. "There's no way up cuddling up to that green freak."
Cockweasel nodded in agreement. "I don't like the idea of that orc's dick anywhere near me."
Gwendalyn sighed. "It's exposed here and we're still soaking wet from the water. We have to stay together or we'll freeze," she said in irritation. "Look, I'll go in the middle, that way you boys wont have to touch."
"Fine," they both agreed at once.
Gwendalyn soon found herself sandwiched between her two companions. Kum the orc was behind her, spooning her with his body pressed against her back, and Cockweasel the goblin was in front of her, his back against her so that she in turn spooned him. It was a cosy little orc-human-goblin sandwich of wet bodies and all three of them were asleep in minutes.
***
Gwendalyn woke up at the crack of dawn to find herself rather entangled amongst her two travelling companions.
Cockweasel had somehow turned himself around in his sleep and was now pressed face to face against her. Or rather, face to boob. The sleeping goblin had his head buried in Gwendalyn's bosom, his chin hooking the neckline of her dress down so that one of her heavy breasts had popped out and her nipple was brushing the goblin's cheek. Cockweasel's crotch was pressed up against her bare thigh and she could clearly feel the bulge of morning wood rubbing against her.
To her surprise it felt like Foulfang had got himself into a similar state during the night. The orc was pressed up against her front behind, his crotch snug against her rounded posterior. Her short dress had ridden up during the night and should could feel Foulfang's hardness nestled into the crack between her bare buttocks.
Gwendalyn carefully pried herself out from between her two sleeping companions, unsuccessfully trying to avoid waking them up. She noticed that although most of her dress had dried out, the front was still damp -- covered in goblin drool.
Cockweasel sat up with a yawn, just as Gwendalyn was pulling the front of her undersized dress back up, squeezing her big tit back into the skintight material. He grinned as he watched her pull the hem of her dress down, covering up her ass and pussy again, but leaving the majority of her long sleek legs still bare.
Fortunately the night had been quite warm and they had not frozen to death in their wet clothing.
"So what now?" asked Foulfang yawning even louder than Cockweasel had.
"We're only about days travel from the front lines, we should be able to get back to the city within a few days," Gwendalyn announced.
"Back to the human lands?" asked Foulfang with a hint of nervousness in his voice.
"That's right," confirmed the paladin. "You'll be protected in return for your knowledge about the orc war plans."
"I know but a human city?" the orc replied hesitantly.
Cockweasel stepped in between them and held up his hands, "Wait just a moment, I can see where this is going, can I have a word with Kum alone please Gwendalyn?"
The paladin paused for a moment, but then reluctantly agreed. As the orc and goblin wandered down the beach a short distance to talk, Gwendalyn climbed up to the top of the beach to survey the coastline and try and get her bearings.
It looked like the sea current and the underground river had taken them quite a way south, so even though they were right off by the coast they were actually a lot closer to home than they had been when they'd entered the underground cave. Two days should be all it took to get back to the city. For Gwendalyn it would certainly be a relief, this mission had been very tough on her and she couldn't wait to get back into armour again after wearing the skimpy nymph dress for so long.
"We've come to an arrangement," said Cockweasel as he and Foulfang walked back towards where the lovely paladin was waiting.
"Oh yes?" replied Gwendalyn with some relief. For a moment it had looked as though the orc was wanting to back out of the defection.
Kum Foulfang spoke up, "If you want me to come back to the city with you, then you have to fuck me."
"Both of us," chipped in Cockweasel helpfully.
"Oh yeah, you have to fuck both of us," agreed Foulfang.
"What?" blurted Gwendalyn in shock, the blackmail coming out of left field. "You're going to force me to have sex with you in exchange for swapping sides?"
"Yep," replied Foulfang, staying firm.
"It's not like it'd be the first orc cock you've had stuck into you," noted Cockweasel unhelpfully, reminding her of the guard she'd sucked off to get into the cave to rescue Foulfang. "Or the first goblin cock."
"I thought you wanted to defect?" complained Gwendalyn, immediately suspicious that Cockweasel's bargaining hadn't exactly helped her cause.
"You'll be doing the realm a service," insisted Cockweasel.
Gwendalyn frowned at her squire, "Why is fucking you part of the deal?"
"So you'll do me?" asked Foulfang hopefully.
"It's both of us or not at all," cut in Cockweasel quickly before the orc could settle for less than the original deal. "I'm only taking part as a show of good faith."
"Good faith?" snapped Gwendalyn in amazement.
"Come on," urged Foulfang, scratching at his crotch. "Let's get it on."
"We'll be gentle," added Cockweasel hopefully.
"Okay fine then," sighed the paladin, submitting to the two creatures.
"Cool!" said Foulfang, obviously pleased at the prospect of fucking the beautiful busty human warrior.
Cockweasel grinned at his new orcish friend. "Wanna give her a spit roast?"
"Spit roast?" said Foulfang with obvious confusion.
"You know, one down her gob and one from behind. Like a pig on a spit?" explained Cockweasel crudely.
"Oh right. That sounds good to me, you take her mouth, I want her cunt."
"We'll swap around a bit," said Cockweasel. He then looked towards Lady Gwendalyn, "Get that little dress off honey."
Gwendalyn grabbed the hem of her short gown and tugged it upwards. The tight material clung to her big breasts as she pulled it over her head, then they finally popped free and jiggling heavily across her chest, the bouncing flesh mesmerising the two creatures that were prepared to have their way with her.
"Nice jugs," breathed Foulfang, stepping forward towards the naked woman.
Gwendalyn held up her hand, "Now I have your promise that if I let you screw me, then you'll come to the city and help us with the war?"
"Yeah, yeah, whatever you want," the orc hurried agreed, he slapped away her outstretched hand and grabbed at her big tits.
Gwendalyn gasped as the orc squeezed both her breasts lustfully in his hands, his fingers sinking into the firm orbs eagerly.
Foulfang ran his hands over the ample melons and then pinched on her nipples. He then gave her breast a shake, watching them quiver and shake on her chest. He gave her tits one last rough squeeze and then stepped back and started stripping off his own clothing, eager to get his cock into her.
"Down on your hands and knees," said Cockweasel who was already naked and holding his semi-erect dick in one hand. "Spit roast time."
Foulfang moved around behind where Gwendalyn knelt, he crouched down and ran both his hands over the smooth round globes of her buttocks.
"Lovely ass," he breathed, shuffling up behind her so that his already stiff cock was pointing towards her exposed pussy. Foulfang gave her right ass cheek a hard slap, then seized her by the hips and pulled her back against him. The shaft of his erection nuzzled against her cunt as he ground himself against her ass.



Around the front end of the lovely paladin stood Cockweasel. Due to his lack of height his cock was at her face level, pointed directly towards her mouth.
"Well, here we are again," he said conversationally as he held his cock around the base of the shaft and rubbed the head across her closed lips, leaving a smear of sticky pre-cum.
He lifted up his cock, exposing his testicles and leant in, pressing them against her mouth and chin. "You can start by licking my sweaty balls baby," he suggested. The horny goblin gave a moan of pleasure as Gwendalyn's wet tongue slipped out from between her lips and started to lap gently at his scrotum.
"This is the best idea ever!" groaned Foulfang as he lined his cock up with the entrance of the kneeling woman's cunt, pushing forward slightly so that the head of his shaft penetrated her, parting the lips of her vagina.
"I told ya she was good at this," replied Cockweasel, smiling broadly as Gwendalyn licked his balls, rolling his testicles around on her skilful tongue.
"Oh fuck yes!" Foulfang gave a grunt and a snort as he thrust forward with his hips, driving his cock deep into Gwendalyn's cunt.
Lady Gwendalyn gave a moan as she was penetrated by the orc, letting Cockweasel's balls slip out of her mouth as she cried out. Foulfang gripped her tightly by the hips and started to pump his cock into her, his hips slapping against her soft buttocks as he fucked her.
"Open your mouth," ordered Cockweasel, still holding his cock in one hand. Gwendalyn did as instructed, sticking her tongue out towards the goblin's green erection. Cockweasel slapped his cock against her tongue a few times and then pushed it right into her mouth. He let out a deep, throaty groan as his cock slid into her warm, wet mouth. "Mmm, that's nice, suck it bitch!" he moaned as he pushed himself into her mouth.
"What's her mouth like?" asked Foulfang, panting noisily between thrusts. He gave her left buttock a hard slap as if he was spurring on a horse. Each thrust of his orcish cock drove Gwendalyn's face forward into Cockweasel's crotch.
"Nice and wet, tight as a pussy," replied Cockweasel, he'd grabbed hold of her head in both hands and was now face-fucking her, slamming his crotch into her face and his cock deep into her mouth.
Gwendalyn moaned and gasped as she was fucked from both ends, being used like a rag doll for her two so-called companion's pleasure.
"She does look like a good cocksucker," agreed Foulfang. "Let's swap ends."
"Sure," agreed Cockweasel, immediately pulling out of Gwendalyn's mouth. He slapped his cock against her nose and then hurried around to her back end, eager to try out her pussy for the first time.
Foulfang knelt down in front of Gwendalyn and grabbed her head in both hands. He pulled her face down into his crotch, rubbing her face over his thick erection, letting the hard shaft and tight balls roll over her cheeks, nose and lips. "Let's feel you suck it," he said after a moment of grinding on her pretty face.
Gwendalyn obliged the orc's request, opening her mouth and capturing the tip of his hard cock between her lips. As she sucked it into her mouth and started to slurp noisily on the tip, Foulfang wound his hands in the blonde strands of her hair, getting a good grip. Gwendalyn barely had time to tease the underside of his shaft briefly with her tongue, before he gave a snort and yanked on her hair, pulling her head down into his crotch as he pushed his hard cock deep into her mouth.
"Fuck that's good!" he gasped as his cock nudged against the back of her throat and her nose was tickled by his coarse pubic hair.
Cockweasel had to bend his knee's slightly to line his dick up with Gwendalyn's pussy. He rested his hands on her buttocks as he thrust forward, ramming his cock up inside her already wet entrance.
"Oh yeah!" groaned the happy goblin, he could hardly believe that he was finally fucking the gorgeous human woman he'd lusted after so much. Her blowjobs were great, but fucking her was all together even more satisfying.
Once again Gwendalyn found herself being enthusiastically hammered from both ends. Cockweasel was pummelling at her pussy like a jackhammer, his cock ramming it's way deep into her pussy as he clutched at her ass cheeks with both hands. At the same time she was having difficultly breathing as Foulfang did his best to choke her with his cock, thrusting the thick organ deep across her tongue and into her throat with each lustful lunge of his loins. The orc's balls slapped her chin rapidly as they swung beneath his humping cock.
"We should do this again tomorrow night," Foulfang said to his new best friend Cockweasel as he face fucked the gorgeous paladin.
Gwendalyn grimaced at the comment as best she could with her mouth stretched around his pumping cock.
"Definitely!" agreed Cockweasel. "I'm going to give her ass a go," he said, pulling his dick out of her thoroughly fucked pussy. "She owes me some anal after interrupting my goddess worshipping."
Gwendalyn moaned as she felt the tip of the goblin's penis press against her asshole. Cockweasel grabbed her firm buttocks and pulled them apart as he pushed forward, his hard cock surging up inside her rear passage.
"This is a sweet moment!" breathed Cockweasel as he squeezed his dick up inside the paladin's tight ass.
Foulfang had briefly stopped fucking Gwendalyn's mouth and was watching in awe as Cockweasel buggered the beautiful human. The goblin started to hump against Gwendalyn, driving his cock deep into her rectum with each thrust, his cock practically squeaking she was so tight.
"We need to swap, I want some of that!" murmured Foulfang jealously. His hard cock had slipped out from inside the busty blonde's mouth as he watched the goblin ass-fucking her.
"In a minute," said Cockweasel who was thoroughly enjoying himself. His balls were slapping against Gwendalyn's pussy each time he thrust into her ass.
"You're lucky I let you in on this action at all!" snapped Foulfang with a hint of anger. "Move over or you won't be getting any ass tomorrow."
"Okay, okay," relented the goblin, his cock popping out of Gwendalyn's ass as he pulled back.
They hurried swapped places, Cockweasel feeding his erection quickly into Gwendalyn's warm mouth, having come straight out of her ass. The beautiful paladin screwed up her face as she tasted herself on his cock, but at this point she'd endured such a workover by her two horny companions it wasn't worth arguing, she just wanted to get them off and get this over with.
As Foulfang started to push himself into the paladin's bum, Cockweasel grabbed her by the head and immediately started to fuck her face. The goblin was so turned on by the freedom he was having to use her that he was close to cumming. Keeping one hand on the back of her head, he reached down beneath her to squeeze and play with her heavy, swinging tits.
"Oh fuck that's tight!" breathed Foulfang in admiration as he pushed his thick cock up into Gwendalyn's ass. The paladin cried out around her mouthful of goblin cock as Kum's shaft was considerably thicker than Cockweasel's had been.
"Fucking beautiful!" snorted Kum as he stretched her asshole with his dick. "Won't last long in here!" he grunted, humping against her.
"You gonna cum?" asked Cockweasel, grunting as he humped Gwendalyn's mouth.
"Yeah, real soon."
"Me too, let's shoot over her face," suggested Cockweasel.
"Yeah good idea," agreed Foulfang.
They both pulled out Gwendalyn's respective orifices and moved around to stand in front of her. Gwendalyn sat back on her knee's, breathing heavily. Her ass and pussy and mouth were sore from the drilling she'd received.
"Oh fuck!" grunted Foulfang as he stood in front of the gorgeous blonde, his hand a blur over his cock.
It was Cockweasel that came first however, moaning noisily as his cock exploded in Gwendalyn's face, shooting thick ropes of sticky goblin semen into her forehead and hair.
"Fuck!" snorted Foulfang as his cock burst as well, splattered into Gwendalyn's mouth, chin and nose.
Gwendalyn knelt in front of them as she was drowned in cum, two heavy loads of sperm covering her face.
"That was the best!" breathed Foulfang happily as he finally finished cumming, sitting down on the ground to catch his breath.
"I told ya she'd do it," said Cockweasel, wringing the last couple of drops of his load onto Gwendalyn's bare breasts.
"I think I need another swim," muttered the cum-drenched Lady Gwendalyn. It looked like it was going to be a rough trip back to town. But at least she'd be bringing back Kum Foulfang and helping the human efforts in the war.
THE END
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"Take these two naked bitches up to the play room Billy," Lester ordered his son as he wiped his spent cock on Sharon's lovely right buttock.
"Sure thing pa!" Billy replied with a nod, pulling Sharon's beautiful friend Emily to her feet by her wrist.
Emily and Sharon had been on their way to California for summer vacation only hours earlier. The two beautiful young blondes had been all set for the holiday of their lives when Emily's brand new car had broken down just outside the tiny, backwater township of Peckerwood and their dream holiday turned into a nightmare.
Their persecutor, the ugly middle aged redneck Lester, had offered them a ride back to town, but he first demanded stiff payment from them, coercing the two beauties into sucking his cock right there on the side of the road. After Emily had swallowed Lester's pungent cum, he'd taken the two pretty young women back to his old father's hotel, where Lester's son Billy had given them spiked drinks.
The girls had then been drug raped by three generations of hillbilly's and found themselves in their current predicament, prisoners of the horny rednecks.
"Don't forget their clothes boy!" growled Lester as Billy pulled Sharon and Emily towards the stairs leading up out of the hotel's main bar. "We don't want anyone stumbling in here and seeing their stuff."
"Sorry pa," Billy said, quickly scurrying over to grab the girls stuff.
Sharon rubbed her eyes and winced as Billy collected their clothes, her head was pounding and her vision was slightly fuzzy. She could still taste Billy's cum in her mouth and her stomach felt queasy at the thought of Lester's cock stuffed into her pussy.
Lester and his father Jethro were sitting down at one of the tables and opening a bottle of bourbon as Billy pushed the girls back towards the staircase. Sharon felt Billy's hand stray to her ass as he urged them up the stairs, his hand squeezing and kneading her bare left buttock, avoiding the glistening streak of cum his father had left of her right butt cheek.
At the top of the stairs Billy led them down a long corridor that had doors on both sides, the rooms all numbered with tarnished metal plates. Billy opened the very last door and pushed the two girls inside.
Sharon gasped as she saw the inside of the room. It had been set up with all sorts of B&D gear, leather whips, handcuffs, big dildos, strange racks and numerous other tools that Sharon couldn't even identify. The room was like the inside of a very dodgy adult shop.
Billy gave Emily's ass a slap as she also hesitated at the door.
"Come on in girls and we'll get you all strapped up," Billy said eagerly.
Sharon bit her lower lip, her mind racing. Whatever Billy had drugged her with earlier was starting to wear off. She felt sick to her stomach at what the three rednecks had done to them, her and Emily were in some serious shit. She had to think of a way to escape the clutches of these lecherous hillbilly's.
"There's something weird about this room," muttered Emily, her face filled with a frown. Emily was apparently starting to come out from the influence of the drugs as well, but she wasn't as clear headed as Sharon, and the fact that old Jethro had just finished thoroughly buggering her hadn't sunk in yet.
"You're father isn't very nice Billy," Sharon said to the teenager, trying to engage him in conversation.
Billy snorted, "to you maybe. I wouldn't get no chicks if it wasn't for him." He walked over to the bed and grabbed a pair of red, felt-covered manacles.
Sharon's brow knitted, her mind racing as she tried to remember everything that had gone on downstairs. "I mean he wouldn't let you fuck us," she said, remembering that Billy had been forced to use only her mouth.
"Yeah, I ain't allowed to fuck 'til I'm twenty one," Billy replied, a note of bitterness in his voice that Sharon immediately latched onto.
"That doesn't seem fair," replied Sharon, stepping closer to where Billy stood, trying to put on her most seductive pout. "You're a grown man, you should be allowed a little pussy."
"Hell yes I should!" agreed Billy, swallowing as the naked blonde reached out and tenderly stroked her hand across his chest.
Sharon slowly licked her top lip as she ran her hand down across Billy's slightly protruding stomach and then cupped his groin through his jeans, giving his crotch a tender squeeze. "I loved the taste of your big cock in my mouth Billy," she lied, "your cock is so much nicer than your father's."
"I...um..." Billy stammered, not used to being hit on. He was used to compliant, drugged women.
"You can fuck us if you want to Billy," Sharon offered, her voice husky. "I promise we won't tell your father." Sharon felt the 18 year old's cock stiffening inside his jeans as she squeezed him.
"Oh shit!" moaned Billy as the naked girl rubbed his crotch.
"We'll give you the ride of your life," Sharon assured him, reaching up with both hands and unfastening the front of the young man's jeans. "Come on over here and help me Emily."
Her friend immediately obeyed, Sharon wasn't sure if Emily was still drugged up or if she realised her plan. As soon as Sharon pulled open the front of Billy's jeans, Emily reached in and grabbed his already erect cock, stroking it in her soft hand.
"Oh fuck!" moaned Billy happily as Emily touched his erection. "Are you sure I can fuck you two?" Billy asked uncertainly.
"It'll be our secret," Sharon assured him, taking his hand and guiding it towards her pussy. Billy moaned as he touched the part of her that had been taboo until now. Sharon sighed as Billy slipped a finger up into her moist cunt, probing eagerly.
Emily grinned and then bent at the waist, slipping her mouth down over the head of Billy's cock and sucking heavily.
"Fuck!" grunted Billy, his hips twitching as Emily started to suck on his cock, her tongue sliding down over his hard shaft, her noisy sucking filling the small room. At the same time he began to pump his index finger in and out of Sharon's tight cunt, his mind racing as he imagined finally getting to sink his cock into a real vagina.
"Mmm," Emily moaned almost dreamily as she slurped on Billy's cock, her head bobbing over his crotch as she took him deep into her mouth.
Sharon leant in and turned Billy's head towards hers, pressing her lips against his and hungrily kissing the young redneck, her hot tongue sliding eagerly into his mouth.
"This is gonna be so cool," breathed Billy as they broke off the kiss. He reached down and pushed Emily's face away from his dick, "Enough sucking, I wanna fuck you two right now!"
Sharon smiled and led Billy over to the bed. She took the red manacles from his hand, Billy had forgotten he was even holding on to them still. Sharon gave Billy a wickedly teasing smile and then pushed him back onto the bed.
The gorgeous, naked blonde then climbed onto the bed and straddled Billy's waist. She took hold of the teenager's rock hard cock and rubbed the head of his cock against her moist pussy lips, teasing him.
"Oh yeah!" moaned Billy, trying to lift his hips up off the bed and push his cock up inside Sharon's sweet pussy, but her hand around the base of his cock held him at bay. He moaned in frustration.
Sharon leant down and licked Billy's chin. She then grabbed Billy's hands and pressed them up above his head, against the headboard at the top of the bed.
"This is going to be fun Billy," Sharon purred, grinding herself down against Billy's loins, her pussy rubbing against Billy's straining cock.
Sharon clamped the manacle around Billy's left wrist and fed the other end between the metal bars on the headboard. "You're gonna get really fucked now," she whispered seductively, her large, swinging breasts brushing against his chest.
"Please!" moaned Billy, aching to sink his cock into the beautiful girl.
Sharon clamped his the manacle around his other wrist, effectively tying him to the bed. She leant forward, reaching to the small cabinet beside the bed where she'd spotted a ball-gag. As she leant forward her heavy right tit dropped against Billy's mouth and he immediately sucked eagerly on her nipple.
"Completely fucked," Sharon murmured with a grin, stuffing the gag into his mouth.
Sharon immediately pulled back and climbed off Billy, breathing a sigh of relief.
Billy's eyes went wide as he realised he'd just been tricked by the blonde bombshell and he moaned into his gag and thrashed around on the bed, trying to escape the handcuffs.
"Get dressed, quick!" Sharon snapped at Emily, reaching for her own clothes as Billy's muffled cursed filled the room. He yanked hard on the manacles, but they held strong, keeping him locked to the bed and helpless to stop the girls' escape.
Emily hurriedly pulled on her g-string and stuffed her big tits into her lacy bra, the date rape drugs had clearly worn off on her as well as she quickly got dressed.
Sharon tugged her tank top down over her head and then bent over at the waist to scoop up her mini-skirt, giving Billy an eyeful of her g-string clad posterior that he would have enjoyed were he not busy straining to escape his bonds.
"Shit! My jeans aren't here, they must be downstairs!" said Emily, wearing just her t-shirt and panties as she gazed around the room.
"Too bad, we have to get the fuck out of here before those other two decide to come upstairs and rape us again," replied Sharon as she pulled on her high heels.
Emily nodded her agreement and reached for her own shoes as Sharon went over to the window and yanked it open. Outside the bedroom stretched the roof over the front porch, an easy escape.
"Remind me to listen to you next time you tell me to stick to the freeway," Emily told her friend as she followed her out the window.
The two scantily clad girls hurried across the porch roof and then shimmied down a support beam to the ground. They were out!
The centre of town was almost pitch black, a little moonlight was all they had to go by. Fortunately there were no shouts of alarm from inside the Peckerwood Hotel yet so they still had some time up their sleeve.
Emily pointed down the street to where a dark coloured Cadillac was parked in front of a dark shop front and they both hurried down the street towards it. Emily was a little conscious of the fact she had no pants on, but it wasn't as if there was anyone around to stare at her panty-clad ass.
The two of them crouched beside the door of the Cadillac, Sharon glancing nervously back towards the hotel as Emily tried the car door. It was locked. Emily leant down and peered through the car window.
"I think I can see the keys in the ignition!" she whispered excitedly.
"Find a rock, we'll smash the window," hissed Sharon in reply, eager to get the fuck out of town.
It was Sharon that found a rock, a fist sized chunk of old concrete on the ground near the back of the car. "Stand back," she warned Emily, before flinging the rock at the car's side window with all her might.
Sharon winced as there was a loud shattered of glass and the window caved in. The noise was so loud that Sharon was certain there was no way Lester and Jethro wouldn't hear it from inside the hotel.
Before the girls could do anything further they were suddenly flooded with a red light. "Hold it right there!" snapped a stern voice from behind them.
Sharon's heart sunk at the voice, but then she sucked in a deep, hopeful breath as she turned and saw that it was not one of their assailants, but a cop standing behind them.
"I said hold it!" snapped the man. "Don't move a muscle."
Standing behind the two girls, holding a revolver levelled straight at them was the Peckerwood Sheriff. He looked around 50 years old with grey hair and a very serious looking grey moustache. Despite the fact it was night he was wearing a pair of large mirrored sun glasses. "Hands up!" he growled, jerking the gun threateningly in their direction.
Emily and Sharon gasped in fright and both lifted their hands above their heads. The red lights from the top of his police car gave the sheriff an almost evil glow.
"Please officer, you've got to help us!" said Sharon, glancing back down the road towards the hotel. She saw that Lester had emerged and was standing in the front door, looking down towards them.
"Shutup!" snapped the Sheriff, "I'll do the talking here."
Sharon swallowed and was immediately silent. She suddenly realised how it must look to the cop, coming across them just as they were breaking into the car.
"Taking a little joy ride ladies?" he asked as he stared thoughtfully at them, one fuzzy grey eyebrow lifted as he saw Emily had no pants on, his gaze moving down over Emily's bare legs and panty-clad crotch.
"It's not what it looks like," said Emily, almost realising the incriminating situation they'd been caught in.
Sharon let out a soft breath as she saw Lester retreat back inside the hotel.
The Sheriff's eyes narrowed. "Turn around and put your hands on the hood of the car, I'm going to take you back to the station and we'll clear this up."
Emily decided that proving their innocence could wait; their first priority was getting far away from Lester and his deviant, inbred family. Both girls did as instructed, turning and planting their hands on the hood of the Cadillac they had been intending to steal and make their getaway in.
The Sheriff relaxed a little at the girls' compliance and holstered his revolver. He then stepped up behind Sharon first and began to pat her down for weapons or hidden drugs. They looked like city girls and from what he'd heard most city girls were on some sort of drugs.
He ran his hand down Sharon's sides, past her narrow waist and over the sensual curve of her hips. The Sheriff's breathing quickened as he let one hand slide down across Sharon's posterior, enjoying the delightful swell of her round buttocks before slipping up under the hem of her ultra-short skirt. Sharon gasped, her body stiffening as she felt the Sheriff's cold, clammy hand cup her right buttock, left bare by her g-string. The Sheriff's hand slipped down between her thighs, his fingers grazing over her panty-clad crotch.
"Mm," mumbled the middle aged cop, reaching down and adjusting his cock through his uniform pants, the feel of the voluptuous young body under his searching hands causing a stiffening.
"Hold it right there," he ordered once again as his hands ran back up Sharon's sides, this time sliding around to the front of her body. Sharon held her breath as the Sheriff's hand moved up past her ribcage and then up over her full breasts, cupping them in his hands.
The Sheriff cleared his throat as his hands squeezed Sharon's big tits through her tank top, feeling the firm material of her bra as he groped her lovely melons under the guise of searching her for weapons. One hand squeezed the bottom half of Sharon's large right breast as his other hand rubbed across the top of her tits, stroking her cleavage and the upper swells of her boobs that were left bare by her low cut pink tank top.
"Find anything?" Sharon squeaked, her voice almost breaking as she summoned the courage to speak up.
The Sheriff froze at her remark, his hands clamped all over her big jugs. "Hmm," he grumbled, giving the gorgeous blonde's boobs once last squeeze before he stepped back and released her.
"Stay still," he commanded, moving over to where Emily stood.
The Sheriff began his frisking, running his hands cursorily over Emily's shoulders and back, then immediately down to her ass.
Clad only in a g-string from the waist down, it was clear that Emily wasn't concealing anything, but that didn't stop the conscientious police officer from exploring her lovely round ass. He breathed heavily through his nose as he ran his hands over Emily's bare buttocks, stroking and squeezing each in turn, before stepping right up behind her and pressing his groin right against her ass as he ran his hands over her bare hips and panty-covered crotch.
"Ah!" gasped the Sheriff as he ground his bulging crotch into Emily's lovely ass, letting the fingertips of his right hand slip just down inside the waist band of Emily's panties, grazing her pubic hair. He left his hand there for only a moment and then seemed to think better of it, snatching his hand out and stepping back away from her, not even groping her tits as he'd down with Sharon.
"Get in the back of the car," he ordered.
They did as instructed, Sharon was relieved he didn't handcuff them as she'd expected. The old Sheriff actually seemed to be a little guilty about feeling them up in her estimation, maybe this wasn't going to be so bad after all.
The Sheriff didn't say a word as he drove the police cruiser across town. It was a short trip, taking literally only a minute to get to the Peckerwood Town Jail.
Inside there was the Sheriff's deputy, a surprisingly good looking young cop about the same age as Sharon and Emily, with short, curly blonde hair and a handsome smile. The deputy helped the Sheriff lock the two of them in the town's only jail cell, flashing Sharon a friendly wink as he locked the door behind them. For some reason the comely deputy reminded Sharon of Bo Duke from the Duke's of Hazzard. The kind of good looking, all-American country boy the girls had originally been hoping to bump into when they first drove through Peckerwood.
"I'll talk to you two girls in the morning," said the Sheriff once they were locked up.
"Wait, you're locking us in over night?" asked Emily in alarm.
The Sheriff sighed. "It may be a minor thing in the big city, but here in Peckerwood what you two were up to is called Grand Theft Auto."
"No wait!" exclaimed Sharon. "It's not what it looked like!"
The Sheriff waved away their complaints. "Sure, sure. You can tell me all about it in the morning." He glanced over at the handsome blonde deputy. "Don't worry, Deputy Dale here will look after you ladies 'til morning."
Sharon sighed and sat down on the cell's only bed.
The Sheriff grinned and tipped his hat, before turning and walking off towards the door. He paused briefly and muttered something to Deputy Dale before heading off for the night.
"At least we're safe," Emily murmured to her friend.
"Arrested for car theft?" replied Sharon. "Out of the frying pan and into the fire I'd say."
Emily grabbed the pillow from the bed and rested it over her lap in an effort to cover her bare legs as the two girls settled in for a long night under lock and key.
About ten minutes after the Sheriff had left, the handsome deputy addressed them for the first time.
"So you girls wanna get out of here?" he asked them, his smile twinkling mischievously as he winked at them.
To be continued...
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George McLean had worked at the New City Nuclear Power Station as a security guard for the past nine and a half years. The slightly overweight 47 year old had been a security guard since he'd left high school, but this power station job was by far the best gig he'd had. Unlike the banks, building sites and multi-story corporate offices where he'd worked in the past, guarding the power station could almost be done in his sleep.
George shared the four till midnight twilight shift with Kevin Donaghy, his fellow security guard and best friend of the past three years. Most of the security measures in place at the New City Power Station were automated. Access controlled doors, metal detectors, CCTV, alarm systems, like most things these days, almost everything was computer controlled. All George and Kevin really had to do was keep an eye on the secure doors to the reactor, laboratory and mainframes.
As far as George could figure it, there wasn't a lot inside worth taking anyway, so the chance of trouble was pretty low. About the worst he'd had to deal with in his nine and a half years on the job was a couple of protestors, complaining about some green, save the planet issue. Truth be told, they were more like receptionists than security guards.
"Did you catch the game last night McLean?" Kevin asked his pal between bites of his chocolate coated donut, interrupting George's thoughts.
"Yeah, the Saints fucking suck," George replied, referring to the bottom of the table New City team.
"You got that right McLean," Kevin replied in agreement.
Kevin always referred to George by his surname -- McLean -- because he knew the grey haired security guard got a kick out of it. George shared the surname with John McLean, Bruce Willis's action hero character from the Die Hard movies. George knew that he was no hero, but the name made him feel like a tough guy, rather than the no hoper that he truly was.
The McLean surname had never got George laid however. If you discounted the odd hooker he'd hired from time to time, George hadn't had sex since his marriage had broken up 14 years ago. He'd never had the gift of the gab, or the looks, to attract the ladies.
Their conversation was interrupted by the buzzer sounding on the doors to the secure area of the plant. George glanced up at the CCTV monitor to his right and saw a young, blonde woman in a white lab coat waiting outside. Beneath the open front of the coat, the blonde was wearing a smart black business skirt and a crisp white blouse. The carefully positioned and elevated camera gave George and Kevin the perfect view at the woman's attractive face, and a glimpse down the neckline of her blouse, revealing a hint of the delightful cleavage contained within.
"Please identify yourself at the access scanner Dr Lane," George spoke into the intercom.
The attractive blonde nodded and leant forward to wave her access card in front of the proximity scanner, the motion giving George and Kevin an even better view of the swelling tops of her ample breasts, despite her buttoned blouse.
"Holy shit," breathed George in admiration, taking his finger off the intercom button. "Sarah just gets hotter and hotter every time I see her."
"You got that right," murmured Kevin in agreement, licking his suddenly dry lips.
There was a buzzing sound as Dr Sarah Lane's access card was accepted and the magnetic locks on the secure doors unlocked.
"Hi guys," Sarah greeted them with her usual friendliness as she entered the security area. Her high heeled shoes clicked on the floor as she swept past the admiring gazes of the two guards, her lab coat hiding the best views of her long legs and firm posterior from their hungry gazes.
She was gone far too quickly for George's liking, the long legged scientist disappearing into the laboratory area to get on with her work.
"I still can't believe a brainy chick like her has such a smoking hot body," breathed Kevin in admiration, scratching at his nuts through his pants.
"Hey, that's my future wife you're lusting after," joked George in reply.
"One day you'll have to give her the old McLean frisking," Kevin replied with a wink, referring to the time when a particularly attractive courier had turned up at the power plant and George had tricked her into letting him pat her down. George had managed to cop a very nice feel of her tits and ass without getting himself slapped silly in the process. The idea of patting down Dr Sarah Lane made George's cock stir, although he knew that she was far too smart to fall for a prank like that.
After the highlight of Dr Lane's arrival, the shift continued on with the usual day to day boredom of life as a security guard. At about 5.30pm Kevin stood up from his seat in front of the CCTV monitors and stretched, letting out a loud yawn.
"I'm gonna head off for a patrol of the reactor housing and generators, it's too boring sitting here all day," Kevin announced. Station roaming patrols were a twice daily requirement of his and George's jobs; however they were rarely that diligent. Most of the day staff would have gone home by now so it was an ideal time for the patrol.
George was about to sit back in his chair and daydream about Sarah Lane's breasts, when the buzzer sounded on the secure doors.
"A visitor?" murmured George in surprise as he looked up at the CCTV monitor. Standing at the doors was a drop dead gorgeous brunette. She wore a very short tan skirt that barely came down to mid-thigh, displaying a pair of long slender legs, and a tight fitting white blouse. The front of the blouse swelled out, containing an incredible pair of breasts that seemed to dwarf even Sarah Lane's massive knockers.
George took a moment to regain his composure as he stared at the beautiful brunette in admiration. "Please identify yourself ma'am," he finally managed to stammer over the intercom.
"Bronwyn Holmes," she replied. "I'm here to meet with Dr Lane."
George frowned at the reply, Sarah had never had visitors before and at this evening hour it seemed an odd time for a visit.
"I've got an appointment," the woman added.
George leaned over and took a look at the meetings log, sure enough Sarah had pencilled in a 'B. Holmes' for this evening.
"I'll buzz you through," announced George, pressing the red access button and letting the buxom visitor through the secure access doors. He couldn't help but notice her large bust jiggle slightly as she walked through, her high heeled shoes clicking on the floor.
"Please step up to the red line there," said George, pointing to a painted red line on the floor as he got up from behind the desk and moved over to stand in front of the attractive visitor. "As part of the Station security procedures I'm going to have to check you for weapons and explosives," George explained.
The woman smiled and raised one eyebrow doubtfully, "Explosives?"
"I know it seems a little silly ma'am," agreed George," but the terrorist threat against a facility such as this is very real." The line had worked wonders with the courier and Kevin's 'McLean frisking' comments, combined with the sight of Bronwyn Holmes' ample chest had inspired old George.
"Terrorists?" Bronwyn repeated dubiously.
"That's right, this is a nuclear power plant after all."
"Very well," Bronwyn said with a sigh of agreement.
George gave a nod, trying to contain his grin of excitement as he moved around behind her.
"Wait," said Bronwyn. George's heart sank and he froze in place. "Shouldn't you have one of those metal detector wands."
"Ah..." George stammered a little uncertainly. "We do but..." he glanced over at the shelving on the far wall where there was indeed a metal detector. "But it's not working at the moment. I'm going to have to do a manual pat down."
"Oh, okay then," Bronwyn said with a shrug.
George stepped behind her. "Please extend your arms out to the sides and remain in position."
George ran his hands along first one arm, then the other, giving them a very cursory search. He intended to be a lot more thorough on the rest of her killer body however. He ran his hands down her sides, his fingertips lightly brushing the sides of her heavy breasts, giving him a taste of what was to come. His searching hands slid over the womanly curve of Bronwyn's hips and down the outside of her thighs.
The gorgeous brunette didn't even flinch as George's hands brushed down over her bare lower thighs and knees, although there was clearly nothing to search there. He then ran his hands up the back of her long legs, almost tempted to dip up under her skirt, but not wanting to take that risk quite yet, he had other treasures in mind.
George licked his lips as his hands slid up over the outside of her skirt, sliding up until he cupped the firm cheeks of her buttocks in his palms. George then gave Bronwyn's delightfully rounded ass a slight squeeze, half expecting to be slapped at any second. The slap didn't come however, so George ran his palms in a circle over Bronwyn's skirt-clad posterior and gave it another squeeze before sliding his hands up to her hips again.
"Almost done," he told her, stepping closer and resisting the urge to thrust his bulging hard-on against her ass. His hands slid around her front, rubbing over her flat stomach and then moving upwards.
His hands trembled and George felt as though his pants were about to explode as his hands moved up towards the woman's massive tits. He gave a barely audible groan as he cupped the underside of her heavy boobs, his thumbs rubbing over their sides. The woman still didn't complain so George pushed his luck further, his hands moving up and closing right over her big tits, cupping them through her blouse.
George bit his lower lip as his hard crotch brushed against her ass and he gave Bronwyn's breasts a firm squeeze. George ran his hands over the large melons more groping than searching as he explored their expanse. Her wonderfully large jugs felt firm and perky despite their size, she was wearing what felt like a lace bra beneath her blouse, but he still felt the hard jut of her nipples through the layers of material.
"Are you done?" Bronwyn asked impatiently as George mauled at her bosom.
"Ah," George stammered, snapping out of the trance her breasts had placed on him. He released her tits. "I, um. I can't tell, it feels like you might have something in there."
"I do, my tits," she replied, a bit annoyed by the security guard at this point.
"I need to check," George swallowed, his was shaking with excitement at the groping he'd been able to get away with. She was far hotter than the courier he'd tricked and Bronwyn's tits were absolutely out of this world. "Can you please open your blouse."
The pretty brunette frowned, clearly frustrated. "You're not going to grope me more?"
George did his best innocent look. "Of course not ma'am. I just need a quick look, to make sure you don't have a gun hidden in there."
Bronwyn sighed in annoyance, but to George's delighted surprise she reached up and unbuttoned her blouse.
George openly stared at her, his crotch bulging obscenely at the front of his uniform as Bronwyn pulled open her blouse, displaying her impressive bra-clad tits. The horny security guard gaped at the sight of her white bra, her huge breasts forming an impressive cleavage above the lace.
"See," she said after a moment. "I'm obviously not carrying a bomb."
"I just need to double check..." began George, reaching out for her tits again.
"No way!" Bronwyn snapped, stepping backwards away from him and pulling her blouse closed. "Just let me through now!" she said, buttoning her blouse back up.
George decided that he'd pushed his luck as far as it would go. "You can go on through," he said, somewhat meekly.
Bronwyn gave him a nod and then headed out to Sarah's lab.
George gave his crotch a rub, trying to move his erection to a more comfortable position inside his suddenly tight uniform pants. When he got back to his desk he noticed that the monitors that should have been showing the feed from the external security cameras were out. Black and white static filled the screens.
"That's odd," he murmured walking over to the screens and banging on the side of one with his fist. The technique usually fixed his broken television at home, but didn't seem to have the desired effect on the security monitors.
George was about to radio for Kevin when the monitor that showed the entrance to the secure area also went down in a burst of static.
"What the fuck..." George didn't have time to react as the door suddenly burst open, whatever had brought the camera systems down also seemed to effect the magnetic locks on the security doors. He ducked down behind his desk as two women armed with handguns exploded into the room.
"Oh shit!" he swore as he cowered behind his desk and fumbled for his own gun. He was not paid enough for this kind of shit.
"Drop your gun and come out from behind the desk!" yelled one of the women, a surprisingly beautiful blonde.
"We won't say it twice," warned her partner, an attractive red head. Both women were dressed in tight black clothing, and bizarrely like all the other women that George had encountered today they had lovely big tits.
"Screw that," muttered George, without looking up and exposing himself, George reached his gun over the top of the desk and opened fire, squeezing off several shots from his semi-automatic pistol. The security room filled with the sound of gunfire as the two intruders returned fire and dived for cover.
A pile of paperwork sitting on the desk just above where George crouched exploded as it was riddled with bullets. George cowered lower behind the desk, briefly wondering what his namesake John McLean would do in a situation like this. He didn't get a chance to act however, as the next moment there was a voice from behind him, back towards the labs.
"Drop the gun tough guy!" said a woman's voice.
George turned and saw that Bronwyn had returned from the labs. She held Dr Sarah Lane in front of her and had a gun in her hand, pointed at the lovely scientist's head. "Drop it or Dr Lane is dead!"
"Okay, okay!" George said immediately. He dropped his gun and raised his hands high above his head, defeated.
George stood up from behind his desk, his hands up. All three women had their guns trained on him.
"How did you get that gun?" he asked Bronwyn in surprise.
"You didn't search my handbag," she replied with a smile as she pushed Sarah forward, getting her to stand beside George. "Your hands were filled with other things it would appear."
George inwardly cursed at his obvious oversight.
"Both of you, get over there, by the wall," Bronwyn said, keeping her gun trained on them. She glanced over at where the redhead and blonde stood, "Nicky, get onto those computers. Julie, go get the rest of our gear."
The two women immediately sprang into action, the red head moving over to George's desk and the blonde heading back out through the disabled security door to get whatever gear it was that Bronwyn had wanted.
Bronwyn, keeping her gun trained on them, moved forward, standing directly in front of George. George sucked in a sudden gasp of air as she ran her hand over his shoulder and placed on finger under his chin, making sure that he was looking straight at him. Her eyes narrowed as she stared into his, then ran her hand down his side to his hip, all the while her other hand kept her gun aimed straight at his heart.
"Maybe I should search you for explosives," she said dangerously.
George swallowed as Bronwyn's hand moved down off his hip and then suddenly pressed against his crotch. He gasped in surprise as her fingers curled up between his legs, cupping his genitals in her hand.
"Hmm," she murmured thoughtfully, clearly feeling that he still had an erection from his earlier search of her. "It feels like you might have something in there," she said, quoting his previous words.
George's eyes widened as she gave his groin a firm squeeze, he couldn't quite work out if it was painful or pleasurable as she squeezed his balls and cock through his pants.
"We have a problem here," called out Nicky, the red head sitting at the computer on George's desk.
Bronwyn muttered in impatience, releasing George and stepping back. "What is it?" she demanded.
"The computer," began Nicky. "The screensaver has come on, we need a password."
Bronwyn shook her head, "Fine, so what's the password?" she turned to face George.
"I don't know," he lied.
"The password," Bronwyn repeated her tone firmer. She stepped forward and pressed the barrel of her gun directly to George's forehead.
George froze at the feel of the cold steel against his skin, his erection immediately softened in his pants.
"The password," Bronwyn insisted, pushing the gun barrel harder against his head.
"I honestly don't know," George lied again. He figured that if he bought enough time then Kevin might come back.
Bronwyn stepped away again and glanced over at where her partner Nicky sat at the computer. "Can't you hack it?" she asked. "I thought you said we wouldn't have issues with passwords."
Nicky shook her head. "With the screensaver on I can't access anything or load any of my systems bypass tools. The screensaver shouldn't be on, they're set up to come on only after 90 minutes of inactivity. The guards do security system diagnostics and camera tests every fifteen minutes, there's no way the screensavers should be on unless they haven't touched the system the whole shift."
Bronwyn looked at George in disgust, "I wouldn't put it past this fat slacker."
"Hey!" George began to protest at the insult, but the angry glare that Bronwyn shot him quickly shut him up.
"Can you restart the system or something?" suggested Bronwyn.
"No, any shutdown will alert their emergency tech teams."
"Fuck!" swore Bronwyn. She turned back to George and Sarah. "The password now please!" She aimed the gun at Sarah this time.
"I don't know it," George said, still trying to buy more time. "Like your friend said I haven't even touched the system all shift."
"The password or she dies!" threatened Bronwyn.
"I don't know it," bluffed George, starting to get a little worried now.
Bronwyn frowned suspiciously at him, she wasn't sure whether to believe him or not. The buxom blonde terrorist hesitated a moment and then lowered her gun. She set it down on the desk behind her and once again stepped up towards George, deciding to try a different approach to obtain the password.
She stepped right in front of George, invading his personal space so that her body was only a few inches away from his. Despite the situation George was very acutely aware of Bronwyn's chest, only inches from his own. Her ample bosom jutted out against her thin white blouse, the lace of her bra visible through the material. The top few buttons of her blouse were open and from his very up close and personal perspective he had an ideal view into her deep cleavage, the upper swells of her impressively vast breasts in plain sight.
Bronwyn leant in close, her mouth inches from George's neck and her head almost resting on his shoulder. "If you cooperate it'll be much easier for you," she whispered, her voice suddenly soft and husky, especially compared to her earlier threats.
George swallowed as he felt her soft lips ever so slightly brush against the side of his neck. The tips of her breasts lightly brushed against his chest and he felt the blood rushing to his groin.
"I can be very nice, you know," Bronwyn told him, one of her hands stroking his cheek as she kissed the corner of his jaw softly, her lips felt like a feather against his skin.
Bronwyn moved her left leg forward, her bare knee stroking against the inside of George's thigh. The middle aged security guard was breathing heavily now, unable to help but get turned on by the seductive actions of the terrorist.



"What's the password?" Bronwyn whispered into his ear, her tongue coming out to gently tease his ear lobe. The soft curves of her body were pressed fully against him now, and he felt her smooth left thigh press against his bulging groin.
Before he could say anything there was a commotion from the far side of the room.
Bronwyn spun away from George in surprise, to see George's partner Kevin returning to the security room. Bronwyn rushed forward, diving for the desk where she'd left her gun.
Nicky the other terrorist also sprung into action, ducking down behind the computer desk where she sat.
Kevin was just as surprised as the two terrorists, he had no idea the plant was under attacked. The inept security guard immediately started to fumble for his gun.
George saw the sudden opportunity and wasn't about to wait around and see what happened. He grabbed Sarah by the wrist and tugged her towards the lab door, taking advantage of the distraction to make a run for it.
As the pair ducked hurriedly away the sounds of gunfire filled the security room. If George had been a betting man there was no way he'd put money on his old partner against the apparently well trained terrorists. As much as he hated the idea that Kevin might get killed there was nothing he could do to stop it. Pulling Sarah hurriedly behind him he didn't look back as they made a run for it down the long corridor leading towards the labs and rear areas of the plant.
There was more gunfire as George pulled Sarah through the second door they came across, leading to a spare parts storage room. Sarah's eyes were wide with fright as George pulled her into a closet right at the back of the storage room and yanked the door shut.
Thankfully the lab area was a maze of storage rooms, laboratory's and computer rooms so they should be safe in there for the time being.
"Stay quiet," hissed George as he pulled Sarah in against him, the closet was a tight fit and he found himself pressed right up against the beautiful scientists back as they hid in the small space.
The gunfire was soon silenced, and followed by the sound of running feet and slamming doors as the terrorists obviously tried to track them down. George even heard the storage room door that they were in open, but fortunately whichever of their attackers was searching, didn't venture far enough into the junk filled room to see the small closet that was their hiding place.
George's cock was still erect, hard from the teasing that Bronwyn had given him moments before. It was nuzzled firmly against Dr Lane's nicely rounded posterior as they huddled in the closet, but if she noticed his hardness she was polite enough not to say anything.
Sarah still had her lab coat on so their were quite a few layers of clothing between George's cock and her ass, nevertheless, George couldn't help but note how nice it felt rubbing up against her in the cramped confines of their hiding place.
He wiggled his hips and nestled the hard shaft of his cock between the firm lobes of Sarah's buttocks. George was very horny by this point and he wished there were no clothes at all separating them and that he could ram his cock up into the beautiful scientist. He leant forward, breathing in the scent of her hair, slowly grinding himself against her ass.
They remained there for another five minutes in complete silence before Sarah finally spoke. "Do you think we can open the door?" she whispered quietly, eager to get away from the obvious erection that was poking into her from behind. In the small space she could hardly blame George for rubbing against her, but that didn't mean she particularly liked it.
"Yeah okay," George said, somewhat reluctantly.
They crept up out of the closet, nervous that at any moment they would get jumped by one of the terrorists.
"Seems safe," said Sarah, peering around cautiously.
George was rubbing his hard package through his pants, in obvious discomfort. "Sorry about in there," he said. "I'm not sure if you noticed, but that lady got me really worked up back there."
"It's okay," Sarah replied, glancing distastefully at George's crotch as he rubbed it. His pants bulged out obscenely. "So what are we going to do?"
"I don't know," snapped George, obviously distracted by his own hard-on. "Jesus, I don't think I've been this hard since I was eighteen."
"You're the security guard," Sarah said in annoyance, "surely there are procedures for incidents like this?"
"I can't think at the moment," George replied, shaking his head. "I'm so fucking horny."
"Now's not the time to be playing with your dick," Sarah said angrily watching his rub at the front of his pants, trying to manoeuvre his erection into a more comfortable angle within the confines of his pants.
"Look, I'm going to have to get this thing out," announced George, completely ignoring Sarah.
"No..." Sarah began to protest but it was too late. George had unzipped the front of his trousers and pulled out his rock hard erect before she could stop him. He was right though, he was definitely hard. The middle aged security guard's cock jutted out from his pants, pointing upwards like an arrow, hard as a rock, it was bright red and almost looked as though it was throbbing angrily with arousal. "Jesus, you are hard," murmured Sarah, staring at George cock in surprise.
"Oh that feels better," George groaned at the sudden freedom.
"No wonder you can't think straight," remarked Sarah, her eyes still glued to George's cock.
"I can get us out of this mess," announced George. "But first I need to get rid of this so I can come up with a plan."
Sarah frowned doubtfully at his penis. "What do you mean?"
"Well I can hardly run around with my cock sticking out of my pants like this, no can I?"
"No, what do you mean get rid of it?"
"I'll need to get it out of my system," he explained.
"Take a cold shower, think of baseball?" suggested Sarah, although she had a feeling that wasn't his intention.
"It'll take too long, they could be back at any moment," George dismissed the suggestion. "I need to cum."
"Oh," replied Sarah in surprise. She paused a moment before continuing. "So you'll have to play with yourself. Masturbate?"
George shook his head. "Too slow," he said with absolute certainty. "The fastest way will be if you do it for me."
Sarah's eyes widened in surprise. "You want me to give you a handjob."
George again shook his head. "It'll be faster if you suck it."
"Suck!? There's no way I'm going to suck your cock George!" Sarah said in horror.
"Look," George said with sigh. "Think about this logically. We don't have a lot of time. They need my password and they won't stop looking for us until they find us so they could be back this way any minute. If we don't do something quick we're in trouble. So yes, I could play with myself but that'll take time. I need to get stimulated as quickly as possible. As you can imagine a blowjob will be pretty damn stimulating. So unless you can think of something faster I suggest you start sucking quick."
Sarah opened her mouth to reply, but couldn't think of a comeback. She didn't notice that his erection wasn't exactly stopping him from thinking fast enough to come up with that long line of logic. In her ultra stressed state his words made complete sense, even if the idea of sucking the old security guards cock repulsed her, in this life and death situation it seemed to her as her only choice.
"Okay," Sarah announced at last. "I guess I can do it for you. But that's all. And I've got a boyfriend so after I'm done we don't mention it to anyone ever."
"Agreed," George said quickly, before the lovely scientist had time for second thoughts. He glanced around the store room, it was pretty crowded with spare parts so there was nowhere to sit or get comfortable. "I guess we'll just have to do it here, kneel down."
Sarah nodded as if defeated and knelt down on the floor. George's cock was already out of his pants and he stepped forward, presenting the rock hard shaft towards her mouth.
"Okay Sarah, give me one of your best blowjobs, we're on a timetable here," George announced, rather pleased with himself.
When Sarah's mouth touched his cock George let out a loud groan of pleasure and the kneeling blonde jerked her head away from him in surprise. "Shhh! They might hear!" she told him, glancing nervously at the door to the storage room.
"Oh, sorry," George apologised. "Carry on, I'll be quieter."
Sarah hesitated a moment and then leant back in, opening her mouth and capturing the tip of George's rock hard cock between her lips, sucking him into her wet mouth without using her hands at all. George gave a quieter moan of pleasure as her mouth slid down onto his dick, bathing him in warmth.
"That's nice Sarah," he whispered as the busty scientist started to bob her head back and forth, working the tight seal of her lips up and down the shaft of his cock, her tongue working the lower side of his cock as she sucked him.
The blowjob was better than George ever imagined, Sarah's head bobbed rapidly over his cock, taking more and more of his length into her hot mouth with each suck. Her cheeks were hollowed with the effort and each time she moved her mouth down his cock he felt his dick sliding over her tongue and pressing against the back of her throat. The fact that she was doing it with no hands made it even more of a turn on for the middle aged security guard.
"Jesus, you're like a fucking vacuum," George moaned in appreciation as Sarah swallowed most of his cock, her lips stretched around the base of his erection.
Sarah pulled her mouth off his cock, making wet, smacking sound as his penis popped free. "We've got to hurry this up," she told him nervously. "If it'll help you can fuck my mouth."
George gave a lusty groan at the suggestion, he didn't need to hear that offer more than once. He reached down grabbing hold of the hair on the top of Sarah's head, holding her in place as he shoved his cock back into her anxious mouth. Sarah gave a grunt as George's cock thrust deep into her mouth.
"Oh fuck yeah!" gasped George, it was taking all his control not to shout out with pleasure. He had a tight grip on Sarah's head, pulling her in towards his thrusting loins as he pumped his cock rapidly in and out of her mouth.
Sarah effortlessly took his whole length, letting him drive his cock all way into her mouth with each thrust, his balls smacking against her chin. George's cock was like a jackhammer, fucking in and out of Sarah's obliging mouth as fast as he could manage. He gave a final strangled grunt of pleasure as his cock exploded in Sarah's mouth. George held her head down on his cock, not letting her mouth retreat as he spurted heavily straight down her throat. Sarah swallowed desperately to avoid choking, letting him spend his seed and relieve the intense arousal that had distracted him from thinking of an escape from the terrorists.
"Fuck me!" groaned George as he released Sarah's head and his cock slipped from her mouth. "That hit the spot!"
Sarah wiped her mouth and chin with both hands. "You owe me big time for that," she told him, swallowing to try and get the salty taste of his cum out of her mouth. "Remember no one finds out about this," she added as she got to her feet, brushing dust off her knees.
"Of course baby, no problem," George confirmed, a huge grin of pleasure covering his face. He couldn't believe that he'd actually got to fuck Dr Sarah Lane's sweet, sweet mouth.
"So what's the plan?" Sarah asked, getting back to the business at hand.
"Well things aren't looking good," admitted George as he stuffed his cock back into his uniform pants and zipped up his fly. "We're outnumbered by at least three to two and they've got guns, we're unarmed."
"So what do we do?" Sarah sounded a little scared at their grim situation.
George's gaze scanned the room and then he reached down and picked up a short piece of heavy steel piping, about a foot long.
"I'm hoping we drew them out, I'm going to see if I can sneak back to the security station and get some help. You stay put."
"Okay," Sarah quickly agreed, pleased they had a firm plan of attack.
George took a deep breath, tightening his grip on the steel pipe. He took one last lingering look at the gorgeous Dr Lane, hardly able to believe that his sticky load was currently rolling around in her belly at that very moment.
"Good luck," Sarah called after him as he pulled open the storeroom door and glanced out into the empty hallway.
"Thanks," George said with a nod and then stepped out, quietly shutting the door behind him and creeping off cautiously back in the direction of the security station where they'd left Kevin and the terrorists in a shootout.
Head made his way down the hallway, completely on edge, expecting to be jumped by Bronwyn Holmes or one of her cronies at any moment. Surprisingly he made it all the way back to the security station without incident.
Holding his breath and trying to remain as calm and silent as possible, George peeked into the security room. The first thing that caught his eye was his partner Kevin Donaghy lying face down on the floor, a pool of blood accumulated around his torso area. George swore inwardly, vowing that he'd do whatever he could to take down the three bitches that had killed him.
The next thing he noticed was one of the terrorists. It was the blonde one who'd been sent back for something, Julie was what Bronwyn had called her. She was bent over a large metal case not too far from the door where George was located, he couldn't help but admire how nice her ass looked in the skin-tight black trousers she was wearing. There was no sign of either of the other terrorists and from what George could see the screen saver on his computer was still turned on so they hadn't made much progress on whatever their goal was in this attack.
George didn't wait for her to notice him, but immediately moved into action. He was across the small distance that separated them before she could react, his steel pipe swinging down and connecting solidly with the back of her skull.
Julie's eyes rolled back in their sockets and she slumped to the floor, lying motionless. George immediately bent over her, checking her pulse. She was unconscious, still alive.
He dragged her behind one of the desks and then went back to take a look inside the metal case she had been crouching over. Inside were a bunch of tools and something that looked like explosives. George still had no idea what the three terrorists were up to, but he was sure it wasn't good. He glanced at the door, checking that neither of the other two had returned and then walked back to where the unconscious blonde lay behind the desk.
He knelt down beside her and checked to see if she had a gun or any weapons. He couldn't see anything obvious concealed on her, her tight black clothing didn't exactly have a lot of hiding places. George lifted her up onto her side, checking if she had a back pocket on those tight black pants. Despite a lack of a pocket, George still ran his hand over Julie's buttocks, admiring their smooth roundness and the way her tight pants clung to her ass. It felt deliciously firm through her pants.
George lowered her back to the ground, feeling a slight stirring in his own pants after the quick grope he'd given the unconscious blonde. He couldn't help but think back to the pat down he'd given Bronwyn when she had arrived.
"Hmm, maybe she's hiding a gun in her bra," he remarked thoughtfully to himself. George then reached down with both hands and grabbed hold of Julie's sizeable tits, giving them a squeeze through her clothing, it felt as though she didn't have a bra on at all, and certainly not a gun. George ran his hands over the blonde's big tits, giving them a few more firm squeezes and gropes, she wasn't exactly in a position to protest so he didn't have to pretend to search like he had done with Bronwyn.
"These are lovely," breathed George as he massaged the unconscious blonde's huge tits in both hands. They felt huge, at least as big as Bronwyn's. In the back of his mind he was vaguely aware of the potential danger of one of the other terrorists returning, but right now he was far too caught up in this once in a lifetime titty-feeling opportunity.
He reached down and untucked Julie's black top, pulling it up over her tits that it was bunched up around her neck. Sure enough she had nothing on beneath, her large breasts were now naked before his eyes.
"Wow," murmured George in appreciation. He reached for her bare tits, cupping them in his hands. They felt very warm and soft, not to mention big. The large round orbs of flesh more than filled his hands. George had to move his hands around to cover their full surface, squeezing and stroking eagerly.
The horny security guard pressed Julie's tits together with his palms, watching the flesh well up between his fingers. He groped and mauled at her big tits in his hands for a couple of minutes before leaning down and sucking one of her nipples into his mouth. He then proceeded to lick and slobber over her huge knockers, getting more and more turned on as he went.
"Christ I'm turned on," moaned George as he lifted his mouth up off Julie's chest, which was slick with his saliva. He rubbed his erection through his pants, he was as hard as he'd been before Sarah had relieved him back in the storeroom.
George gave Julie's right breast a light tap on the side, watching the firm mound quiver on her chest at his touch. He considered returning to Sarah for another blowjob, her mouth had felt so good on his dick. But then again there was a perfectly good mouth right here for the using. And Julie was hardly in any position to complain to refuse him.
George grinned at his own good idea, briefly glancing over towards the doorway to check that there was no sign of the other terrorists. With the coast clear, he unzipped his pants and pulled out his erection, moving to kneel beside the unconscious blonde's head.
Holding his cock in one hand, using his other to hold Julie by the top of her head and keep her in place, he touched the tip of his hard cock to her soft lips.
"Very nice," he whispered softly as he rubbed the end of his penis over her full lips. He gave her mouth a couple of quick slaps with his cock and then rubbed it over her cheeks, nose and chin. The fact that Julie was motionless and unresponsive actually turned George on even more.
He turned her head slightly to the side and pushed the head of his cock into Julie's mouth, spearing her lips apart with his thick erection. George gave a moan of pleasure as his penis slid over Julie's tongue and pushed as deep into her mouth as he could get it from the slightly awkward angle hunched over her face.
"Oh yeah!" groaned George, going up onto one knee to get a better angle of attack. He held her head in place and started to pump his hips, sliding his hard dick in and out of her mouth. It felt incredible, although not as good as it had been with Sarah, with her actively sucking on his cock.
George fucked her mouth for about a minute, but wasn't completely satisfied, kneeling over her on the floor made it impossible for him to get his penis all the way into her mouth and his legs were getting tired crouching at her face.
George stood up and cleared some space on the desk beside him. He lifted Julie up by the shoulders and wrestled her onto the desk, fortunately her slim body was reasonably light. He lay her on her back, still unconscious, with her shirt up around her neck and her big tits still uncovered.
The middle aged security guard reached for Julie's big tits, squeezing them in his fists roughly a few times. He then pulled her towards him so that her head was tilted back, right on the very edge of the desk and lined up nicely at his crotch height. George took hold of his erection and rubbed it over her right cheek, leaving a smeared trail of pre-cum across her face. When the tip of his cock touched her full lips he pushed forward with his pelvis, spearing open Julie's mouth and pushing his hardness inside her.



"Oh yeah!" he groaned, holding Julie's unconscious head in both hands now and pushing his cock deep into her mouth. Her tongue felt great as it slid across the top of his hard penis. The angle of Julie's head meant her throat was open and he could push his cock right the way into her mouth. "Jesus that's good!" he breathed.
George began to pump his hips, sliding his cock smoothly in and out of Julie's hot mouth. Even though she was unconscious and not actively sucking on him it still felt great and he was able to drive his cock impossibly deep into her throat. Every few thrusts he pulled right out, not wanting to suffocate her, and rubbed or slapped his cock against her cheeks and lips.
He stood straddling her face, his hips pumping as he fucked her face enthusiastically, his balls slapping her nose with each thrust. George's hands slid up to Julie's tits, squeezing them as he face-fucked her, it felt absolutely wonderful.
"Fucking hell this is good!" he gasped, driving his cock into her mouth vigorously as he pinched her nipples and shook her big tits in his hands. George's nut were churning with sperm as his thrusts went harder and deeper still, impaling her face on his shaft.
"Ahh!" he gave a loud groan of pleasure as his cock exploded, hot cum spurting straight down Julie's throat. George pulled out, a second heavy splurge of semen shooting over Julie's face as she coughed and choked on his load. George gripped her boobs tightly as he painted her face with his seed, surprised at how heavy his explosion was despite the large load he'd left in Sarah's belly only a short time ago.
George wiped his cock clean using Julie's soft blonde hair and then stuffed himself back into his pants.
"Hold it right there!" came a stern voice from behind him.
George turned and saw that one of the terrorists had returned. It was the redhead, the one Bronwyn had called Nicky, and she was pointing a gun straight at him.
"Shit!" cursed George as he raised his hands in defeat.
Nicky glanced at where her blonde friend was slumped backwards over the desk, unconscious with her face coated in sticky cum. "What the fuck have you done to her?" demanded the clearly pissed off terrorist.
George shrugged. "I found her like that."
Nicky glared at him, clearly not believing his lie. She didn't reply however, instead she grabbed a walkie talkie from her belt.
"Bronwyn, it's Nicky here."
"Go ahead," came the reply from the other end.
"I've got one of them. The fat security guard. But there's no sign of the woman," Nicky said.
"Fat?" remarked George in mock indignation.
"Good work," replied Bronwyn from somewhere deeper inside the power station. "I'll keep looking. You stay there and try get the password out of him."
"With pleasure," responded Nicky as she shut off the radio and glared dangerously over at George.
"Why don't you let me go and we can forget all about this?" suggested George. It was clear that Bronwyn was in charge and he was hoping he might be able to talk Nicky around to giving up.
"Sit down," Nicky snapped, gesturing towards a nearby chair with her raised gun. She glanced over at Julie's prone form on the desk as George hurriedly obeyed and took a seat.
"We must be able to work something out here?" George said hopefully.
"Yes," agreed Nicky as she stepped closer. "You'll tell me the password, and I won't shoot you in the balls."
George swallowed and didn't reply.
Nicky lashed out with the butt of her gun, cracking George across the side of his face. The security guards head snapped around and he grunted in pain.
"What's the password?" Nicky demanded. She clearly wasn't going to take no for an answer.
George shook his head as Nicky raised her hand for another strike. His ears were still ringing from the last blow. "Wait!" he said hurriedly.
"You'll give me the password?"
"Yes!" agreed George. "We can definitely make a deal here."
"A deal?" Nicky's eyes narrowed. "I'm not letting you go if that's what you're thinking."
George shrugged. "Okay, we can bargain a bit."
"Tell me the password or I'll shoot you," Nicky threatened the middle aged security guard.
"Look, you can beat and shoot me all day," said George. "Or we can make a deal and everyone can be happy."
"What kind of deal?" demanded the beautiful red head.
"Well obviously you're not going to let me go or anything, but that doesn't mean I should get nothing in return for the password. I think I deserve a little bit of pleasure if I'm going to help you out."
"What deal?" snapped Nicky, losing her patience.
"You scratch my back, I'll scratch yours," George grinned up at her, warming up to the negotiation. "I just want you to be nice. Coax the password out of me, don't beat it out of me. I just want a little pleasure here baby."
Nicky was looking at him in mild disgust as his words sunk in.
George carried on. "You've got to earn the password honey," he told her. "Bronwyn was doing a good job of getting my cooperation earlier," he said, remembering the feel of the busty brunette's tongue against his ear. "You've got to win me over, seduce me."
Nicky stared speculatively at him for a moment and then reached behind her back and stuffed her gun into the back of her belt. She then wordlessly opened a bag on the side of the room and pulled out a pair of handcuffs.
"Kinky," remarked George as she clamped his hands behind her back. "I'm already feeling more sympathetic to your point of view."
Nicky reached down into George's lap and cupped his crotch through his pants. Despite the workout his penis had already received there was an immediate stirring.
"I'll scratch your back then Mr Security Guard," agreed Nicky with apparent resentment, as she squeezed his cock. "But you'd damn well better give me that password."
George grinned as she unzipped his fly. "I promise."
The busty redhead pulled out George's hard cock and took a firm grasp in her soft right hand. It was still a little sticky from his encounter with the unconscious blonde and her hand began to easily glide up and down the shaft as she started to stroke him.
"I hope you're going to do more than just play with it," remarked George as he looked down at the gorgeous terrorist giving him a handjob.
"Fuck you!" snapped back Nicky, glancing over once again at her unconscious companion, the blonde's pretty face splatter with George's seed. "I'm certainly not putting this thing in my mouth."
"Hmm," George considered a moment, "Don't stop stroking, while we negotiate."
Nicky rolled her eyes, "Fine." Her hand once again began to slide up and down George's stiff pole.
George had to admit that he'd just had two rather wonderful blowjob's, well Sarah's BJ was fantastic and Julie's mouth had certainly been very obliging. "Ok not blowjob, but you're going to have to do better than this to get me off. Surely the password is worth a nice fuck."
"No chance in hell!" cried Nicky, pausing her handjob but keeping her hand on his cock. "There's no way this thing is going in my pussy. I'm not on the pill and there's no way I want to have fat little security guard babies."
"Keep stroking," instructed George nodding down at her still hand. Nicky sighed but nevertheless starting rubbing his hard dick again. "Okay I can fuck you up the ass then, that way you won't get pregnant."
"Christ!" swore Nicky, muttering under her breath, "this is like high school all over again."
"I'll be quick," George assured her. "You've got a nice tight looking butt on you."
"Fuck you!" she snapped. "No anal. How about I let you fuck my tits? That's gotta be a good compromise."
George grinned. He could hardly believe that he managed to go from her trying to kill him a few minutes ago, to her bargaining which part of her voluptuous body he was going to get to stick his penis into. This was sure turning out to be a great day all things considered. Well, except for the part about Kevin dying of course.
"Deal. Your tits for the password," he agreed.
Nicky let go of George's cock and reached for her black top, yanking it up over her head. Just like the blonde terrorist she wore nothing underneath and her big, heavy tits feel free. They were beautiful -- firm, round and massive. Just the way George liked them.
"Nice," he murmured in appreciation, wishing his hands were free to squeeze those lovely puppies.
Nicky slid her hands up her sides to cup and squeeze her own tits, pushing the ample melons together and then pinching her nipples. She then shuffled forward, moving between George's thighs and leaning forward, trapping George's stiffly erect cock in her deep cleavage, her warm, soft boobs pressing around the hard shaft.
The beautiful redhead began to stroke her breasts up and down over the length of George's hard cock, her tits feeling incredible wrapped around him. His hips hunched up awkwardly from the chair, trying to hump up into the redhead's soft cleavage in time with her titfucking.
"You like that?" murmured Nicky as she used her big boobs to stroke the security guards trembling erection.
"Oh yeah, fuck me with those big titties!" replied George, loving every minute of this.
The next time Nicky moved down with her big jugs, George thrust upwards off the seat. This caused his cock to push out through the top of Nicky's cleavage and poke her in the face, skimming across the corner of her mouth and over her smooth cheek.
"Fuck off," she said scowling as she let go of him and wiped her cheek with one hand. She looked back down at his hard cock and sighed. "Are you almost done?"
"Not really," admitted George. "But don't let that stop you continuing."
Nicky grimaced. "Hurry it up then," she said, reaching down and giving his erection a few strokes in her soft hand.
"If you uncuff my hands and let me touch those hooters of yours things will go faster," suggested George.
"Nice try," replied the redhead sarcastically.
"I'll hold your tits so your hands will be free to keep the gun on me," he added.
Nicky's eyes narrowed as if she was weighing up his honesty. "Okay," she said at last. The topless terrorist stood up and moved around behind George, unlocking his handcuffs. As he rubbed his wrists she pulled out her gun and moved back around to kneel at his feet. She pointed the gun up at his face and thrust out her chest, offering her big breasts up towards his upthrust erection.
"This is romantic," remarked George sarcastically. He reached out and grabbed hold of Nicky's lovely big breasts in his hands, moaning in appreciation as he gave the ample melons a firm squeeze. "You do have a fantastic rack," he complemented her as he massaged the full orbs in his groping hands.
"Thanks. So are you going to fuck them then?" replied Nicky, eager to get this over and down with.
"Certainly ma'am," agreed George, shuffling down in his seat and pressing her heavy jugs together around his hard cock.
He began using her breasts to stroke up and down on his cock, it proved a little awkward. "I think this will be easier if I stand up," he told her.
"Fine," allowed Nicky with an impatient sigh. She gestured for him to get up with her gun which was still pointed at his face.
George stood up and dropped his pants, standing in front of the buxom, kneeling redhead. He grasped his hard dick around the base and slapped it against Nicky's big tits.
The overweight security guard then stood closer, pressing his hard cock into Nicky's cleavage and steadying himself with hands on both her shoulders. Nicky was forced to move her gun out of the way, but kept it ready at her side as he began to hump her lovely boobs.
"Oh fuck yeah baby!" grunted George as he fucked Nicky's big hooters, the firm melons jiggling as he thrust his cock between them. "Get ready for the biggest pearl necklace you've ever worn." George was panting as he slammed his cock between her tits. He was incredibly turned on by the dangerous situation.
After about three minutes George suddenly released Nicky and grabbed hold of his cock. He let out a loud moan of pleasure as he gave it a rapid stroke and aimed the tip straight at the redhead's pretty face.
"Wh..." Nicky stammered and her eyes went wide in surprise as George's cock exploded in her face. He gave a grunt of pleasure as his cum splattered into the terrorist's beautiful face.
"Ah!" Nicky gasped as a thick rope of cum went straight in her eye. Her hands went up to her face to wipe away George's load.
The security guard took the opportunity to strike. He swung his fist with all his might at the blinded redhead. As his knuckles connected with the side of her jaw her neck snapped around and she slumped over sideways, falling unconscious to the floor.
George let out a deep exhale of relief as he glanced over at now two terrorists, unconscious, their faces painted with his cum.
"Nice work Georgie-boy," he said to himself with a wide grin. "Two out three ain't bad, but it's time to deal with the queen bitch."
George used Nicky's discarded top to clean himself up and then he pulled his pants back up and grabbed Nicky's gun. He then moved over to investigate the metal box that Julie had been bent over when he'd arrived back at the security station.
"Holy shit!" he swore as he saw the box was filled with explosives. These busty beauties apparently had some big plans for the power station. Before he could do anything about the explosives he heard the sound of footsteps coming from the corridor leading to the labs.
As quickly and quietly as he could, George hid himself behind a cabinet not too far from the door.
Bronwyn, the last of the terrorists, strode through the doorway, her high heeled shoes clicking on floor.
"What the fuck happened here?" the busty brunette stopped in her tracks at the sight of her two unconscious companions. Before she could react however, she felt the cold barrel of George's gun press against the back of her neck.
"Drop the gun," he ordered.
"Shit!" swore Bronwyn, disappointed with her own lack of caution. She let the gun fall to the floor beside her.
George pushed her forwards, towards the desk with the security camera monitors on it. "Put your hands on the desk where I can see them and don't move a muscle."
Bronwyn did as instructed, bending forward to place her hands on the desk. George picked up the handcuffs that Nicky had used on him before and cuffed Bronwyn's hands together, looping the cuffs around the base of one of the bolted down monitors so that she couldn't easily break free.
"I'm glad the tables have turned once again," said George, grinning as he stepped back and admired the way the brunette's tan skirt clung to the firm looking globes of her ass. Her ripe posterior looked fantastic in the short skirt and her legs looked incredibly long and slender. Very sexy.
"Twenty thousand dollars," said Bronwyn.
"What?" George looked up from her butt, his eyes narrowed suspiciously.
"I'll give you twenty thousand if you walk away right now."
George snorted. "Yeah right. Just who are you, and what are you planning to do with all those explosives."
The terrorist didn't reply.
George put the gun down on the desk beside him and moved up behind the curvy brunette, placing his hands on her hips and leaning in close.
"Why do you want to blow up the power plant?" he demanded.
Still she didn't reply.
"Fine, I don't really care anyway to be honest," he said, moving closer and pressing his crotch against Bronwyn's delicious looking ass. "I do believe we had a little unfinished business which got interrupted earlier on," he began to rub his groin against the curvy brunette's firm posterior, the globes of her buttocks felt great against his hardening genitals, even through her skirt.
"Don't tell me you're going to search me for bombs again?" Bronwyn said through gritted teeth, she was clearly pissed off at being captured.
"I might even be convinced to tell you the password," said George. His hands on her hips moved to the sides of her short, tan skirt and began to tug it upwards, bunching it up around her waist.
"You're a real prick," growled Bronwyn as he pulled up her skirt.
"Beautiful," breathed George in awed admiration as the terrorists flawless ass was exposed. Beneath the skirt she was only wearing the skimpiest of g-string so that the perfect round spheres of her tight ass were left bare, separated by a tiny sliver of lacy underwear.
George ran the palm of his hand across Bronwyn's lovely ass and then held her by the hips, grinding his now hard erection against her exposed buttocks as he humped her from behind.
"It'll be interesting to see if I can cum for a forth time today," said George as he moved his hands up her sides. "I didn't think I had it in me, but it's turned out to be an inspiring day." He felt Bronwyn stiffen as his hands moved around and cupped her ample breasts through her white blouse.
"Mmm," he remarked as he gave her big boobs a squeeze and continued to rub himself against her ass. "These feel just as nice as I remember." George groped and kneaded at the large melons for a couple of minutes as Bronwyn silently endured his groping.
Bronwyn gave a sigh. "Okay fine, I give up, let's just call the cops then." She winced as he gave her tits a particularly hard squeeze.
George ignored her. "Time to have a look at these puppies," he murmured. The overweight security guard grabbed the sides of Bronwyn's blouse and gave a hard yank. She gasped as he ripped open her shirt and buttons went flying over the desk in front of her.
"That was a fucking expensive blouse you asshole!" she snapped as George fumbled with the clasp of her lacy white bra. George's cock was clearly hard as a rock and it was poking insistently into her bare ass.
"There we go." George finally unfastened her bra and pushed it forward off her shoulders where it fell down to her handcuffed wrists. Bronwyn's big tits were finally uncovered, thrusting proudly out from her chest and topped by hard nipples.
"Oh yeah!" groaned George in admiration, he peered down over her shoulder to admire her bare breasts as his hands came up to cup and lift the unveiled melons from below. "Fucking gorgeous!" he breathed as he gave them a firm squeeze, letting his fingers sink deep into the ample, resilient flesh of the large spheres. He pinched both her nipples and ran his hands all over the big round orbs.
"This was almost worth getting shot at," he murmured as he started to squeeze and maul at Bronwyn's big naked boobs, all the while peering over her shoulder so that he could watch his hands fondling her perfect jugs.
"Here's how this will work," he told her as he groped away to his hearts content, enjoying every inch of her massive fun bags. "I'm gonna give you a thorough fucking, show you what a real man feels like. And then the cops will be on their way." George jiggled her big ripe melons in his palms, watching the firm flesh quiver enticingly.
Bronwyn didn't reply, clearly not happy with the prospect of George sticking his dick into her.
George released Bronwyn's immense boobs and reached for her panties, crouching down as he tugged them down. He couldn't help but lean forward and kiss the soft, flawless skin on her right buttock, his tongue coming out for a lick.
The security guard gave the terrorists bare ass a slap as he stood back up. "This is going to be sweet," he murmured as he unzipped his pants and pushed them down around his ankles along with his underwear. His hard cock jutted out towards the sexy brunette, eager to find a snug home between her gorgeous thighs.
George shuffled back up behind her and guided the trembling head of his cock up between her legs, pressing the tip in between the moist lips of her vagina. Bronwyn's gasp joined his satisfied sighs as he pushed forward with his hips and slid his cock neatly up into her hot cunt.



"Oh fuck!" he gave a loud groan as he pushed inside the gorgeous terrorist.
George reached up and placed his hands on Bronwyn's shoulders for extra leverage as he began to thrust his cock in and out of her. "This'll teach you to try and blow up my power plant," he grunted as he rammed his dick repeatedly into her. He grabbed a handful of her hair and tugged on it, causing her head to tilt back and her back to arch, pressing her buttocks back out towards him as he slammed against her.
"Oh yeah!" snorted George as he pistoned against the curvy brunette, admiring the quivers of her buttocks as he slammed against them. George let go of her hair and reached around her to grab her big tits, roughly squeezing them as he fucked the voluptuous terrorist.
George gave a final moan of pleasure and his hands clamped down hard on Bronwyn's perfect breasts. His back arched as his cock exploded up inside her, pumping her full of his sticky load.
"Oh yeah baby!" he gasped rolling his hips forward against her ass as his penis shuddered and spend itself.
George breathlessly pulled out of her giving her ass cheek a farewell slap as he stepped back a couple of steps.
"Now I'm satisfied!" he announced proudly as he glanced around at the three terrorists, all marked with his seed.
Bronwyn glared at him as he moved around to the front of the monitor she was cuffed to and took a seat. He tapped in the password and pulled up the security system, hitting the alarm button to summon the cops.
"So what is the damn password?" snapped Bronwyn bitterly.
"Password."
"Huh?" she replied in bewilderment.
"The password is password. It was the default one that came with the system, I thought it was kind of funny so never bothered changing it," George replied with a shrug. He briefly wondered if he should get back to Dr Lane and let her know the terrorists were taken care of. Perhaps if he pretended they were still at large he could trick her into a second blowjob...but then again he doubted he could get it up for a fifth time that day...or could he?
THE END
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Thanks to seth_perm for letting me borrow the lovely Claire Bell, she's a fantastic character to have a little fun with. If you haven't already read them, make sure you check out the Claire's Career stories by seth_perm they're currently some of my favourite tales of lust and humour on literotica.
Anyway, on with the story:
"Is this really necessary?" asked Claire Bell with some irritation as the young department store clerk squeezed her large, firm boobs through her top, giving them a good feel. Claire was a gorgeous young woman in her mid twenties, with long red hair and a killer body that often drew her too much attention.
"We don't offer refunds so I need to be sure you're buying the correct size," the man explained as he fondled her lovely melons. He looked to be in his mid twenties as well, although his face was marked by enough acne to make a teenager proud.
Claire frowned at this, his explanation momentarily confusing her. The curvy redhead wasn't the quickest thinker in the world. In the meantime, the clerk didn't hesitate to continue his groping, mauling Claire's big tits through her tight fitting white t-shirt. The top had the word 'babe' printed across the chest, although the man's fondling fingers caused the words to disappear and contort as he sunk them into the generous mountains of Claire's bosom.
"But the shirt's not for me," protested Claire at last, holding up the blue and black striped men's shirt she was trying to purchase. "It's for my boyfriend Danny. It's a Christmas present."
"Oh," replied the clerk in disappointment. He gave the beautiful redhead's big hooters once last brief squeeze and then dropped his hands away. "What's your boyfriend's neck measurement?"
"Forty centimetres," replied Claire, she smiled inwardly, rather pleased at herself for remembering to check Danny's size before going shopping, she'd had a heap of trouble getting it right in the past.
The spotty faced clerk gave the shirt a quick glance. "That's the right size," he confirmed.
Claire thanked him. She was always amazed at how easy it was to buy men's clothing. In her experience it was always a nightmare finding the right size when it came to women's clothing, and she often had to try on numerous different outfits and get measured, poked, squeezed and probed when she went shopping for herself. Usually by male store clerks strangely.
The busty redhead paid for her purchase and then started to leave. When she reached the front door of the department store she noticed a sign, it was a job advertisement for the store.
Claire read the ad with interest. She was currently unemployed and hadn't had much luck with jobs at all since losing her hairdressing job. In fact she'd done everything from acting, to teaching, to door to door sales, singing, consulting, you name it, and she'd done it.
The ad seemed to be a temporary job for the holiday's as the department store's Mrs Claus for their Santa's grotto. Claire had worked in sales, and had even been an actress for a short while. She also loved children and Christmas. It sounded like the perfect job as far as she was concerned.
Not wanting anyone else to beat her to it, Claire ripped the ad down off the door and immediately asked the nearest shop assistant to give her directions to the department store manager's office.
Mr Bostok, the store manager, wasn't busy and saw her immediately. He was a short, rather plump middle aged man with a very red face and a busy brown moustache. His pale blue business shirt looked a couple of sizes too small, the buttons gaping as the material stretched across his sizeable torso and giving Claire an unpleasant view of his pale, flabby and apparently rather hairy, tummy.
"I think I can do an outstanding job as Mrs Claus," Claire assured Mr Bostok after she explained why she was there.
Mr Bostok's gaze was glued to the swelling front of Claire's t-shirt, her chest seemingly impossibly large as it thrust proudly out towards him. The rather nervous looking store manager mopped his profusely sweating brow with a handkerchief as he considered Claire's request.
"I...ah..." he stammered anxiously, the presence of the stacked redhead in his office making him lose all trains of thought.
"Please Mr Bostok," begged Claire, doing her best to smile as sweetly as possible at the shy, chubby businessman.
"Um," he frowned, licking his lips as he watched the eye popping rise and fall of Claire's chest as she breathed. "Ah, go down to the grotto and see Mr Cox our Santa. I'm sure he'll be pleased to have you aboard."
"Oh thank you!" blurted Claire happily. She jumped up and clapped her hands together in elation, the sudden movement causing her big breasts to jiggle delightfully.
Mr Bostok's eyes went wide at the mind boggling view and he abruptly sat down behind his desk, uncomfortably crossing his legs.
"Thank you so much!" Claire gushed, spinning on her heels and marching out of the room to track down the store's Santa.
Mr Bostok mournfully watched Claire's perfect arse walk away, the firm round globes of her buttocks dancing agreeably inside her tight blue, figure-hugging jeans as she sauntered off.
Santa's Grotto, as the store's Christmas display was called, was on the ground floor of the department store. It was a large, rather shabbily constructed Christmas display with cheap flashing fairy lights, fake stuffed deer that looked many years old and a big wooden throne that was painted with chipped red paint. It was definitely a few years past it's prime.
The grotto was surrounded by a red curtain, which was currently open at the front so Claire tentatively stepped inside.
Fitting in perfectly with the decrepit Christmas display was Des Cox, the store's Santa Claus, who also looked like he was past his use-by date.
In a pose that seemed a tribute to Al Bundy, Des was slumped in the red throne, half asleep, with a bottle of beer in one hand and his other hand stuffed half way down the front of his red Santa pants. His fur-trimmed red jacket hung open, revealing a badly stained white singlet and his fake beard had fallen off his chin and was dangling around his neck. The beard also didn't look like the snowy-white of a typical Santa Claus, but rather a stained yellow, rather repulsive looking piece of phony facial hair. The one genuine part of Des's costume was his belly, there was definitely no stuffing there, he'd earned every pound of it.
At Claire's arrival, the grubby looking store Santa squinted in her direction, licking his lips and eyeing up the beautiful young woman that had come to see him.
"Have you come to sit on my lap little girl?" asked Des with a chortle, his speech slightly slurred.
Claire baulked a little at the unsettling sight of the sad looking Santa Claus. It was definitely not what she had been expecting. "Um..Mr Bostok sent me," said Claire cautiously, briefly wondering if she should second think this job. "I'm the new Mrs Claus."
"Well, well, well," said Des, sitting up a little at this piece of news. He eyed up the busty redhead more attentively. She was a stunner. "Come in, come in," he clambered awkwardly up off his throne and gestured for her to come inside.
Claire stepped inside, wrinkling her pretty nose slightly at the smell of alcohol that assaulted her senses. She wondered how many children actually visited this grubby little grotto.
Des pulled the curtain closed behind her. "My name's Des Cox, I'm Santa Claus," he said, thrusting his hand out.
Claire apprehensively reached out and shook his grubby hand, worried she might catch something. "I'm Claire, Claire Bell."
"Welcome to the grotto Mrs Claus," Des said with a wide grin. Claire got a terrible whiff of booze from his breath. It was only ten thirty in the morning but he'd obviously had a few.
"Let's have a look at you then," said Des, holding her by the shoulders and pulling her towards the centre of the curtained room where the light was better. His gaze immediately dropped to her ample bosom, his eyes lighting up at the impressive sight. Claire was used to her big tits getting stared at, but the small dribble of saliva that ran from the very corner of Des's mouth was perhaps a touch too much.
"So what do I have to do?" asked Claire after almost a full minute of uncomfortable silence where Des stood frozen, gaping at her chest.
"Oh, right," he snapped out of it. "Well you'll need to dress the part." He turned and moved over to the side of the grotto and opened a large chest. Inside were what looked like a large number of old Christmas costumes, lots of red, green and white clothing. Des rummaged through the chest for a few minutes, before finally pulling out a small looking red dress.
"This should do the trick," he decided, handing it over to her.
Claire sceptically took the garment; it was about as old looking as Des's Santa suit but that wasn't really very surprising. It looked like the neckline had previously been framed by a white fur trim, although this was mostly fallen off and now only dangled from one shoulder of the dress.
"Try it on then," urged Des after a moment.
Claire glanced around the room but there was no where obvious for her to go and change.
"Should I go to one of the store's changing rooms?" asked Claire, remembering that the women's clothing section was on this floor.
"Um," Des frowned, thinking. "No you can't."
"What?" asked Claire in surprise.
"Well we can't have any kids spotting you outside the grotto," he explained. "It'd ruin the surprise."
"Oh right, that makes sense," agreed Claire. However that still left her with nowhere to get changed. She looked worriedly around the grotto. "I guess I'll get changed in here then?" she suggested, waiting for Des to offer to leave.
"Yeah, good thinking," said Des with an approving grin, his gaze roved hungrily over Claire's shapely figure.
"Okay then," Claire bit her lower lip, pausing meaningfully.
"Okay," agreed Des. "Start getting changed then."
"Right," Claire gave a sigh, deciding at last that she should try and make a good impression and just go ahead and get changed in front of him rather than make a fuss. She knew that men often were appreciative of her body so perhaps the show she would be giving Mr Cox might help her first day go well. And after all, she'd still be wearing her bra and panties so it wasn't like he was going to see her naked or anything.
Claire grabbed the hem of her t-shirt and tugged it up off over her head. Beneath she was wearing a pale, cream coloured satin bra that was patterned with pink rose designs. The bra hefted her expansive breasts upwards, wedging them into an impressively deep cleavage and making the mouth-watering orbs look absolutely magnificent. Actually, they would have been magnificent with or without the bra come to think of it.
"Holy shit!" murmured Des in awe at the sight of Claire's bra-clad tits. Claire's jugs were the biggest, nicest and youngest that the dirty old Santa Claus had ever laid eyes on.
"What's that?" asked Claire in surprise, the middle aged man sounded like he'd done himself an injury.
"Ah, nothing, carry on," advised Des.
Claire unbuttoned the front of her jeans and then peeled them down over the sexy swell of her hips, revealing her impossibly long, toned legs and a skimpy pair of satin g-string underwear that matched her bra. As she bent to place her folded jeans beside her discarded t-shirt Des was rewarded with a glorious view of her lovely round ass, the scanty strip of the back of her tiny g-string framing the perfect, taut spheres wondrously. It was all he could do to restrain himself from reaching out and grabbing Claire's faultless bottom in both hands and plunging his tongue between the delicious looking cheeks.
Claire picked up the red Mrs Claus dress and looking critically at the aged garment. The ripped fur neckline was too ruined to stay so she pulled it off completely leaving the plain red dress. It didn't look all that Christmassy anymore, but at least it was red she supposed.
Des swallowed as he stared in marvel at the gorgeous young woman, dressed only in the skimpiest of lingerie, standing right there in his grotto, only a few feet away from him. So close that if he wanted to, he could just reach out and touch her. He almost had to pinch himself to remember he wasn't dreaming.
Claire pulled the red dress on over her head. Putting it on, it seemed even smaller than it had appeared when Des had first handed it to her. It was a bit shorter than she was used to, barely falling down past her underwear, and barely concealing the cheeks of her ass. She would have to remember to be careful bending over.
"Can you zip me up please?" she asked Des, turning.
"O...okay," stammered Des. With her back turned he took the opportunity to scratch and adjust his crotch, swollen at the sight of Claire in her underwear.
The grimy Father Christmas took hold of the zipper on the back of Claire's dress and pulled it upwards, watching the strap on the back of her bra disappear as the dress closed up.
It was a little tight near the top, Claire's ample breasts more than filling the front of the dress. Des had to hold the base of the zipper, the back of his hand brushing the outthrust curve of Claire's arse as he finished zipping up her dress.
"It seems to be a good fit," said Des, regaining some of his confidence and stepping closer up behind Claire. He glanced down over Claire's shoulder, his eyes drawn into the depths of her amazing cleavage as he peered down the front of her dress. The swelling tops of Claire's generous breasts were lightly freckled and looked so soft and big that Des wished he could dive right into her cleavage.
"It's a little small," noted Claire. With the fur trimming removed the dress was extremely low cut, clearly even more revealing than the original design had intended. Claire jumped a little as she felt Des's hands slide around her hips from behind.
"I don't think it's too small," countered Des as his hands rubbed around the front of Claire's dress, feeling her flat stomach through the velvety red material.
Claire gasped as his hands slid up and cupped her big breasts through the dress. She was about to protest when she remembered that it was her that said the dress was too small. Claire winced as Des gave her tits a firm squeeze. She had to admit that it was around her breasts that the dress was the tightest so Des was probably just confirming the size and fit on the garment.
"No, it's the perfect size," muttered Des distractedly under his breath. His hands massaged Claire's huge boobs eagerly as he spoke, letting the ample melons overflow his groping palms.
Claire stood their for an awkward moment as Des felt her up, his hands running all over her hefty tits as he checked their size.
"I think the dress will be fine," Claire said at last, reaching up and prying his pawing hands off her bust.
Des seemed a little disappointed as he moved out from behind her. The overweight Santa Claus scratched his belly through his stained singlet as he stood in front of her and eyed up the beautiful young woman in her Mrs Claus costume.
His gaze rolled over Claire's expansive chest and he saw that the tops of her bra were showing above the low cut neckline.
"I can see your bra," he pointed out, stepping right in front of her.
Claire wrinkled her nose as she smelt the strong odour of alcohol on his breath. "You can barely see it," she said.
Des peered down into Claire's freckled cleavage, eyeing the large swells of the tops of her breasts that jutted up from the front of the dress. Des reached up and ran his fingertips over the bare upper half of Claire's tits, his fingers brushing the edge of her bra that was visible above the low neckline of her red dress.
"The bra will have to come off," he said as his finger traced the line of her considerable cleavage.
"Fine," conceded Claire, turning around. "Can you unzip me please?"
Des pulled down her zipper and she slipped out of the tight little red dress. Claire then reached behind her back and unfastened her bra, her heavy breasts swinging free as she dropped her bra to the floor.
"Holy mother!" gasped Des as he saw Claire's magnificent breasts finally uncovered. They were immense, perfectly round spheres that sat high on her chest and barely needed the support of her bra. Claire's firm melons were topped by delicious looking nipples that jutted out slightly in the cool air conditioned temperature of the department store.
Claire shyly wrapped one slim arm across her chest, covering her nipples as she reached for the dress once again.
"Wait a moment," said Des, once again stepped forward. "Let me check something."
Claire paused in bewilderment as Des pulled her arm away from her tits. He reached out with both hands and cupped and squeezed Claire's perfect, naked breasts. He gave a slight groan as he squeezed Claire's perfect norks and then pinched her hard nipples between his thumb and forefinger.
"What is it?" asked Claire with some concern, she wasn't sure what he was checking, but for some reason she was reminded of last Tuesday when the doctor had given her big tits a thorough inspection for lumps.
"Nothing," said Des as he finally let go of Claire's exposed breasts.
Claire was still a bit confused by the interruption, but shrugged and got dressed once again in the tiny little red dress. Without a bra the neckline came millimetres short of nipple exposure, all in all, it seemed perhaps a little too risqué for a Christmas display.
"So what's my job anyway?" asked Claire. Realising for the first time that she wasn't too sure what Mrs Claus actually did. After all, it was Santa that the kids were really coming to visit.
"Let me talk you through the process," suggest Des. "I'll be Santa, and you can pretend to be one of the kids coming to visit me."
"Okay," nodded Claire.
"Come and sit down on my lap then little girl," instructed Des, patting his crotch and grinning up at his gorgeous new partner.
"Okay Santa," replied Claire. She moved forward and daintily perched her posterior on the end of Des's knee. She noticed uncomfortably that the shortness of her dress meant that it was actually her uncovered, g-string clad bottom that was touching his leg.
"Whoa!" blurted Claire in surprise as Des suddenly grabbed her around the waist and pulled her further up on his lap. Her eyebrows rose in astonishment as she felt something hard in his lap jutting up against her perfect ass.
Des rested one hand on Claire's smooth, bare thigh and the other on the small of her back. "So what do you want for Christmas little girl?" he asked, giving her thigh a gentle squeeze.
"Um..." Claire's mind went suddenly blank. She hated getting asked difficult questions. "Oh!" she suddenly gasped as she felt Des's hand drop down from her back to slip up beneath the back of her dress and rest of her bare right buttock. Surely Santa didn't do that to the kids normally?
"Would you like a Barbie doll?" suggested Des as his hand stroked over the firm, smooth sphere of Claire's right ass-cheek.
"Ah, maybe?" Claire felt a little befuddled by the situation. She sucked in a surprised breath as Des squeezed her ass, then slid his hand over to stroke her other buttock. She could clearly feel his erect pressing insistently upwards against the underside of her thigh.
"Perhaps a pony?" proposed the dirty Santa Claus. Sitting on Des's lap had positioned Claire's expansive bosom right at his eye level and the horny man was making the most of it, eyeing up her remarkable cleavage lustfully.
"Maybe?" squeaked Claire uncertainly. While squeezing and kneading her firm arse with one hand, the hand on her thigh moved higher, slipping under the short hem of her red Mrs Claus dress.



"Would you like a rogering?" asked Des as his fingertips brushed Claire's panty-clad crotch.
"What?" gasped Claire, jumping up off his lap.
"Huh?" blurted Des, frowning up at her.
"What did you say?" she asked.
"Would you like a colouring book," he replied.
"Oh," replied Claire with a frown. She was sure he'd said something else. "I think I've got the idea anyway," she told him, not to keen to climb back on his lap. "So when do we start?"
"We're supposed to start right now," explained Des. "But there's a problem."
"Problem?" repeated Claire in surprise. "What problem."
Des cupped his crotch through his red Santa pants. "This. You've given me an erection."
"An erection?" exclaimed Claire in indignation. "Me? I didn't do anything!"
Des reached out and grabbed Claire's hand. Before she could pull it away he'd drawn it down into his lap. Claire gasped as he pressed her palm down against his crotch. Sure enough she felt the hard bulge of his obvious arousal.
"See!"
Claire snatched her hand back, grimacing at the though of the fat, grubby Santa with a hard-on. "I'm sorry. But I didn't mean...I mean I didn't do anything."
"Well it's hard!" insisted Des. "And do you blame me? I mean it's not every day I get such an attractive young woman grinding on my lap."
"That's true," admitted Claire, from the looks of Des she doubted he even got any women very close to him. "But wait! I wasn't grinding!"
Des waved away her protests. "Never mind all that, the fact is that I'm hard as a rock. You've got to get rid of it."
"Me?" Claire was shocked. "Just leave it for a bit and it'll go away."
"I'm going to have little kids sitting on my lap, I can't have an erection!" explained Des in exasperation.
"That's true," agreed Claire. That was clearly not an option. Something would have to be done about Des's erection before the kids arrived. "Well can't you. You know. Jerk off or masturbate?"
"Here? In Santa's grotto? I can't just go leaving a puddle of cum in the corner."
"You could go to the bathroom?" suggested Claire with hopefully.
"The kiddies can't see me outside remember," he reminded her. "No. There's no other option. You're going to have to take care of it."
"Well, I guess it was partly my fault," admitted Claire, glancing down uneasily at the crotch of Des's pants. She noticed for the first time that the front his pants were stained as well. She didn't even want to imagine what the stain was.
Des tugged down the front of his pants and underwear and his rock hard erection popped out. "Kneel down and get to work," ordered Des. "And remember, you'll need to swallow the evidence when I'm done."
Claire's stomach churned a little at this last comment, but she obediently knelt down at Des's feet. His cock was hard and swollen. Although not particular long, it was quite thick and lined with engorged veins along the trembling shaft. His large belly hung out over top of the erection, and beneath was a pain of swollen, hairy looking testicles.
Here goes nothing then, Claire said to herself as she reached out and took hold of Des's penis in her soft hands. She gave it a few gentle strokes and then leant forward, deciding the quicker that she got it into her mouth, the quicker she could take it out.
"Oh fuck yes!" Des gave a long, deep groan of pleasure as Claire's warm, pouty mouth slipped down over the head of his hard dick and she began to suck on his raging erection. His cock tasted rank, a mix of musty sweat and stale urine. Personal hygiene was clearly not high on Des's list of priorities.
"That's good baby, suck that cock," urged Des as he rested his hand on the top of Claire's head, stroking her long red hair as she began to fellate him.
Claire started to bob her head over Santa's thick knob. She had to tilt her head to the side to avoid bumping her forehead into his big gut. As she sucked on him, Claire worked her talented tongue on the underside of his shaft, licking and flicking at his hard length as her cheeks hollowed and she filled her mouth with saliva, bathing Des's cock in warm wetness.
"Shit you're good at this," groaned Des as he reached down and slipped one hand into the front of Claire's dress. As she bobbed her head faster on his cock he eagerly squeezed at her big breasts through her bra.
Claire briefly wondered what her boyfriend Danny would think if he saw her now. On her knees in front of this ugly old Santa, giving him a blowjob. As much as she hated doing this, she had to remember she was doing it for the children. Claire certainly didn't want to be the one to spoil Christmas.
Claire briefly drew up off the tip of Des's cock and used her agile tongue to lick his hairy balls, her tongue scraping wetly across his scrotum and causing him to moan loudly in appreciation. She then sunk her mouth back down on his penis and resuming blowing the fat Santa Claus.
"Hope you're ready to swallow," warned Des. He grabbed hold of Claire's head, getting a handful of her long auburn hair and pulling her face down hard into his sweaty crotch. Des's hips lurched forward on the red wooden chair as he shoved his cock as deep into Claire's obliging mouth as he could stuff it.
With a grunted cry of pleasure his cock exploded, flooding Claire's mouth with his gross, salty cum. Claire swallowed desperately, her eyes going wide as she rapidly gulped down Des's plentiful load. She didn't want to spill a drop, hating the idea of leaving a memento for some young child to find, and drank down every last drop.
"Oh, that's better," breathed Des at last, slumping back in his chair with a blissful grin on his face.
Claire sat back on her heels, licking her lips and swallowing, trying to get as much of the horrible taste out of her mouth as she could.
"That fucking brilliant," complemented Des. He lifted his now shrinking cock and looked critically at the tip. "You missed a few drops," he helpfully pointed out, gesturing down at the last few dribbles of cum slowly leaking from the tip of his flaccid organ.
Claire grimaced, but didn't complain as she bent back over Des's lap and licked the tip of penis clean.
"Lovely," Des thanked her with a wide grin as he stuffed his smelly cock back into his pants.
Des pulled the gaping front of his grubby red jacket closed and pulled his yellowish beard back up, doing his best to make himself look more presentable. "Let's get things started," he told her. "Open up the curtains. Ho, ho, ho!"
Claire pulled back the red curtains, opening up the front of Santa's grotto. She was half expecting to see a long line of eagerly waiting children, but in fact there was hardly anyone around.
She saw an old lady looking through some hats to her left and nearer to the front of the store she saw the manager, Mr Bostok talking to the young clerk who'd helped her find a shirt for her boyfriend earlier on. Other than that, the store appeared to be deserted.
Claire sighed and glanced back at Des. He'd retaken his seat on the chipped red throne and was taking a long swallow from his beer bottle. The busty Mrs Claus swallowed and grimaced at the faint taste of Des's disgusting sperm that still lingered in her mouth. This job had certainly looked a lot better in the advert than in reality.
Fortunately things eventually started to pick up throughout the day. By lunchtime a few kids and their parents had visited Santa's grotto, and although most of the kids seemed pretty reluctant to actually get too close to the dirty, smelly Father Christmas and his beer breath, Claire had done her best to make them feel at ease.
Word seemed to spread and by mid afternoon they actually had a queue of kids and their parents waiting to meet Santa Claus. Claire briefly thought that it was a little strange that most of the kids were accompanied by their dads, with very few mother's present, but she shrugged it off as a co-incidence.
"And what's your name?" asked Claire as she bent over at the waist to talk to one particularly timid little boy.
As the kid replied Claire felt a hand slid up the back of her smooth thigh and slip up underneath the back of her dress, cupping her firm right arse cheek and giving it a squeeze. Claire gasped in shock and spun around.
Standing behind her, with a big grin on his face was the little boy's father, a middle aged bald man wearing a cheap looking business suit.
Claire glared angrily at the groper, resisting the urge to slap him. After all, it wouldn't be a good look for Mrs Claus to attack the little boy's father right in front of him.
Claire clenched her jaw to stifle an angry comment and then turned back to the boy. This time she bent at the knees and squatted down to reassure the youngster. The boy's father stepped up behind her and peered down over her shoulder to admire the view of Claire's deep, freckled cleavage from his elevated position.
When the store photographer was taking a photo of the boy on Santa's lap, the father turned to Claire and asked if he could get a picture with Mrs Claus.
"Um, okay," Claire reluctantly agreed.
The man happily put his arm around Claire's waist and pulled the sexy redhead in close as the photographer turned the camera towards them.
Just as the camera flashed, Claire gasped, feeling the man's hand once again stray down to her peachy bottom and give it a pinch.
For the last hour of the afternoon Claire became the subject of frequent requests for photos with dads. In fact the photographer seemed to spend more time with his camera trained on Claire than on Santa and the children.
Claire was also a little annoyed by the surprising number of dad's with busy hands. More than a few followed the first dad's lead and pinched and groped her delectable arse as they posed for photos. One bold father, who come to think of it, didn't seem to have a child with him, even went so far as to grab Claire's left boob and give it a cheeky squeeze while they were being photographed.
During one photograph, as the dad beside her was kissing her cheek and squeezing her boob she noticed uncomfortably that Mr Bostok, the store manager was watching her from across the shop floor. Mr Bostok was half hidden behind a clothes rack and seemed to be peering across the shop at her. She briefly wondered if she was in trouble for the sexy photographs, but fortunately Mr Bostok didn't come over and say anything to her or Des.
When they finally shut down the grotto and Claire was able to pull the curtain closed she was quite worn out. It was surprising how much work this Mrs Claus gig was proving to be.
Claire once again had to get Des's help to unzip the little red dress she wore so that she could get changed and head home.
Claire folded up the dress and put it back in the chest, wearing only her skimpy g-string and nothing else. When she turned back to pick up her bra she saw that Des was also getting out of his Santa costume. He still had the jacket on, but his red pants were pooled around his ankles. Claire was surprised to see that he was holding his stubby cock in one hand and that it was clearly erect.
"I think I'm going to need your help again," Des said, waving his cock at her.
The topless redhead gave a sigh. It looked like she would have to service him again, after all he couldn't really leave the grotto with a stiffy in case any kids were outside.
Claire grudgingly complied, kneeling down in front of Des and slurping his hard cock into her mouth. As she bobbed her head over Des's foul tasting penis she reminded herself that she was doing this for the children, she didn't want to be the one to ruin Christmas for them.
After a couple of minutes, during which Des spent most of his time playing with Claire's big boobs, the dirty Santa Claus grabbed hold of Claire's head and started to fuck her mouth enthusiastically. Claire agreeably let him thrust his thick cock rapidly in and out of her mouth until he finally exploded, shooting sticky spunk across her tongue and down her throat.
"Thank you darling," Des said as his spent cock popped out of her mouth and he pulled his red trousers back up. "I'll see you at 9am tomorrow."
"Sure," replied Claire wearily as she wiped some of his leaked cum from her chin with one hand.
***
The next morning Claire beat Des to the grotto. Just as Claire was struggling to fit her curvy body into the skimpy red Mrs Claus dress he entered, pulling the curtain shut behind him.
"We need to work on a couple of things," he told her as he sat down on his red throne and patted his crotch, indicating she should once again sit on his lap.
Against her better judgment, remembering how her time on Santa's lap yesterday had ended up with his penis in her mouth, Claire sat down on Des's lap, perching her perfect bottom on his thigh.
"You did a great job yesterday," said Des. Claire noticed that he smelt bad again today, a mix of beer and body odour assaulting her nostrils. "But there's a few aspects of your performance we need to work on."
"Okay," Claire nodded very seriously. She was eager to perform well and make sure all the little children enjoyed their visit to Santa's grotto.
"You seemed to be doing well with the children and I particularly liked the photo thing you were doing with the dads, it's good to remember that they're the paying customers after all, not the kids," said Des, like yesterday he had one hand resting on her arse and the other stroking the smooth flesh of her bare thighs. "But I'm not feeling the whole Mrs Claus thing," he said as he squeezed her inner thigh. "I think you need to work on your acting a bit."
"My acting?" repeated Claire in indignation. She had always considered herself a great actress so was a little offended by Santa's criticism.
"Yes," replied Des gravely. His hand on her arse stroked the material of her g-string, tracing the skimpy piece of lingerie as it disappeared between the ripe cheeks of her buttocks. "I think you're forgetting the whole Mrs part of Mrs Claus."
"What do you mean?" asked Claire, not really sure what he was referring to. She couldn't help but grimace slightly as she looked down at his soiled singlet, and realised he hadn't changed it since yesterday, the stains looking identical to what she remembered from the day before.
"Well I'm Santa Claus and you're Mrs Claus," explained Des, giving her bottom another squeeze. "We're supposed to be married. Husband and wife."
"Oh, I see," said Claire, although she didn't really know what he meant at all.
"Let's try something," suggested Des.
He leant in towards her and she recoiled in repulsion, his bad breath washing over her face. "What are you doing?" she demanded.
"See!" exclaimed the filthy Santa Claus. "That's exactly what I'm talking about. If you were acting properly then a married couple should be able to kiss each other."
Claire frowned. "I guess you're right," she agreed.
This time when Des leant in for a kiss she didn't retreat. Claire tried not to gag as his foul breath filled her nose, his slimy mouth covering hers and his gross tongue probing hungrily into her mouth. She moaned helplessly as they snogged, his slobbering mouth all over hers as they kissed.
One of Des's hands moved up to cup and squeeze Claire's large breast through her dress as they made out, getting a good hanful of her sexy melon. The fat Santa coping a very thorough feel of Mrs Claus's impressive assets.
"Is that better?" asked Claire when she was finally allowed to come up for air. She noticed that Des still had one hand clamped down on her right breast despite their kiss finishing, but she decided that if she was acting she shouldn't complain.
Des didn't reply but instead leant back in and started ravenously kissing her again, forcing his tongue back into her mouth as his hands resuming roving all over her voluptuous figure.
Claire gasped as she felt one of his groping mitts slip up her dress and rub across her panty-clad crotch. She moaned in alarm as Des's fingers scrabbled aside her g-string and one of his fingers actually slipped up inside her cunt.
When they finally broke off their second kiss Claire was breathing heavily, feeling a little violated.
"You'd better suck me off again darling," said Des. "I'm all worked up after that."
Claire sighed inwardly at Des's lack of self control, but nevertheless she slid down off his lap and knelt in front of him as he pulled down his pants and revealed his typically stiffened cock. Saving Christmas was a hard job.
Des gave a groan as he pulled Claire's pretty face down into his lap, his erection spearing apart her full lips as it slid across her tongue and deep into her mouth. Des moaned happily as his inflamed todger was nursed in Claire's hot, wet mouth.
"That's good baby, Santa Claus like's that," he moaned as he held Claire's head in both hands and thrust his cock fervently into her hot mouth. Each time he yanked her face down his balls pressed right against her chin, his entire cock completely engulfed in Claire's talented mouth. Claire was reminded of her recent sword swallowing practise, it was definitely coming in useful in her job as Mrs Claus.
It seemed that their kissing session had indeed got the plump Father Christmas aroused, as within a few minutes he exploded, pumping his load into Claire's delectably pouty mouth.
The busty redhead winced slightly as she swallowed his semen, making sure she didn't spill a drop and leave any evidence behind.
"That's a good wifey," said Des with a grin as he pulled his pants back up, tucking away his spent cock.
Claire wiped her mouth, wishing she'd thought to bring along something to drink and take away the horrible taste of Santa's cum from her mouth. She then finished getting things ready as Des took his seat on Santa's throne.
Once Claire opened the curtains she was a little surprised to see that there was already a line formed waiting to see Santa. Strangely it seemed that there were mostly fathers there with their children and very few mothers. Claire would have expected it to be the other way around.
The day progressed much like yesterday, with Claire on the receiving end of plenty of butt squeezing and the occasional boob grab. Most of the dads wanted to get photo's with the buxom Mrs Claus, which typically resulting in further bottom pinching and titty fondling.
Just after lunch Claire was interrupted from chatting to a little girl who was about to visit Santa by a tap on her shoulder. She turned to see a middle aged bald man wearing a suit. He looked strangely familiar and after a moment Claire realised that she had met him yesterday, he was the first dad to grab her arse.
She gave him a puzzled look and was about to ask him what he had returned for when he pointed upwards.
Claire glanced up and saw that a large piece of mistletoe had been fastened to the pillar above them.
"You know what that means?" said the man.
"Mistletoe?" Claire said in surprise.
"We have to kiss, it's Christmas tradition," he explained.
Before Claire could say anything in response the man had grabbed her around the waist and pulled her lush body against his. Claire gasped in astonishment as the man pressed his lips against her's, planting a big kiss on her mouth.
He certainly wasn't being shy about the kiss. The man's body was pushed right up against Claire's and she could clearly feel the hard bulge of his crotch pressing firmly into her bare thigh. Claire moaned as the man pushed his tongue into her mouth and both his hands slid down to cup and squeeze her arse, pulling her curvaceous body even harder against him.
Claire wondered what the man's kids thought of this and if he was even still married. She would have stopped him, but as he said they were under the mistletoe so they were both obliged to kiss. It was likely the man was just as reluctant as she was.



They finally broke off their kiss, more due to Claire finally pushing him off her, than the man wanting to let go of the buxom young Mrs Claus.
As Claire watched the man wander off happily, she saw that he didn't seem to have his son with him today. Before Claire could think anything more of it, she was tapped on the shoulder again. She turned to see a younger man this time, he looked about eighteen or so, pointing up at the mistletoe.
Claire heaved a sigh of exasperation as the young father grabbed her and shoved his tongue eagerly down her throat, his groping hands beginning to slide all over her hot young body. It seemed that it was going to be another long day.
Sure enough, as well as being liberally groped and photographed, Mrs Claus found herself very popular under the mistletoe for the rest of the afternoon.
Just before closing time Claire was surprised to see the originally groper/kisser return to the grotto.
"You're back again?" she asked the middle aged father, noticing that he still didn't have any children with him.
"I need to show you something important Mrs Claus, can you come with me for a minute please?" the man said, his tone sounding serious.
Claire glanced back at Des and saw that he was chatting to some young child about the boy's present wishes and seemed to have things in hand.
"I guess Santa can do without me for a bit," Claire said, quite curious about what the man wanted to show her. It sounded like it was important.
The man led Claire across the store towards the men's clothing section. They went past that, all the way to the changing rooms near the back of the shop.
"Where are we going?" asked Claire with a tiny note of concern in her voice as the man headed into the changing rooms.
"It's important," he assured her.
"But this is the men's changing area," said Claire, glancing uncomfortably at the line of curtained changing rooms on the far wall.
"Don't worry," the man told her. "Just come with me, I've got to show you this."
"Okay," Claire dubiously agreed. She followed the man into the changing rooms and he took her through one of the curtains and into the small, mirrored booth behind.
"What are you doing?" gasped Claire in panic when the man suddenly started to unbuckle his pants.
As he dropped his trousers Claire started to turn to leave.
"Wait!" said the man, "this is what I wanted to show you."
Despite herself, Claire turned back to see what the man was talking about. She baulked at the sight that greeted her. The man was naked from the waist down, sporting a semi-erect, uncircumcised penis. Around his waist was a strange belt that looked like it was made of mistletoe.
"You wanted to show me your penis?" blurted Claire.
"No, the mistletoe," replied the man, running his hand along the green plant belt he'd fashioned.
Claire frowned, "I don't understand."
"It's tradition," the man explained. "You have to kiss it." He pointed down towards his drooping penis.
Claire looked up suspiciously at the man's face. "Are you sure that's part of the Christmas tradition?"
"Definitely!" the man said resolutely. "You've got to kiss whatever is underneath the mistletoe."
"Hmm," murmured Claire still doubtful. The man did sound pretty sure of himself though.
"You don't want to break the tradition and spoil Christmas," warned the man.
"I guess not..." replied Claire uncertainly.
"Go on, kiss it."
"Okay. But just a quick peck," allowed Claire. She started to bend down to kiss the man's dick, but her butt bumped against the wall behind her, the booth was too small. Instead Claire lowered herself down to her knees, finding herself face to face with the man's half-mast cock.
The man gave a slight whimper as he felt the gorgeous redhead's hot breath on his cock.
Claire tilted her head to the side and gave the shaft of the man's cock a gentle kiss, her soft lips pressing against the fleshy pole causing it to physically jump.
"No, you've got to kiss it on the tip," said the man, breathing heavily in anticipation. Standing above Claire he had a great view down the front of her ultra-low cut dress, into her deep inviting cleavage.
Claire reluctantly reached up and took hold of the man's cock in one soft hand, feeling it tremble slightly at her touch. She lifted it up so that her mouth could get at the head. As she bent forward to kiss the end of him she suddenly felt the man's hand on the top of her head.
Claire's eyes went wide and just as her lips touched the end of the man's cock he thrust forward with his hips and shoved his penis right into her mouth. Claire tried to pull her head back out of the way, but his hand on her head held her in place. Claire gave a muffled grunt of surprise as the man's cock thrust all the way into her mouth and she found her nose buried in his pubic hair.
"Oh yeah Mrs Claus, that's it!" gasped the man as he held her head trapped against his stomach. His balls were resting on Claire's chin and she could feel his cock thicken slightly, her lips sretching wider as he stiffened.
"Mmpf!" Claire's protest was muffled by her mouthful of cock. The man held her head in place with both hands now as his cock twitched inside her mouth. Not letting her go he began to hump against her face, his cock growing to full erection inside Claire's non-consenting mouth.
Claire's nostrils flared as she did her best to breath and she tried to push him back away from her. She glanced sideways and caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror, her face stuffed with the man's big cock.
When he finally let go of her head she fell back, gasping for air, the man's cock still wavering right in front of her face.
"Put it back in your mouth," instructed the man.
"No way!" protested Claire. "I've given it a kiss already."
"You've got to suck it for me," said the man. "I can't go back out there like this. It can be like a Christmas present. Please."
Claire bobbed her head from side to side indecisively. It did seem pretty mean to leave him with such a raging erection, although it was pretty sneaky of him to trick her with the mistletoe belt in the first place. She looked up at his erect penis. It was a little bigger than Des's and at least it didn't smell as horrid.
"Okay," Claire agreed. "I'll do it. But don't tell anyone."
"I promise," the man nodded quickly.
The gorgeous redhead leant back in and slipped her tight mouth back down over the man's glans. He gave a low moan of pleasure as she started to suck on him, nodding her head up and down over his erection.
"Oh, that's perfect!" he groaned. He reached down to grab her head and control the speed of her mouth, one hand clutching the back of her head and the other holding her under the chin.
Her head clasped tightly in place, Claire had no control over the depth and speed of her sucks. All she could do was do her best to breath and suck as hard as she could to get the horny father off, as he began to thrust his excited cock into her mouth.
"Oh yeah!" he grunted as he fucked her mouth, slamming his knob deep between her perfect lips. With each pelvic thrust his balls were slapping against Claire's chin and the head of his cock was pushing right the way into the busty Mrs Claus's throat.
"That's it!" he gasped as he stuffed himself repeatedly into her gob. His balls were already churning, the excitement of getting blown in a department store dressing room by such a hot piece of arse almost too much for him.
"Fuck!" he gave a muffled curse as he came, hot spunk shooting from his thrusting cock and filling Claire's mouth.
Claire was taken by surprise at the quantity of his load, her eyes going wide as she did her best to swallow it all and not choke. The man held tightly onto Claire's head, keeping his cock engulfed in the warmth of her sucking mouth as he climaxed, his cock erratically thrusting as he spent himself completely.
When he finally finished, Claire sat back, coughing on the last few drops of his jizz. The man had obviously appreciated his Christmas blowjob.
Claire managed to stay out of trouble for the rest of the day. Sure, there was a lot more groping and picture taking, but at least she managed to keep any other dicks out of her mouth. Except for another end of day suck of Santa's candy cane of course. That seemed to have become something of a habit for Des.
***
"Hurry it up, the kids will be arriving soon," urged Des as Claire bobbed her gifted mouth over his morning stiffy.
Claire's mouth popped off the end of his cock. "I'm doing my best. Perhaps it might help if you play with these?" she suggested, tugging down the front of her red dress, her large breasts spilling out.
"Oh yeah darling, that should definitely help," agreed Des as he excitedly reached down to grab her naked tits. Claire let him squeeze and massage the ample jugs for a few moments and then dropped her mouth back down onto his cock.
As she slurped skilfully at his hard dick, Des pinched Claire's nipples and happily squeezed her ample fun bags. "You've got the best tit's I've ever touched," he told her as he mauled her enormous melons.
After ten more minutes of vigorously sucking cock Claire sat back, rubbing her sore jaw. She'd tried all her best tricks, ball licking, deep throating, even a little tit fucking using her massive mammeries, but for some reason Des just wasn't popping.
"This doesn't seem to be working," Claire announced, the pretty redhead looked a little worried.
"We don't have much time," said Des, glancing over towards the curtained entrance to the grotto.
"Why don't you try out my pussy? That might be faster," directed Claire.
"Good idea, that should do the trick," said Des. "Get on your hands and knees so I can do you from behind."
Claire stood up and pulled off her Mrs Claus dress. Beneath she just had on a skimpy, black lace g-string that faultlessly displayed her peachy round arse. Knowing they were in a hurry she yanked off this final piece of lingerie quickly and then got down on her hands and knees face away from Des.
"Ho, ho, ho," remarked Santa, eagerly licking his lips as he knelt down behind Claire, his hard cock jutting straight out towards her lovely bottom.
Des held Claire by her shapely hips and lined up his throbbing erection with her alluring pussy. "Here comes Santa's candy cane," he grunted as he thrust himself into Claire from behind. The gorgeous redhead gasped as Des plunged his thick cock deep into her welcoming snatch.
"Bloody hell that feels good!" gasped Des as he began to fuck Claire doggy style, slamming his hard cock into her, his hips slapping against the firm cheeks of her arse as they rutted lustfully on the floor of Santa's grotto.
Claire hoped there were no kids waiting outside the curtain, as the sound of slapping flesh and grunting Santa was filling the small grotto. Des was oblivious to anything other than the enthusiastic shagging he was giving the beautiful redhead.
"That's it darling," Des moaned as Claire pushed back to meet his thrusts. He reached underneath to grab one of Claire's heavy, swinging breasts, giving it a rough squeeze as he fucked her.
Des held tightly onto Claire's hips as his thrusts became faster. His big Santa-belly jiggled beneath his singlet as he vigorously slammed into the gorgeous Mrs Claus.
It seemed that Claire's first-class pussy indeed did the trick. After only a couple of minutes of pumping against Claire from behind, Des gave a gargled moan of lust and his cock spurted heavily inside Claire's cunt, filling her with his jism.
"Oh fucking shit that was good!" he gasped when he spent penis finally slipped out of Claire's abused pussy.
Des staggered up off his knees and slumped down onto his red throne, breathing heavily. Between his chubby thighs his previously engorged member was already starting to soften.
"You'd better clean me up," instructed Des. "We can't have the children sitting on a wet patch." He gestured towards his flaccid organ, which was sticky with their combined juices.
Claire dutifully bent her head down into Des's lap once again and sucked his soiled penis into her warm mouth, sucking him completely clean before tucking him back into his pants.
The busty redhead then got dressed and cleaned herself before heading out to open up the grotto for the day.
To her surprise when she pulled open the curtains the store was completely empty.
"Where is everyone?" Claire asked in surprise.
Des frowned. "Shit, what day is it?"
"Friday I think?" replied Claire uncertainly.
"Damn!" swore Des. "It's Christmas day!"
"Oh yeah!" said Claire in surprise, she hadn't even realised. Her boyfriend Danny had been at a DJ gig last night so he had got home really late and was still fast asleep when she'd got up for work. The lovely redhead cursed herself for being silly enough to come in work on a holiday, but at least Des had made the same mistake.
"I'm in big trouble," said Des. "Christmas is ruined!"
Claire frowned in confusion, surely coming in to work on a holiday wasn't that big of a problem?
"Why, what's wrong?" she asked with concern.
"It's Christmas day already," replied Des. "I was supposed to get a Christmas present for Mr Bostok, the store manager."
"You've still got time haven't you?" suggested Claire, trying to be helpful.
"No, all the stores are closed!" Des said with desperation.
"Oh, right." This didn't sound good to Claire. Not only was Christmas ruined, but also disappointing Mr Bostok could put both their jobs in jeopardy.
"This will mean I've ruined Christmas! It's my job as Santa to make sure Mr Bostok gets the best present he's ever had..." Des looked thoughtfully at Claire. "Unless..."
"What is it?" asked Claire. "Is there something I can do?"
"Yes!" cried Des excitedly. "How would you like to save Christmas Claire?"
"I'd love to!" replied Claire, getting excited herself now too.
"Brilliant! With your help we can give Mr Bostok a Christmas present he'll never forget!"
"Yay!" Claire clapped her hands in excitement. Perhaps things were going to turn out well after all.
***
Claire knocked with some trepidation on the door to the manager's office. It had seemed like a great idea at the time, but now that she was actually here she was suddenly filled with doubt.
Claire was dressed in her sexiest underwear, a red lacy panty and bra set that perfectly complemented her red hair as well as flawlessly flaunting her generous curves. Wrapped around her flat, toned stomach was a wide pink ribbon that was tied in a big bow. Somehow it seemed that she was going to be Mr Bostok's unforgettable Christmas present.
The gorgeous, curvy redhead inwardly reminded herself that this wasn't really sex or anything. She was just going to be a present for Mr Bostok, like a living doll or something. And after all, it was for a good cause. Claire was saving Christmas.
"Holy hell!" the podgy, red-faced store manager's eyes almost popped out of his head when he opened his office door and saw Claire standing there wearing next to nothing, her perfect, hourglass figure on show.
"Merry Christmas!" Claire announced, throwing her arms up in the air and jumping slightly on the spot so that Mr Bostok could get a good look at her plentiful assets. Her hop had caused her big jugs to jiggle delightfully in the skimpy red brassiere she was wearing.
"Des really came through for me," remarked Mr Bostok as he gazed at Claire in awe. She looked absolutely stunning standing there in her lingerie with the bow tied around her slim waist.
"Can we go inside?" suggested Claire. Although she knew the store was deserted other than Mr Bostok in his lonely office, she still felt a little uncomfortable standing out in the corridor in her underwear.
"Oh right, sure," Mr Bostok shook himself out of his lust-fuelled daze.
Claire slipped past the tubby store manager and entered his office. It was quite small and dingy, although she noticed it had an old looking leather couch against one wall.
Mr Bostok mutely pulled the door shut and followed the dazzling Mrs Claus into his office, his eyes immediately drawn to the seductive sway of her round arse as she walked, her buttocks left bare by her skimpy red g-string. He also admired her long legs, slim, yet well toned, they seemed to go on forever.
Claire took a deep breath and turned to face the plump middle aged man, wondering what would happen next. Mr Bostok had paused just inside the door and was once again staring at her breathtaking body in amazement.
"So..." Claire said, breaking the silence after a long uncomfortable moment.
"Mmm," mumbled Mr Bostok, nodding eagerly but still frozen by Claire's perfect curves.
"So are you going to open your present?" suggest Claire at last.
"Oh, right," he said. Mr Bostok was clearly very nervous. He hesitatingly stepped across the room, moving directly in front of his buxom gift wrapped employee. After another brief dithering pause he eventually reached up and grabbed the end of the pink ribbon that was tied around Claire's middle. With a tug the ribbon came loose.
"Well, I'm all yours," said Claire, trying to encourage the nervy older man.
"Oh wow!" gasped Mr Bostok. He seemed to gain a little confidence as he reached up and gingerly cupped Claire's left boob in his palm, not squeezing, but just holding the large melon in his hand. Feeling it's weight and warmth through the lace of her bra.
His eyes were wide, almost like a deer caught in car headlights, as he reached up with his other hand and cupped Claire's right breast.
They stood like that for a long moment, Mr Bostok holding Claire's ample breasts through her bra but not making any further movement.
"You can squeeze them if you like," Claire finally suggested, getting a little creeped out by Mr Bostok's apprehension, most guys would be all over her by now if given the same opportunity. "They're not going to break."
Impossibly, Mr Bostok's eyes went even wider. He gave Claire's big tits a cautious, probing squeeze through her lacy bra. As he squeezed the corners of his mouth slowly lifted into a smile.
"Oh wow!" repeated the chubby manager, his grin growing as he began to actually squeeze and knead the large orbs of Claire's breasts through her bra.
They stood there in the middle of office for almost three minutes as Claire patiently waited while Mr Bostok squeezed and groped her perfect boobs. Enjoying their size and firmness as he eagerly manipulated them both hands.
After a while, when it appeared that Mr Bostok wasn't going to progress things, Claire took matters into her own hands and reached behind her back, unfastening her bra and letting it drop to the floor, unveiling her giant melons in all their naked glory.
"Ouch!" Claire gasped in surprise as Mr Bostok immediately grabbed her bare breasts, giving them a particularly rough squeeze, his fingers sinking deep into the large round globes, her nipples, hardened by the cool air conditioning in the store jutted against his palms.
"Lovely jubbly," murmured Mr Bostok as he mauled at Claire's bare tits. He gave the pretty redhead's nipples a firm pinch and then bent forward to bury his face in Claire's expansive cleavage.
His wet tongue travelled all over the ample expanse of Claire's bosom, kissing and licking and slobbering over her plump boobs.
"Take the rest off," instructed Mr Bostok, pointing towards her panties when he finally came up from her bosoms for air.
Claire obligingly pulled off the last piece of her clothing and stood completely naked in the manager's office.
"This is the best Christmas ever," remarked Mr Bostok as he slowly walked in a circle around Claire, admiring her flawless figure. When he was behind her he couldn't stop himself from reaching out and pinching one of her wonderful buttocks. The pinch was followed by Mr Bostok grabbing Claire's arse in both hands and squeezing the delectable globes firmly. This was then followed by a hard slap on each of Claire's butt cheeks.



Mr Bostok then completed his circle, moving around to once again stand in front of Claire. He reached out to grope the voluptuous redhead once again, however this time he went lower, slipping his chubby hand between Claire's sleek thighs to cup the mound of her sex.
"Oh!" Claire gasped as Mr Bostok rubbed his palm over her pussy and then he pushed one chubby finger right up inside her causing her to let out a sharp breath of surprise.
He abruptly pulled his finger out of her warm snatch and then reached into the front of his trousers, tugging out his already erect penis. "Give it a kiss," he instructed.
Claire crouched down in front of Mr Bostok, coming face to face with his erection. The department store manager's cock fortunately didn't reek like Des's had, and it was a little longer.
Claire delicately leant forwards and lightly pressed her full lips against the tip of Mr Bostok's trembling erection, kissing him. The beautiful redhead expected the store manager to display his typical trepidation, but instead he grabbed the top of Claire's head in both hands and at the same time thrust forward with his pelvis. Claire gave a startled grunt as Mr Bostok's cock plunged into her stunned mouth. She gagged slightly as his hard cock thrust right into the back of her mouth.
"Oh thank you, thank you, thank you!" groaned Mr Bostok with obvious delight as he held Claire's pretty face clutched into his groin, his cock sunk to the hilt into her sweet mouth, her lips stretched wide around the base of his shaft.
The middle aged store owner eventually began to move his penis inside Claire's mouth. Starting slowly at first he back to slide his hard erection back and forth between the tight seal of Claire's pouting lips as he began to pump his cock in and out of her mouth. "Oh wow!" groaned Mr Bostok as he increased the pace of his fucking, thrusting his cock hard into Claire's sucking mouth, the tight ring of her lips moving up and down his sensitive shaft.
Wanting to please the store manager and make sure he had a good Christmas, Claire did her best to lovingly suck his hard penis, slurping noisily on his shaft as he rocked his hips towards her face.
Claire gave a stifled grunt of alarm as Mr Bostok suddenly grabbed two handfuls of her auburn hair and started to vigorously fuck her lovely mouth. The store manager's balls slapped against Claire's chin as he jammed his knob deep into her throat, the head of his cock sliding across her agile tongue as she sucked hard on his penis and tried to speed up the man's Christmas orgasm.
After a few minutes of face fucking Mr Bostok's moans were becoming much louder and Claire was sure that he would cum at any moment. His hips were rapidly thrusting in rhythm with Claire's bobbing head.
Abruptly he pulled out of her mouth and staggered over to the couch on the side of the office, breathing heavily. "Come here, quick!" he whispered urgently.
The naked redhead wiped her mouth with the back of one hand and she got to her feet and made her way over to where Mr Bostok was sitting. When she got close enough he reached out, grabbing her by the wrist and pulling her down so that she was straddling his lap.
Mr Bostok reached down between their bodies and aimed his cock up towards Claire's pussy. With a loud groan he pulled her down onto his erection, burying his face in her cleavage as his cock slid up into her.
Knowing what he now wanted, Claire started to grind herself down onto Mr Bostok's cock, bouncing on his lap as they fucked. The store manager gave Claire's left arse cheek a slap as she rode him, then both his hands moved up to squeeze her big knockers, mauling at the large globes lustfully.
As Claire slid her hips back and forth, letting the store manager's long cock fill her tight pussy, Mr Bostok's hands rose up off her big tits and grabbed the back of her head, pulling her face down towards his. Claire gave a small moan of protest as the middle aged man pressed his lips hard against hers and he jammed his slimy tongue eagerly into her soft mouth.
Claire jammed her hips down faster on his cock as he passionately kissed her, his tongue probing at hers, his breath hot and slightly stinky in her mouth.
"This is the best Christmas ever!" remarked Mr Bostok with glee as they finally broke off their kiss and his groping hands returned back down to the lovely redhead's sizeable hooters. The comment about having a good Christmas improved Claire's mood immediately, and she started to ride him with renewed enthusiasm, thrusting her welcoming sex down onto his quivering erection.
"Let's try a different position," said Mr Bostok, grabbing Claire by her shapely hips and halting her rocking motion.
Claire gave a slight gasp as she pulled herself up off his erection. She the turned away from him and knelt down on her hands and knees. "Doggy style?" she suggested, looking back over her shoulder at the store manager, knowing full well that most guys seemed to like to fuck her from behind in this fashion.
"Perfect," breathed Mr Bostok as he got up off the couch and moved behind her, his hard cock lining up with Claire's perfect arse.
Mr Bostok held Claire by the hips and rubbed the tip of his cock against the moist entrance to her pussy, but he didn't thrust inside her, instead pausing.
"I've got a better idea," he remarked, taking hold of his cock in one hand and lining it up with Claire's asshole.
"What?" Claire began to protest, but then cried out as the man shoved his hard cock up her arse.
"Oh fuck you're tight!" gasped Mr Bostok as he began to roger the gorgeous, buxom redhead.
He kept a tight grip on Claire's shapely waist as he slammed himself rapidly against her, his cock repeated plunging into her tight bumhole as the office was filled with the sound of their smacking flesh.
Claire pushed her arse back against him as he shagged her from behind, her tight anal passage snugly hugging his thrusting penis.
"Ugh! Oh, fuck!" Mr Bostok gave a snort and a grunt as he unloaded into Claire's divine posterior. "Shit!" he gasped as his thick load of spunk shot into Mrs Claus's arse.
The plump store manager sagged forward against the kneeling beauty as he came heavily, spending himself in her perfect peachy bottom.
His cock gave a wet squelch as it slipped out of her and he leant back against he couch breathing heavily.
"Thank you so much Mrs Claus," he told her with immense gratitude. "That truly was the best Christmas ever."
Claire gave a weak smile in return. "My pleasure," she replied as she cast her eyes around the room to try and track down her discarded lingerie. Her ass was rather sore from the thorough rogering Mr Bostok had given her, she figured she'd be walking a little funny for the rest of Christmas day.
Mr Bostok handed her an envelope, "Can you give this to Santa for me?"
"Sure, what is it?" asked Claire. It felt like it was full of paper, maybe a very long letter?
"Um," Mr Bostok seemed to pale a little. "It's um. It's my Christmas Card for him."
"Oh, okay." Claire scooped up her underwear and headed for the door. She was quite eager to get back home to her boyfriend for Christmas lunch, but briefly wondered if Santa would have any other presents he wanted her to deliver before she left.
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The handsome blond deputy grinned at the two busty blondes locked up in the Peckerwood jail cell. "So you girls wanna get out of here?" he asked with a wink.
"Hell yes!" Emily and Sharon said at once. The two girls had been through a terrible few hours in the backwater township.
First their car had broken down and they'd been forced to give a fat old redneck called Lester a blowjob in exchange for a ride back to town. They'd then been taken to the Peckerwood Hotel where the redneck's son had spiked their drinks and Lester, his son Billy and his ancient old father Jethro had fucked them while they were drugged up.
They'd managed to escape after pretending to seduce Billy but didn't get far. The local Sheriff had caught them trying to break into a car and after giving them a thorough groping he'd thrown the two of them into jail.
Was this young deputy finally throwing them a lifeline and ending the nightmare that was Peckerwood County?
"Are you girls from Hollywood?" Deputy Dale asked them. "You sure are pretty, like movie stars."
Sharon couldn't help but blush at the complement. Dale was so good looking, such a breath of fresh air after all the ugly inbreds that had put their paws all over her and Emily since they'd been in town. "We're from Wyoming," she explained. "You can get us out of here?"
Dale nodded but didn't elaborate. "You sure are pretty," he repeated. "There ain't that many girls in Peckerwood. Specially none as pretty as you two."
"You'll help us?" Emily prompted, she couldn't help but smile at the young deputy's enthusiastic compliments.
"Me and my twin brother Earl don't get to see girls like you two," Dale continued, seemingly ignoring Emily. "If I let you girls out and take you back to our place, will ya let us both bone you?"
Sharon raised her eyes at this, she hadn't been expecting such a request. For some reason Dale's good looks made her think he was different to all the other men of Peckerwood, but apparently he just wanted the same thing.
Emily leant over to discuss the offer with her friend. "I think we should go for it," she whispered.
Sharon hesitated. "I dunno, we could just take our chances with the Sheriff in the morning."
"Come on," urged Emily. "He's hot!"
Sharon glanced over at Dale who was watching them expectantly, she certainly couldn't argue with Emily's assessment of his looks. "Well I guess fucking him won't be too much of a hardship."
Emily grinned, glancing over at the handsome deputy as well. "We've done a lot worse in the last few hours. I still can't believe that old man fucked me up the ass."
"His brother too though?" Sharon hesitated again.
"He said they were twins," Emily reminded her.
"We'll do it!" Sharon finally announced, turning back towards Dale to let him know the good news.
"Hot damn!" Dale clapped his hands together in celebration. He practically jumped to his feet and grabbed the jail key up off the desk behind him, spinning it on one finger. "Earl is gonna love you two," he told them, shooting them another of his now familiar winks.
Dale unlocked the cell door and pulled it open. "My pickup's out back," he said, gesturing for them to follow him.
The two blondes stepped out of the cell, a little tentatively at first. Sharon wondered if breaking out of jail was just going to get them into more trouble. They followed Dale out through the back of the jailhouse, Sharon couldn't help but admire how good the blond deputy's butt looked in his police uniform pants.
The three of them all loaded into Dale's pickup and headed across town towards his home, with Lynyrd Skynyrd's 'Free Bird' blasting from the car stereo.
"Walk this way ladies," said Dale as he hopped out of the pickup and led the girls up towards the front door of his house. It was a small, cottage style home with a white picket fence and a large front deck that came complete with a rocking chair.
"I bet his brother is even better looking," Emily whispered to Sharon as they followed Dale inside the cottage.
"Earl!" Dale shouted as soon as they entered. "Come on out, I've got us something real pretty to play with!"
They made their way into Dale's lounge where he threw on a southern rock record by the Allman Brothers Band on an old fashioned record player as Emily and Sharon took a seat on a banged up old couch by the wall.
Dale paused a moment, grinning down at where the two buxom blonde's sat, his gaze taking in their long legs and lush curves. He then sat down between the two girls, putting his arms around their shoulders.
"Why don't we get to know each other a little better," he suggested with a big smile. "Earl will be out in a moment to join in."
"That sounds like great idea," agreed Emily, running her hand along Dale's leg, feeling his strong thigh through his uniform pants.
Dale turned towards Emily, reaching across her body to cup the side of her face and turn her head towards him. As his lips pressed tenderly against hers, Emily's body melted against his. The beautiful blonde moaned as his tongue slipped into her mouth and sought hers in their passionate kiss.
The handsome blond deputy released Emily and turned the opposite way towards Sharon. He drew her close and kissed her with just as much passion as he had Emily, the busty blonde's mouth opening as soon as they kissed. Dale moaned, letting his hand drop from Sharon's face to tenderly cup her full right breast in his palm, exploring it's heavy expanse with his eager fingers.
Emily pressed herself against Dale's strong back, her full breasts squashing against his shoulders as she reached around, sliding her soft hand between Dale's legs and rubbing over the bulge of his crotch. It felt great to get it on with a guy who turned her on rather than the three ugly rednecks who'd assaulted her back at the hotel. Emily couldn't wait to get Dale's cock inside her.
Dale moaned into Sharon's mouth as he felt Emily squeeze his cock through his pants, her palm pressing firmly against his growing erection. He kissed Sharon harder, and let his fingers sink into her large breast, squeezing the lovely round orb with growing passion. He could feel the hard jut of Sharon's nipple against his palm as he groped her sizeable boob.
Emily reached up and started to unbuckle the handsome cops pants as he kissed and felt up her best friend. When she pulled down his zipper and slipped her hand into Dale's underwear the blond deputy let go of Sharon, leaning back on the couch and moaning in appreciation of Emily's touch.
"Oh shit that feels good!" groaned Dale as Emily stroked his hard erection in her soft hand. The gorgeous blonde was now up and kneeling on the couch beside him as she jerked him off, her eyes full of desire as she stared down at his big penis that was filling her small fist.
Dale seemed to realise for the first time that Emily was still wearing no pants. He reached over, running his hand over the bare swell of her shapely hip as she stroked his hard cock. Dale's hand then traced along the arc of Emily's g-string, stroking around the lush roundness of her buttock, and following the line of the skimpy underwear to the crack of her ass. He then let his palm cover her tight buttock and gave it a firm squeeze.
Sharon, wanting to get in on the action, yanked her tank top up over her head and tossed it on the floor. Dale turned to her as she reached behind her back and unclasped her white satin bra, arching her back to thrust out her impressive tits towards the handsome blond deputy. As soon as she let her bra drop away, Dale's hands were reaching up, covering and squeezing Sharon's large bare breasts.
As Dale began to feel up the beautiful topless blonde, Emily slipped down off the couch, kneeling at Dale's feet. She bent forward into the handsome cop's lap and captured the tip of his hard dick between her lips. Dale looked down from Sharon's breasts in surprise as Emily slid her warm lips down over his cock.
"Oh fucking hell!" he groaned in pleasure as Emily sucked him into her wet mouth. He squeezed down extra hard on Sharon's tits causing her to gasp in surprise.
As Emily began to bob her head over Dale's hard cock, Sharon reached behind and unzipped her skirt. She stood up off the couch, Dale's hands leaving her tits as she let her skirt drop to the floor and then peeled off her g-string, standing naked in front of Dale as Emily blew him.
"You're fucking gorgeous," groaned Dale as he stared up at Sharon's perfect naked body. Dale's hands had dropped to stroke the top of Emily's blonde head as her sucking mouth slid rapidly up and down his cock. "Let me taste that sweet looking pussy," Dale said to Sharon, licking his lips in anticipation.
Sharon smiled excitedly and moved back onto the couch, this time standing up and straddling the spot where Dale sat, lifting one knee up onto the back of the couch and pressing her crotch forward, towards Dale's face.
Dale's hands circled around Sharon's hips and grabbed her by the buttocks, pulling her cunt forwards towards his mouth. The gorgeous blonde gave a moan as Dale swiped his tongue up the length of her slit and then teasingly flicked the tip across her clit.
"Oh God!" groaned Sharon in pleasure. She was so turned on. She closed her eyes and threw her head back, moaning as Dale began to eat her pussy with surprising skill.
Emily moaned as she swallowed Dale's cock deep into her mouth, he tasted so good she couldn't believe she was getting this turned on just by sucking a guy's dick. Emily's lips were sliding rapidly up and down on Dale's hardness, her forehead pressing against Dale's hard stomach with each bob of her head.
Standing above Dale and getting her pussy licked, Sharon suddenly felt a hand touching her hair. She was confused for a moment, wondering how Dale could reach her head while his tongue was still buried in her cunt. Then her eyes popped open and she saw an ugly smiling face in front of her.
The newly arrived stranger had a shaven head, double chin and overweight body. His jutting, Neanderthal-like chin was covered in drool and he had a stupid grin on his face as he pulled down on Sharon's hair. Before the busty blonde could protest, the stranger's hands were on the back of her head and he was pulling her face down towards his exposed cock, which was jutting from the open front of his stained denim overalls.
"Wha..." Sharon's protest was immediately muffled as the fat, bald man shoved his erect cock into her mouth. The lovely blonde almost gagged at the unexpected intrusion, the stench and taste of stale sweat filling her nostrils and taste buds as the stranger jammed his thick cock deep between her lips.
In alarm, Sharon jerked her upper body away from the newcomer. His hands on her head and Dale's face between her sleek thighs tipped her off balance and she fell sideways, landing on the couch, her left foot hitting Emily in the side of the head and disrupting Emily's enthusiastic cocksucking.
"What the hell?" cried out Sharon in surprise as the man's foul cock popped out of her mouth.
Dale turned in his seat and looked back at the man. "Earl!" he announced happily as Sharon struggled up off the couch.
"Hi Dale," said the large bald man, his speech slightly muffled as though his tongue was swollen. Sharon immediately got the impression that Dale's brother was somewhat slow and stupid, possibly retarded. The fat, drooling Earl was certainly not the handsome looker that his twin brother was.
"Ladies, this is my twin brother Earl," explained Dale, grinning broadly at his dumb brother.
Emily and Sharon exchanged a worried glance, it seemed that fucking these two hillbilly brothers wasn't going to be the pleasant experience they had originally anticipated.
"Come sit down here," instructed Dale, patting the seat beside him on the couch, "and we'll get these two hot things to blow us both."
"Okay Dale," drawled Earl, hurrying around the couch, the hard cock jutting from the front of his pants bobbing obscenely as he ran.
As soon as Earl sat on the couch Sharon dived in front of Dale, practically shoving Emily out from between his legs. Emily toppled back in surprise, not sure what her friends rush was.
"Okay ladies, get sucking," ordered Dale. Emily's heart immediately sank as she realised what her so-called friend had just done, it looked like she was stuck with big fat Earl while Sharon got hot Dale.
Emily shot Sharon a black look as she shuffled reluctantly over in front of Earl, kneeling at his feet and reaching for his hard cock. Earl startling chuckling to himself as Emily took his erection in one hand and began to stroke it, her other hand slipping between his chubby thighs to reach inside his pants and cup his balls.
Beside them, Sharon leant forward, her heavy breasts pressing against Dale's knees as she took hold of the deputy's cock and brought it to her lips.
"Nice," breathed Dale as Sharon swiped her tongue around the head of his cock and then sucked it into her mouth. Sharon gave a moan of appreciation as she tasted Dale's clean, manly cock, it was so much better than his twin brothers nasty organ.
"Suck now," Earl said impatiently to Emily, reaching down and grabbing her head in both hands. The startled blonde didn't really have a lot of choice as Earl pulled her face down into his lap with strong hands on the side of her head gripping her by the ears.
Emily's eyes went wide as Earl's foul smelling pole speared between her lips, sliding down the length of her tongue and lodging right into the back of her mouth. She gagged a little as he arched his back, lifting his hips part-way off the couch and attempting to stuff even more of his erection into her mouth.
Emily moaned quietly around the mouthful of cock as Earl tightened his grip on her head and started to move her mouth up and down on his hard cock, pretty much face fucking her.
"She's got a pretty mouth," Earl said to his brother has he bounced Emily's face up and down in his lap, sinking his cock deep between her lips.
Sharon meanwhile was feasting on Dale's cock. The gorgeous blonde's head bobbed rapidly over Dale's lap, sucking noisily on his hard shaft. Dale leant forward, reaching beneath her head to get his hands on her world class tits. Sharon moaned as the Sheriff's deputy squeezed her bare breasts, letting their firm expanse fill his groping hands. His fingers seized her nipples and gave them a hard pinch and twist, causing Sharon to moan around her mouthful of his cock.
"Turn around," groaned Dale, abruptly lifting Sharon's head up out of his lap.
Sharon grinned up at him, excited at the thought he was about to plunge that beautiful cock of his into her dripping wet pussy. She quickly spun around, going onto her hands and knees and presenting the spectacular globes of her ass towards him, exposing the moist lips of her cunt, ready for his hard cock.
"Me first!" blurted out Earl before Dale could even move. The chunky bald headed dimwit pushed Emily's face out of his lap and he quickly sank down behind Sharon's kneeling body.
Dale merely chuckled at his brother's enthusiasm and instead reached for Emily's hand, pulling the relieved beauty to her feet as he stood up in front of her.
Sharon cried out in frustration as her chance to fuck Dale disappeared, replaced by Earl's pawing hands on her naked ass. The bald fat man gave Sharon's right buttock a hard slap as he shuffled up behind and aimed his cock up against the entrance to her tight pussy. His hard shaft was still glistening with Emily's saliva as he pushed forward, parting the lips to Sharon's delicious vagina with the head of his cock.
"Yeah mama!" groaned Earl happily as he sunk his erection into Sharon's pussy. Starting to fuck the gorgeous blonde doggy style. Sharon bit her lower lip as she felt the disgusting man's cock drive into her tight entrance, shunting her forward with each hard thrust of his hips.
Beside the rutting couple Dale and Emily started to strip off their clothes, both pausing intermittently to stroke and kiss various pieces of flesh as they became exposed.
Once they were both naked, Dale pulled Emily into his arms and passionately kissed her. Their bare bodies pressing together and their tongues wrestled within their mouths. Emily could feel Dale's hard cock pressing against her flat stomach, she felt so grateful to be in the handsome cops arms after the forceful face fucking she had just received from Dale's ugly twin brother.
Emily reached between their bodies to take hold of Dale's hard erection in both hands, stroking it lovingly as they kissed.
"I want this in me," she murmured to Dale, her voice husky with lust.
Dale smiled and drew Emily down to the floor, lying her on her back beside where Earl was pumping against Sharon doggy style, the slapping of his fleshy hips and flabby belly against Sharon's perfect posterior filling the room with smacking noises. Dale slipped between Emily's parted legs and guided his perfect erection to the juncture of her creamy thighs.
"Oh yes!" gasped Emily in pleasure as Dale's hips surged and he thrust his cock smoothly up inside her. She reached up running her fingers over the strong muscles on the back of his arms as he began to fuck her. Her hands slid down his strong back to cup his tight buttocks and pull him deeper against her.
"Swap now!" said Earl suddenly.
To Emily's horror Dale chuckled indulgently at his brother and lifted himself up off her. Her pussy yearned at the suddenly emptiness as she felt his cock withdraw.
The gorgeous deputy was quickly replaced by his obese twin brother, Earl's crushing weight covering Emily's voluptuous body as he wormed his way between her sleek thighs.
Emily's eyes went wide as Earl pressed his mouth down over hers, his drool covered tongue shoving it's way between her lips. Earl moaned as he hungrily kissed her, the only saving grace was that his fat belly was getting in the way of his sticking his cock into her pussy.
Dale pulled Sharon to her feet and gave her a hungry kiss, sliding both his hands up to cup and tenderly squeeze her big tits. He gave her nipples a quick pinch and then scooped her up in his arms, carrying her over to what seemed to be their dining room table on the far side of the lounge.
Sharon was grateful to get a little bit of distance between her and the overly horny Earl, letting out a relieved sigh as Dale laid her naked body gently down on the table and ran his hands tenderly over the generous curves of her hips, legs and breasts. He then drew her over to the edge of the table, moving between her legs. The table was at the perfect height for him to stand between her legs and slip his hard cock into her already well fucked cunt.
"Oh God!" groaned Sharon loudly, happy to finally feel Dale's cock inside her after her earlier denial. The gorgeous blonde wrapped her long legs around Dale's slim waist as his cock surged inside her, driving deep into her eager, clutching pussy. The deputy's hands slid up and cupped her big tits as he fucked her, squeezing them firmly and causing her to cry out in pleasure.
Back on the floor Earl finally extracted his tongue from inside Emily's mouth. His oversized stomach made missionary position sex pretty much impossible and he clambered onto his knee's in frustration, his hard cock jutting down bellow his hanging belly, glistening with Sharon's pussy juices.
Emily cast a quick, envious glance at her friend Sharon who was getting gloriously fucked by Dale on the table. Her view was abruptly obscured by Earl's bulk as the deputy's unattractive brother pushed his erection into Emily's face. The blonde obligingly slipped her mouth over Earl's cock once again and started to suck forcefully as he pawed at her big tits. With his podgy hands on her boobs at least he wasn't forcing her head down on his cock and she was free to bob her head at her own pace and depth.



On the table, Sharon cried out in pleasure as she came, Dale's pumping hips pushing his lovely penis deep into her pussy.
"I'm gonna cum soon," moaned Dale, his hands firmly kneading the soft flesh of Sharon's generous sized melons.
Sharon moaned in reply, lost in the bliss of her own climax.
"Can I do it in your mouth?" asked Dale. "I've always wanted to see a chick swallow my load."
Sharon moaned, biting her lower lip, her eyes closed.
Dale took that as agreement and moved around to the side of the table, standing by Sharon's head. He turned her towards him, holding her head in both hands, one on the back of her neck and one on the top of her head, pinning her in place. Dale lined his trembling erection up and pushed it deep into her mouth.
Moaning he started to pump his hips, his hard cock thrusting in and out of Sharon's mouth even faster than it had her pussy.
"Fuck!" he grunted, "Here it comes!"
Dale slammed his cock deep into Sharon's helpless throat as it exploded, shooting his hot load of cum into her as he clutched her face against his crotch.
"Yeah!" he gasped, arching his back as he came, her throat desperately swallowing to keep up with his climax. "Drink that cum down baby." Sharon's eyes were wide and her mouth stretched wide as Dale fed her his sperm.
While his brother finished in Sharon's mouth, Earl had dragged Emily back to the couch and bent her face down over the edge. He was now kneeling behind her, slamming himself against her ass as he drove his cock into her pussy from behind.
With a grunt Earl joined his brother in climax, shooting his load into Emily's cunt as he pumped against her buttocks.
Emily bit down on the cushion in front of her as Earl flooded her pussy with his foul seed. Perhaps she should have listened to Sharon and stayed in the jail.
To be continued...
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"The stupid thing has crashed again Erica," Paul said, pressing the intercom button on his phone.
Paul Anderson was the Sales Manager for Infinity Systems Computing. He'd joined the company straight out of high school and had been there ever since. Paul was in his mid thirties, was unmarried and rather average in weight, height and appearance. Despite working for an IT company he knew very little about computers and often relied on his pretty young secretary Erica to fix his problems.
"Have you tried rebooting?" asked Erica with her usual businesslike professionalism. Erica was a gorgeous young twenty one year old blonde, who'd been working for Paul for only a couple of months. Her trim, tight body was currently encased in a tight fitting black business skirt that clung to the beautiful round curves of her ass, and a crisp white blouse that was buttoned up over her expansive bosom.
"I don't want to lose the document I'm working on, it's not saved," Paul said, gesturing irritably at the screen. "Come round here and fix it, babe."
Erica sighed and moved around Paul's desk to stand beside him. As she bent forward at the waist to tap at his keyboard Paul pushed his chair back a little to give her more room. His re-positioning also gave him a much better view of his lovely secretary's delightful posterior. Bent over, with her ass jutting out towards him, it was a mouth watering spectacle.
"No idea what you've done here," muttered Erica under the breath as she tried to fix his computer problems.
Erica abruptly tensed, pausing her typing as she felt one of Paul's hands stroke over the lush curve of her right buttock. The beautiful young blonde grimaced slightly, but resuming her typing without saying anything to her boss about his straying hand.
"Come in a little closer," instructed Paul as his other hand came up to her ass. He gave the tight mounds of Erica's bottom a firm squeeze through her skirt, a firm round buttock filling each of his palms.
"I think that's it," said Erica after a moment more, during which Paul's groping hands squeezed at her round ass.
"Thanks babe," replied Paul with a grin as he gave her a pat on the bottom.
Erica quickly disentangled herself and moved out from behind Paul's desk. If she didn't need this job so bad there was no way she'd put up with her lecherous bosses wandering hands.
"I think Ms Chessman wanted to see you," said Erica as she left Paul's office.
"Ah shit," cursed Paul. He grabbed a file off his desk and hurried out of his office. Maria Chessman was his boss, the branch manager and Paul had a good idea what she wanted to talk to him about. He quickly made his way across to the other side of the sprawling office where Ms Chessman's corner office was located.
Sitting at a large desk outside Maria's office was her personal assistant Jennifer Malone.
"Hi there good looking," said Paul with a wide grin as he stepped up to Jennifer's desk. If it was possible, Jennifer was even more beautiful than Paul's secretary Erica. The tall, leggy blonde was flawlessly groomed, her shining golden hair tied up in a tight bun and her makeup faultless. The gorgeous personal assistant always wore a deep red lipstick that for some reason drove Paul wild. It was probably the thought of having those full, pouty red lips sliding down his cock that turned him on.
Jennifer was wearing a pale blue dress that was delightfully low cut, revealing an impressively deep cleavage and the upper swells of her plump, ample breasts. The angelic blonde was certainly blessed with an impressive rack.
"Ms Chessman will see you now," said Jennifer as soon as she saw Paul approach.
Paul paused a moment. "Have you reconsidered my offer for dinner?" he asked her, flashing his most winning smile.
"Not interested," replied Jennifer haughtily. On her very first day on the job Paul had asked her out on a date and he'd been after her ever since. Unfortunately for Paul the busty blonde was well out of his league and she'd always refused, but to his credit that didn't stop him from constantly trying, much to Jennifer's annoyance.
"Maybe next week," said Paul. He didn't give Jennifer a chance to reply however, stepping into his boss's office and tapping lightly on the door.
"Come in," called out Maria Chessman, her tone stern, it didn't sound like she was in a good mood.
Paul took a deep breath and opened the doors, stepping into Ms Chessman's office. His manager was seated behind her desk.
"Take a seat Mr Anderson," Maria instructed him. The dark haired executive was actually very attractive, Paul would have called her beautiful if she was not such a constant bitch. Her long black hair was fastened behind her head in a tight ponytail, and she was dressed in an equally stern black business skirt and crisp white blouse. The blouse was buttoned all the way up, Paul wished she had missed a couple of buttons to display some of that abundant cleavage she doubtlessly possessed. The front of her blouse swelled out considerably, containing a pair of very healthy Double-D's that every man in the office yearned for a peek of.
Paul's eyes flickered up from Ms Chessman's chest, to her perfectly made up face and the fiery glint in her eyes. He wasn't quite sure if she was just mad about his work or if his gaze had lingered a little too long on her bust. He didn't say a word and just sat down on the chair in front of her desk.
"I'm sure you can guess why I've asked to see you Mr Anderson."
Paul nodded, "The latest sales figures?"
"Bingo," said Maria, reaching for a manila folder from the desk in front of her. She opened it up and read from it. "Sales down 47%, and margins on the few sales we did actually make were less than 15%. This is the worst month we've had all year. You do realise you're supposed to running the sale force Mr Anderson?"
"Yes Ms Chessman," Paul replied glumly. He felt like a school kid getting told off by the principal.
"So what do you have to say for yourself?"
"I'm sorry Ms Chessman. It's the economy at the moment, no one's interesting in investing in new software." he said.
"So should we be cutting back on the sales force?"
"It's not that, we need all the sales people we can get just to bring in any business at all," Paul tried to explain, but he knew she wouldn't listen. He couldn't really blame her though, the sales force was hardly paying for itself.
"That's not good enough, Infinity System's share price will suffer because of this Paul." she was getting quite worked up as she told him off. "You've got to do something to turn things around, we can't have another dismal month like this."
"I know," he replied with a sullen nod. "It won't happen again."
"It had certainly better not! This won't look good on your annual performance review Mr Anderson, you can be assured of that."
Great, there goes my bonus, Paul thought to himself, what a bitch. "I understand," he said out loud, nodding again.
"You're just lucky that Mr O'Reilly hasn't heard about this," Maria told him, referring to her boss, Jim O'Reilly, the national manager.
Paul actually found Jim O'Reilly to be a rather reasonable manager, open to explanations, unlike Maria Chessman. He didn't say anything however.
"Okay Mr Anderson, I want to see you pick up your act. Next month things had better be looking a whole lot better," Maria reached for a second folder and picked it up, starting to scan the contents and signalling an end to their meeting.
"Is that business over?" Paul asked, standing up and stretching.
"Yes, thank you Mr Anderson," Maria replied with a curt nod.
"Great," Paul said with a sigh of relief as she walked around to the side of the desk. "Cause I could sure use a blowjob," he said, unzipping his fly as he moved around to stand beside his boss Ms Chessman.
Maria rolled her eyes and put down the folder. "Very well," she said, obviously not too happy about the chore as she swivelled her chair to face towards where Paul stood.
The lecherous sales manager had pulled his soft penis out through the fly of his pants and offered it up towards his boss's mouth.
"Just try and be careful of my makeup," Maria said, reaching out and taking Paul's penis from his hand and giving it a few gentle strokes. She then leant forward in her office chair and ran her tongue along the length of his soft penis, swirling it around the head before finally opening her lips and taking him into her warm mouth as if it was a simple, everyday occurrence.
"Ah, that's better," groaned Paul softly, closing his eyes and arching his back to luxuriate in the blowjob his boss was giving him.
Maria's cheeks hollowed as she sucked forcefully on her subordinate's cock, her mouth working up and down the length as it began to grow and thicken in her mouth.
"Mmm, you're a great cocksucker Maria," moaned Paul, stroking the top of his manager's head.
About two and a half months ago Paul had stumbled across some very incriminating evidence of a business transaction that Maria Chessman had been part of. If word of the dodgy dealing had got out, it would have ruined both Maria's reputation and that of the entire company.
Rather than going to the police, or even to Mr O'Reilly, Paul, who always tried to make the most of any situation and turn things to his personal advantage, had gone directly to Maria and used the information to blackmail her. At first he'd tried to get a promotion and pay rise, but unbelievably Maria had refused him. Something about business ethics, which was a bit rich, coming from someone who'd done what she had.
So instead it came down to sex. Paul had at first wanted to fuck her, but the Ms apparently did stand for Mrs and Maria refused to betray her husband. Paul had to settle for free blowjobs whenever he felt the need. Which, in hindsight was not such a bad deal, he thought to himself as Maria's warm, wet mouth bobbed over his now fully erect cock.
The only thing that Maria insisted on was that when it came to business they were completely professional, which is why Paul had been forced to wait until their meeting was over before requesting his blowjob. And he knew a good thing when he was onto one and had no intention of rocking the boat.
"Mmm, man that's good!" gasped Paul, his hips rocking gently as Maria sucked on his dick. He reached down below her bobbing head to cup one of his boss's big tits and give it a squeeze through her blouse. Maria also refused to let him see her naked, but she didn't seem to mind when he played with her tits while she was sucking him off as it helped him cum quicker. So long as he did it through her clothing and didn't try to slip his hand up her top or anything.
Paul briefly wondered what the rest of the guys in the office would think if they could see him now. Here he was, groping her big tits as Maria Chessman, the bitch, was sucking his hard cock. Man, would they be jealous! Paul gave a groan as Maria took his cock deeper into her hot mouth, the tight seal of her lips almost working its way to the base of his hard shaft. She was definitely talented.
Paul gave her big tit one last squeeze and then shuffled forward so that he was standing right up against her chair and her head was pressed back against the chair's headrest, her face pretty much impaled against the chair by his dick. He pushed further forward, burying more of the length of his cock in her mouth, the head of his hard organ pressing right into the back of her mouth.
He then reached up and grabbed the back of her chair in both hands and began to rock the tilting office chair back and forth. The movement caused her mouth to slide up and down his cock as he rapidly rocked the chair. Paul groaned in pleasure, his hips starting to thrust forward to meet her bobbing mouth so that he was practically fucking her mouth.
"Oh yeah, that's it Ms Chessman, take that cock!" he grunted, his balls slapping against her chin as his cock pushed right into her throat. Fortunately for Maria it was not the first time she had deep throated her young blackmailer so she was able to take his hard length without gagging or choking.
Paul moaned as he rocked Maria's chair faster and faster, his cock humping deep into her inviting throat. The whole time she never relented with her skilful suction, her tongue fluttering along the underside of his shaft as he face fucked her.
Paul felt his balls churning as his orgasm approached, but he didn't slow down the movements of his hips and the chair. Once in the past, he had pulled out of her mouth and cum on her blouse, secretly hoping it'd cause her to take it off so he could get a peek at her spectacular naked tits. Instead she had angrily thrown him out of her office and it had taken him almost an entire week of begging and threats to get back in her mouth. Cumming on her face had also proved equally unpopular.
"Oh shit!" grunted Paul, his knees almost buckling as he exploded; unloading his creamy seed into Maria's sucking mouth. The raven haired manager's eyes widened slightly as her employee came in her mouth, and she immediately started to swallow, taking down his whole load as he pulled the chair forward, pressing her face against his lower stomach.
"Fuck! You are so good at that Ms Chessman," Paul murmured softly when he finally slipped out from between her full lips, his load spent. "Thank you."
"I would say my pleasure, but that's hardly the case," Maria remarked dryly in reply as she took a quick suck on the end of his penis, slurping up the last few drops of his semen.
"You know I'm ready to rock your world anytime you say the world baby," Paul replied with a smirk.
Maria rolled her eyes and she stuffed his cock back into his pants and zipped him up. "I think we're done here."
Paul knew better than to argue, he merely reached out with both hands, giving her big tits a quick grope through her blouse, then gave her a wink and hurriedly left her office.
With an extra skip in his step he headed back to his desk. On his way past Erica, who was bent over trying to retrieve some jammed paper out of the bottom tray of the photocopier, he gave her a pinch on the ass, causing her to straighten up with a yelp of surprise.
All in all, as far as Paul Anderson was concerned, life was great.
***
"I just can't stand it any more," said Erica in dismay. She had just told Maria everything about her harassing boss. "The other day he even grabbed my boobs while I had my hands full with two cups of coffee!"
Maria nodded thoughtfully. She was tapping her lower lip with the end of a pen as she considered the situation. "I know you've come to me with this before Erica, but like I said then, the situation is more complicated than you think. I can't do anything about Mr Anderson's groping. Perhaps you could go directly to Mr O'Reilly?" Maria hated being so powerless.
"Those two act like best buddies," complained Erica. "If I go to Mr O'Reilly I'm more likely to lose my job than stop Mr Anderson."
Maria sighed. She could see the desperation in the young secretary's eyes. "Look, let me think about things over night. I'll talk to you tomorrow."
To be continued...
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Erica stretched, holding the heavy box of files above her head as she tried to place it on the high shelf. The pretty young secretary was about an inch short of reaching.
"Here, let me help you," said Paul Anderson, her boss. He stepped up behind the beautiful blonde, placing his hands around her slim waist to offer her support. As she reached for the shelf again he tried to lift her up. Instead, his hands slipped up off her hips, slithering around the front of her torso and sliding up over the underside of her heavy breasts, cupping the ample melons through her top.
Erica gasped as her boss squeezed her large, full breasts through her top. She felt him press up against her from behind, the clearly discernable bulge of his crotch rubbing up against her ass.
"Wh...what are you doing Mr Anderson?" Erica stammered as he thoroughly groped her big tits.
"Oops, sorry babe, my hands slipped," he apologised, giving her nipples a tweak through the thin material of her top before he finally released her breasts and stepped back. "Why don't you let me put that box away."
Erica wordlessly handed him the box and hurried off, biting down an angry comment as she made a bee-line for the corner office where Maria Chessman, the branch manager was located.
"He's impossible!" she furiously declared as she entered Ms Chessman's office and took a seat in front of the attractive brunette's desk without being invited.
Maria glanced up in surprise. "Hello Erica."
"We need to get rid of that slime-ball now!" snapped Erica, still raging from the groping she'd just been on the receiving end of.
Maria nodded and smiled. "I've got an idea about that. We've simply got to get some evidence of Mr Anderson's bad behaviour, then you can take that to Jim O'Reilly. I won't be involved at all."
Erica nodded slowly in response. "What sort of evidence?"
"Video."
"Just set up a camera by my desk and I'm sure we'll get some groping footage," said Erica bitterly.
Maria shook her head. "Not enough. We need something really powerful if Jim is going to fire Paul. A little groping won't cut it."
"Like what?" asked Erica uncertainly.
"My plan is to entrap him. We've got drinks tonight. If he sees a lovely drunk beauty such as yourself passed out in the sick room he won't be able to resist. I'll arrange for a surveillance camera to be set up to capture all the evidence."
"You want me to pretend to be drunk and then let him...rape me?" asked Erica, visibly whitening.
Maria nodded.
"No way!" said Erica, refusing adamantly. "I'd rather put up with the fondling."
Maria frowned. "I want him gone just as much as you do."
"You do it then!" shot back Erica.
"I know," said Maria, "Jennifer will do it. Paul has a real soft spot for her anyway, it's perfect."
Erica looked surprised. "Do you think she'll agree to do it?"
"She will if she wants to keep her job," retorted Maria brusquely.
They were interrupted by the sound of Jennifer's voice on the intercom. "Hi Maria, Paul Anderson is here to see you."
Erica jumped, feeling like she'd just been caught out in a guilty secret.
"Fine show him in, we're done here," Maria said.
Erica nodded, still a little pale at thought of what Maria was proposing. She turned and let, meeting Paul in the doorway. Paul turned sideways to let his pretty young secretary past. The gap was quite small and Erica had to turn sideways herself to slip past. As she squeezed by him, Paul thrust forward with his crotch, rubbing himself across her firm posterior as she pushed past. He was clearly hard.
Erica scowled, her guilt at the plot against her boss suddenly gone as she headed back to her desk.
Paul grinned as he kicked the door closed and walked over to Maria Chessman's desk and unbuckled his belt. "B.J. time," he announced as he dropped his suit pants to the floor and stepped out of them. His fully erect penis was jutting out of the fly of his boxers.
Maria grimaced as the horny sales manager moved in front of her chair and sat on the edge of her desk. She gave a sigh as she reached out and took hold of his throbbing erection in one soft hand. With any luck this would be the last blowjob she was forced to give him.
Maria swiped her tongue around the head of Paul's erection, then gave the tip of his dick a tender kiss, leaving a slight smear of lipstick. She ran her tongue down along the underside of his shaft and then swiped her tongue across his scrotum, teasing his testicles.
"Don't tease me, just suck it," instructed Paul.
Maria reluctantly moved back to the end of his cock, slipping her warm lips down over him and sucking his stiff erection into her wet mouth.
"Oh yeah!" Paul groaned with obvious relish. "I really needed this!"
Maria's cheeks hollowed as she forcefully sucked on him and her head began to bob over his lap. The office filled with the sounds of her slurping, her pouty lips sliding up and down the thick pole of his cock.
"That's it, suck that cock like you mean it!" said Paul with a loud groan as Maria's pace picked up. With each bob of her head the tip of his cock was nudging right against the very back of her mouth causing her to gag slightly.
"You look beautiful with my cock in your mouth," Paul told her as she sucked him off.
Maria's mouth popped off the end of his dick and she looked up at him. "Why don't you keep the commentary to a minimum and just let me get on with this?" she snapped irritably.
Paul grinned mischievously. He held his cock by the base and slapped it against Maria's closed mouth. "Whatever you say, you're the boss."
Maria scowled up at him. If it wasn't for the fact that this was hopefully the final blowjob she had to give him then she would probably have thrown him out.
Paul spanked his erection against her forehead. He was certainly pushing his luck.
Maria reached up and smacked away his hands, holding his dick firmly around the base as she put her mouth back over the head of him. Paul gave a moan as Maria resumed her blowjob, rapidly bobbing her head over his cock as she sucked.
He reached down and took hold of Maria's sizeable boobs, squeezing them through her blouse as she blew him. He could feel the stiff lacy texture of her bra as the large melons overflowed his groping hands. He still wished he could get those puppies out in the open one day.
"Oh yeeeaah!" Paul gave a long groan of pleasure as his cock jolted between Maria's lip. He moaned as his salty seed exploded, filling the gorgeous brunette's diligently sucking mouth. Paul squeezed down tight on Maria's titties as he spurted, his erection flexing in her mouth.
Maria swallowed, quickly drinking down all of Paul's load without spilling a drop. The last thing she wanted was her office stinking of cum.
"Mmm, that was amazing as always," murmured Paul in appreciation as Maria sucked him clean.
She sat back, grabbing a glass of water off her desk and taking a long swallow.
"Maybe we could have a repeat performance after drinks tonight?" suggested Paul hopefully.
"No. I'm leaving early today," Maria curtly replied. "I'm going to dinner with my husband."
"Fine," replied Paul with a shrug. "Make sure you give the old man a big kiss from me," Paul added with a wink.
Maria shook her head as Paul left her office. The man was definitely an obnoxious asshole.
***
For some reason, Friday drinks always brought out the worst in Paul. He was all over the ladies of the office, hitting on them, making lewd comments and plenty of touching.
Glenda from accounts seemed to bear the brunt of it this week. Neither Maria nor Erica, his usual victims had shown up for drinks and Jennifer seemed to be staying well clear of the lecherous sales manager that evening.
Glenda wasn't quite as pretty, and certainly not as stacked as Maria, Erica or Jennifer. But the thirty three year old red haired accountant was a keen jogger and kept quite fit. Paul was standing uncomfortably close to the relatively shy office worker, one hand resting on the small of her back as he told her an inappropriately sexual and racist joke. Every so often his hand would wander down from Glenda's back and slide over the taut round swells of her buttocks, which were perfectly encased in a pair of slim fitting black suit pants.
"...a donkey's dick!" announced Paul, reciting the joke's punch line and roaring raucously with laughter at his own joke.
Glenda smiled politely as Paul pinched the well toned accountant's bottom once again.
The slender accountant had clearly had enough as she began to politely excuse herself, claiming an early morning run the next day.
Paul barely even heard her as his attention was suddenly caught by the sight of Jennifer across the other side of the office.
The gorgeous personal assistant was swaying as she walked, clearly quite inebriated. This was rather unusual, as Jennifer almost always maintained control. She was dressed in a pretty, charcoal grey dress which was quite tight fitting across the upper half, nicely displaying her expansive bosom. The lower, skirt part of the dress, was short and flared slightly as she walked, giving Paul a great view of her long, tanned legs.
As Paul watched, the drunk blonde staggered through the door into the sick room, disappearing from sight.
Paul frowned in thought. He glanced around the room to see if anyone else had seen Jennifer depart, but no one seemed to be paying any attention to her.
Paul hesitated about another minute and then followed Jennifer, slipping quickly into the sick bay without anyone noticing. His heart was rapidly beating as he quietly closed the door behind him and then looked around the room. Jennifer was lying face down on the small single bed that filled the far side of the room. The hem of her dress was up around her sleek thighs, inches short of revealing the swells of her buttocks. She was snoring softly.
Paul let out a quivering breath and walked softly across the room. He reached out a shaking hand towards Jennifer's pert ass and then stopped, thinking better of it.
"Jennifer?" he said, reasonably loudly. "Are you okay?"
He reached down and prodded her shoulder. "Jennifer?" he repeated, more loudly. The sleeping beauty still did not stir.
Paul shook Jennifer's shoulder to try and wake her up, but her drunken slumber could not be interrupted.
"Thank you God," he whispered.
Still a little cautious, Paul reached down and touched the back of Jennifer's thigh, right down by her knee. He gave her leg a gentle squeeze, glancing up towards her face to make sure she was still asleep. Paul traced his palm up the back of his boss's gorgeous personal assistant's slender thigh, enjoying the incredible feel of her smooth, soft skin. Inches away from the hem of her dress he stopped again.
Paul turned and moved back to the sick-bay door, locking it. It would be bad if someone from the office stumbled in on him while he was molesting the unconscious woman.
He grinned to himself and rubbed his hands eagerly together, before moving back across the room and sitting on the edge of the bed where Jennifer was slumbering.
This time he laid both hands on the back of Jennifer's smooth thighs. As he ran his hands up the back of her sleek thighs he pushed the hem of her skirt up. His hands slid up the swells of Jennifer's beautiful round buttocks, cupping one taut mound in each palm. Jennifer was wearing the skimpiest of g-string's beneath her dress, leaving her lovely ass pretty much bare for Paul to grope.
"Gorgeous," he murmured in admiration as he squeezed and kneaded the firm cheeks of her ass. This was a dream come true for the sleazy sales manager.
Smack!
Paul gave Jennifer's ass a hard slap, watching the quiver of flesh. He grinned and slipped one hand up between the lovely blonde's thighs, rubbing his fingers across the crotch of her g-string and feeling the heat of her pussy.
Paul unzipped his fly and pulled out his now erect penis, stroking it as he rubbed the gorgeous blonde's crotch. He briefly considered just jerking off, but realised that this was an opportunity not to be missed. Instead, he climbed up on the bed, straddling the back of Jennifer's thighs.
Holding his cock in one hand he rubbed it over the firm spheres of Jennifer's ass, using his shaft to slap her butt. Paul then leant forward, leaning over his sexy colleague and rubbing himself against her ass, humping her from behind as he ground himself into her perfect bottom. It would be so easy to just pull aside her g-string and slip into her.
"What the hell," said Paul with a shrug. "You only live once."
He reached down and tugged aside Jennifer's g-string. With his other hand he guided his erection into Jennifer's pussy.
As Paul thrust into the sexy blonde from behind, she lay there motionless, still fast asleep lying face down on the bed.
"Oh yeah!" groaned Paul as his hard erection slid smoothly into her pussy and his hips ground against her ass. Holding his weight on his elbows as he lay over top Jennifer, the horny sales manager began to fuck her from behind, driving his cock into her clutching pussy.
"This is much better than a blowjob or a quick grope," he murmured, thinking of Maria and Erica.
Paul humped against Jennifer for a few minutes, pinning her down on the bed with his thrusting penis. The whole forbidden, non-consensual element to the sex was turning him on and his balls were churning in no time.
Paul wasn't sure if the beautiful blonde was on the pill and he certainly didn't want to knock her up so he pulled out before it was too late. He wasn't about to finish off using his hand however, so instead he moved up towards where Jennifer's head lay.
Paul rubbed the tip of his cock over Jennifer's angelic face, leaving a smear of pre-cum over her nose, cheek and lips. He then grabbed her head in both hands as he stuffed his erection into her unwilling mouth, spearing her full lips open with the tip of his penis.
"Fuck!" he grunted as his hard cock thrust into Jennifer's mouth. He gripped her hair tightly and began to quickly saw his hard cock in and out between her full, pouty lips. It perhaps wasn't as nice as Maria's oral talents, but the workout he'd had in her pussy had him close to the edge anyway.
With a few vigorous thrusts, he gave a choked grunt of pleasure and blasted his sticky wad of jism into Jennifer's sleeping mouth. "Oh yeah!" he groaned as he emptied his load across Jennifer's tongue. He pulled out and sat back on the bed, breathing heavily.
"Thank God for Friday drinks," he murmured with a satisfied grin.
To be continued...
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"We need to talk," said Paul Anderson as he barged into his boss's office, slamming the door shut behind him. There had been no one to stop him from entering as Maria's personal assistant, Jennifer, was off sick today.
"Mr Anderson?" said Maria in surprise, looking up at him. "What's the problem?"
"Don't worry," snapped Paul as he strode up to the beautiful brunette's desk, "I'm not after head this time."
He threw a manila folder down on her desk and a couple of grainy photographs spilled out. They were shots of him lying on top of a passed out blonde and a few of him with his cock stuffed into her mouth.
"He's got video footage as well apparently," Paul told her, sounding rather desperate.
"He?" asked Maria, opening the folder and flicking through the rather incriminating photographs.
"O'Reilly," explained Paul, referring to the company's national manager. "I'm done. You've got to help me."
"Help you? I don't think so," Maria curtly replied.
"Look," said Paul, leaning over her desk. "If you don't make this go away then I'll be forced to give O'Reilly the stuff I have on you." Paul had been blackmailing his beautiful boss for the past few months.
Maria frowned, clearly not happy. "You can't do that, we had a deal."
Paul shook his head. "The deal's changed. I'm in the shit here and you can help me. If you do this then I'll destroy all the evidence I've got. No more blowjobs."
"No more blowjobs?" repeated Maria. Clearly the idea appealed to her.
"We'll be even," Paul assured her.
Maria considered for a moment. "Okay," she finally agreed.
***
Jim O'Reilly frowned calculatingly at his attractive subordinate. "What's in this for you Maria?" he asked her. Jim O'Reilly was the National Manager of Infinity Systems Computing. He was in his mid fifties and had short white hair and an expansive, barrel like belly. His jowly face was usually bright red and he actually looked a little bit like Boss Hog from the Dukes of Hazard.
"I'm not at liberty to say," Maria replied. The raven haired branch manager was dressed in a light grey skirt and jacket suit, with a bright red blouse. The blouse unbuttoned more than usual and she was giving Jim a clear view of her impressive cleavage.
"This evidence is very compelling, and the charges are serious," said Jim. "And we are talking about your assistant Jennifer here."
"I realise that," said Maria, hating what she'd been forced to do. "But I have to get rid of this matter once and for all."
Jim seemed to consider matters for a moment. After a long pause he replied. "I'll let you what Maria. I like you, and we've worked together for a couple of years now so I'm willing to help you out. I'll destroy this evidence against Paul...if you agree to fuck me."
"What?" blurted Maria in surprise. That had been the last thing she'd expected. From Paul maybe, but from Jim O'Reilly her boss?
"We have sex. Then I'll make all this go away," explained Jim.
Maria still looked in shock. "But I'm married!"
Jim shrugged. "It's pretty straight forward here Maria. You're asking me to do something very unethical. So in return I want something of value. That hot body of yours is valuable to me."
Maria grimaced. Even with Paul's blackmail she hadn't let him have sex with her. "How about I suck your cock instead?"
"Not good enough," replied Jim immediately. He was used to negotiating multi-million dollar deals and he knew how to bargain. "You've got a nice big pair of boobs that I've wanted to get my hands on for years, and I bet you're a fantastic fuck."
"I give fantastic head," said Maria.
"I'm sure you do, and I intend to find out," Jim replied calmly. "But I also intend to shoot my wad in that sweet pussy of yours."
Maria was looking very uncomfortable. But perhaps sleeping with the boss would help her career as well. "You'll destroy the photos?"
"Yes."
"Okay," she agreed. "I'll do it."
Jim's grin was a mile wide. "Excellent. Well let's start with that head you were talking about."
"Right now?" replied Maria in surprise, glancing nervously around the National Manager's office.
Jim merely nodded and stood up from his chair. He unzipped his trousers and pushed them down around his knees. His blue cotton boxer shorts followed, revealing a soft, limp penis dangling between his legs, framed by a pair of saggy balls, covered in a light fuzz of grey hair. It was not the most attractive sight that Maria had laid eyes on.
Jim sat back down in his chair and gestured for Maria to come around the desk to him. The buxom brunette executive reluctantly did as she was instructed, kneeling in front of the chair of her trouser-less boss.
"Let me just have a feel of these puppies before you get started," said Jim, reaching out with both hands and grabbing Maria's large tits through her blouse.
"Oh yeah!" he gave a groan of approval as he squeezed Maria's plentiful jugs through her top. The ample melons filled his palms as his fingers sunk into the firm flesh. "These are great," he murmured, reaching up and grabbing the top of Maria's blouse. With a harsh yank he ripped open the kneeling woman's shirt, buttons flying off and material tearing.
"Hey! That was expense!" complained Maria as Jim reached inside her ruined blouse to grope at her bra-clad breasts.
"You'd better get them out before I rip this bra then," said Jim, releasing her tits temporarily.
Maria quickly shrugged of her torn blouse and then unclasped her bra, letting her big breasts spill free. They were large and firm, topped by already hard nipples.
"Lovely," murmured Jim as he took hold of Maria's bare breasts, one in each hand. "Did I ever tell you that I'm a tit-man?" he asked her as he began to squeeze and knead her gigantic hooters. "These fun bags are the reason I promoted you to Branch Manager." Jim pinched Maria's stiff nipples between his fingers, giving them a quick twist before once again cupping and squeezing her magnificent jugs in his palms. "I'm just glad this opportunity to actually touch them has come up."
Jim fondled Maria's perfect boobs for a few more minutes. "Okay, time for some sucking I think," he said, releasing her breasts and leaning back in his chair.
Maria reached up into Jim's lap and took hold of his old cock in her soft hand. It appeared to have been brought to life from the titty groping and was thick and stiff in her hand. The reluctant executive bent forward, dipping her head down into her bosses lap and gingerly taking his hard cock between her lips.
"That's it, suck that cock," moaned Jim as Maria's warm lips slid down his erection, his cock lodging deep in her hot mouth. "After all that talk, you'd better be as good as you said you were."
Jim groaned as Maria's talented mouth slid back up to the tip of his cock, her agile tongue swiping around the head of Jim's penis. She moved lower, her tongue lapping nimbly at Jim's hairy scrotum, teasing each of his testicles briefly before she moved back to his cock, plunging her mouth back onto him.
Jim gripped the top of Maria's head, holding her by her dark locks. "Put your hands behind your back," he ordered.
Maria obeyed as Jim immediately began to fuck her mouth, bouncing her head in his lap as his hips repeated hunched up off his chair, his hard cock pumping rapidly in and out of her sucking mouth. With her hands behind her back, Maria now had no control over the pace and depth of his plunging cock, but fortunately her experience blowing Paul Anderson had well prepared her for getting face fucked and she effortlessly took her bosses hard length as it slammed between her plump lips.
Jim humped Maria's face for about six or seven minutes, showing surprising stamina for a man of his age. His penis was hard as a rock, clearly highly aroused by the opportunity to blackmail his beautiful underling.
He thrust into Maria's mouth a few final times and then lifted her head up out of his lap. As the beautiful, topless brunette caught her breath, Jim once again groped her big tits, eagerly massaging the ample orbs.
"I think I need to fuck these puppies before we get down to business," he announced, shuffling forward in his chair so that his stiff erection nestled into Maria's considerable cleavage.
Jim kept a firm grip on Maria's boobs as he wrapped them around his cock, forming a snug, tight sheath for his cock to thrust into.
Maria's big boobs jiggled delightfully as Jim fucked them. Each thrust of his cock, caused the tip of his penis to bob up from the depths of Maria's cleavage, glistening with pre-cum. While his old hips pumped up off his chair, his hands kept a tight grip on Maria's breasts, keeping the fleshy mounds pressed tight around his thrusting manhood.
"Time to fuck," said Jim after titfucking her for a couple of minutes. "Stand up and bend over my desk."
"I can't convince you to finish off in my mouth, or between my tits?" asked Maria, trying one more time to delay cheating on her husband.
Jim didn't reply, instead grabbing her by the arm and forcing her to bend forward over his desk. He ran one hand across the smooth expanse of Maria's skirt-clad posterior, squeezing the firm cheeks of her ass. Jim then tugged up the back of her skirt, revealing her g-string panties and perfect, nicely toned buttocks.
Not wasting any time, Jim tugged aside the back of Maria's g-string and urgently thrust his rock hard cock into her tight snatch. Maria cried out at his sudden entry, his erection sinking right to the hilt into her pussy.
"Ah, that feels so good!" moaned Jim, pausing for a moment and enjoying the feeling of having his cock buried in the beautiful, buxom brunette. He rocked his hips slightly back and forth, exploring the depths of Maria's clutching pussy.
Jim moved his hands to Maria's curving hips, getting a firm grip as he started to fuck her in earnest, his hard cock pumping against her pussy from behind as he drove her into the desk. The sound of their flesh smacking together filled the large office as Jim slammed his erection repeatedly into Maria's pussy.
Maria moaned and pushed back with her bottom to meet her bosses thrusting cock. She was eager to get him off as quick as possible.
Jim was groaning noisily as he humped the busty brunette bent over his desk, he clearly wouldn't last very long. "Fuck!" he groaned as he arched his back and lifted himself up on his tip toes, stuffing his cock deep inside the gorgeous executive. His cock bottomed out in her cunt and he gave another loud groan. Jim's balls churned and his cock spurted, his thick, ropey seed spilling forcefully into Maria's grasping vagina.
"Oh yeah!" the older executive gave a long moan of pleasure as he pumped the brunette fill of his sperm. He fell forward, the weight of his bulk leaning on Maria's back as he spent himself. "That was perfect," he whispered into her ear as his cock slipped out of her pussy.
***
Paul Anderson smiled contentedly to himself as stood behind his beautiful blonde secretary Erica, massaging her shoulders intimately as she typed on her computer. As his hands slipped down from Erica's shoulders and artlessly crept to her chest, cupping her full and firm tits through her blouse, his smile got even wider.
'I love my job,' Paul thought to himself as he groped Erica's glorious breasts and the pretty young secretary did nothing to stop him.
Not only had Maria been able to make the incriminating footage of him forcing himself on her sexy assistant Jennifer go away, but Paul had also discovered some rather enlightening video footage of Maria fucking Jim O'Reilly. The new footage had restored Paul's access to Maria's lovely mouth and also given him some leverage against O'Reilly should Paul run into any future problems himself.
'All in all, life is good,' Paul decided as he dreamily kneaded the firm mounds of Erica's world-class knockers in his groping hands.
THE END
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"I knight thee, Sir Cockweasel. Paladin of the Temple of Swords," declared Lord Knight Jontar, leader of the Paladins. He touched the flat side of his longsword to each shoulder of the small goblin kneeling in front of him.
Cockweasel, for once in his life wasn't covered in grime. He was freshly bathed and scrubbed, actually feeling rather uncomfortable in his extreme cleanliness. He was dressed in a pale grey tunic and trousers with a pure white surcoat draped over his shoulders.
"Arise Sir Cockweasel."
The small goblin wasn't a lot taller standing up. Barely over four feet in height, the green skinned little monster was probably the most unusual paladin Lord Jontar had ever knighted.
The day the Council of Paladins had decided on Cockweasel's knighthood had been one of the longest and most heated debates in the Council's history. In the end, the testimony of the Orc turncoat Foulfang, who's aid had saved the Kingdom from the invading orcish armies, had swayed the decision in Cockweasel's favour. According to the orc it was Cockweasel himself who had convinced Foulfang to defect and help the human armies. For Cockweasel's bravery and resourcefulness the Council had decided to promote the unusual squire to the rank of Paladin.
The knighthood ceremony was followed by a session of prayer led by the Lord Knight himself and finally, Sir Cockweasel was presented with his new sword – a finely crafted shortsword with a gold hilt inset with a ruby the size of Cockweasel's bulbous nose. Throughout the entire ceremony, the little goblin wore a grin from ear to ear. He was clearly proud of his accomplishment.
First to congratulate the newly knighted paladin that evening was his best friend, Lady Gwendallyn.
"Well done Sir Cockweasel," the beautiful blonde paladin said as she entered his room. The buxom knight had to hold back her own bitterness as she wasn't too pleased about her horny little squire taking all the credit for bringing Foulfang back from the orcs. After all, it was her, not Cockweasel, who'd spent most of the trip back from the orc lair with Foulfang's cock stuffed in one of her orifices. Truth be told, she was still walking a little funny after that mission.
"Thank you Lady Gwendallyn," replied Cockweasel with a gap toothed grin. "It was a pleasure being your squire."
"This is for you, a gift to mark your promotion," Gwendallyn opened the sack she'd been carrying and handed Cockweasel a jerkin made of supple leather.
"Thanks I guess," replied Cockweasel somewhat dubiously as he accepted the armoured jacket. Dyed on the front of the jerkin was the symbol of Adeva.
"You spend so much time worshipping at Adeva's temple I assumed the Goddess of Love would be your chosen patron," explained the gorgeous blonde.
Cockweasel nodded remembering how talented at giving head the lovely priestess Johanna was. "Thanks Gwendallyn. I was kind of hoping that you might give me a blowjob as congratulations, but this is nice too."
Gwendallyn rolled her eyes, ignoring his comment. She was actually kind of relieved that he would no longer be her squire. "So you choose your squire tomorrow, that should be exciting," she said. "I hear there are three strong candidates for you to choose between."
"I don't suppose I could have a blowjob as well as the armour?" he asked her, scratching his crotch through the uncomfortable trousers he was wearing. He was much more used to a loincloth rather than these restrictive human clothes.
Gwendallyn grimaced. "Just take the leather armour Cockweasel."
***
The next take Sir Cockweasel, brand new Paladin of the Temple of Swords stood in front of the three young Squire hopefuls, ready to select his new apprentice.
The first of the potential squire's was a tall mountain of a man. He was barrel chested and his massive shoulder muscles made it look like he had no neck. The massive young man had a thick bushy beard and the biggest hands that Cockweasel had ever seen. Cockweasel imagined he would be quite handy in a fight and would probably make an excellent knight.
The second hopeful was considerably smaller, although had still proved quite skilled in combat during their trials. What had struck Cockweasel most about the second contender was his quick wit and clever mind. No doubt the young hopeful would be able to come up with plans even more cunning than Cockweasel's own.
The third applicant lacked the first's strength or the second's brains. Instead, the third hopeful squire's best asset was a pair of world class tits. As soon as Cockweasel laid eyes on those twin peaks of gorgeous, youthful flesh he knew he had his squire. The fact that she was incredibly beautiful, with long shining brown hair, long sleek legs, a trim athletic figure and a deliciously round ass was just icing on the cake.
"I've considered the many valuable assets that each of you possess," said Cockweasel as he addressed the three young trainee squires. "But unfortunately I can only select one of you to be my squire."
The diminutive goblin paced back and forth in front of the three young hopefuls, his hands behind his back and his new, shiny sword belted around his waist. "After careful consideration, my new squire will be," he paused for dramatic effect. "Elizabeth."
The gorgeous, busty brunette beamed in surprise at his announcement, while the two young men both scowled in disappointment. The selection of the beautiful, but rather useless, female over the young men added insult to injury.
"Thank you Sir Codweasel," said Elizabeth, impulsively stepping forward to hug the little goblin.
"Cockweasel," he corrected in surprise, enjoying the feel of his new squire's ample bosom pressed up against him. This paladin business was going to be sweet. Unable to help himself he let one hand drift down Elizabeth's back and gently stroke over the smooth sphere of her right buttock.
When Elizabeth released him he turned to the two squires he'd turned down. "Sorry lads. Better luck next time. Elizabeth. Come with me. We'll begin your training straight away."
"Yes Sir Coffweasel," replied the lovely brunette. She seemed unable to say the word 'cock' from what Cockweasel could tell.
As the two disappointed young men left the temple, Cockweasel led his new Squire back to his chambers where he explained her duties.
"Now, before we get properly started, I need to check something out," Cockweasel told his new squire. "Can you please sit down on this chair here."
Elizabeth did as she was told, taking a seat on the wooden chair which put her at about eye level with the diminutive goblin.
Cockweasel stood in front of her for a moment, stroking his jaw and briefly considering how best to proceed. Although he was eye level with Elizabeth, his gaze was actually focussed on her impressive bosom, which was swelling out against the material of her tight fitting tunic. The lacings that held the front of the tunic were straining against the mass of Elizabeth's substantial bust, revealing a significant portion of her deep cleavage.
"One of the most important attributes I want in a squire is courage and heart," Cockweasel told her. "Do you have heart Elizabeth?"
"I do Sir Coldweasel," she replied earnestly.
"Good, let me see then," he said, reaching out with one green skinned hand and placing it gently on her left breast.
Elizabeth stiffened slightly at his touch, but she didn't protest or push him away. Cockweasel's eyes were wide as he gave his beautiful young squire's breast a slight squeeze, the size and firmness of her large tit filling his hand. She had magnificent jugs, even bigger than Lady Gwendallyn's impressive assets.
"I can indeed feel you have a big heart," murmured Cockweasel as he gave Elizabeth's tit another squeeze. He could feel the slight jut of her hard nipple through the rough material of her tunic top. "I also need to see you have heart," he added, reaching for the lacing of her tunic.
Elizabeth bit her lower lip as Cockweasel tugged on the lace, untying the bow that held the front of her top together. The weight of her breasts pushed the tunic open further as Cockweasel loosened it, more and more of her deliciously plump breasts spilling into view. She was only a fraction away from nipple exposure and the horny goblin paladin couldn't wait to feast his eyes on her bare boobs.
Suddenly they were interrupted by a knock on the door.
"Fuck!" swore Cockweasel in frustration as he stepped back from Elizabeth's chair.
As he turned to answer the door, Elizabeth retied the front of her tunic.
"What is it?" snapped Cockweasel irritably to the young page at door.
"Lord Knight Jontar has sent for you Sir Cockweasel," replied the young page nervously. "An urgent matter has come up."
Cockweasel sighed in disappointment. He'd been seconds away from getting an eyeful of Elizabeth's huge tits. "Fine," he turned back to his squire. "We'll get back to this later Elizabeth. Go polish my sword or something."
Cockweasel stalked angrily across the main courtyard of the temple, following the young page to the offices of the Lord Knight. Whatever Jontar wanted, it had better be important, Cockweasel thought bitterly to himself.
When they arrived Lord Jontar was waiting anxiously behind this large oak desk, a look of concern on his face.
"What's up?" asked Cockweasel casually, the goblin was never one for formality.
"An urgent matter has arisen, Sir Cockweasel," replied the Lord Knight. "The Paladins require you to get out immediately on a mission of great importance."
Cockweasel frowned, "Immediately?"
"Yes. We have just discovered that the orc Kum Foulfang has fled. We suspect he may be intending to return to his people."
"Foulfang? Going back to the orcs? That doesn't sound right," remarked Cockweasel, genuinely surprised.
"Our fear is that he is once again defecting. And that this time it is our secrets he is selling," explained Lord Jontar.
"So I need to go fetch him back?" asked Cockweasel.
"Yes," agreed Lord Jontar. "It was you who convinced him to defect to us originally so clearly you are the best knight for the mission."
"I see. Has Gwendallyn been briefed as well?" asked Cockweasel. Now that the idea of retrieving Foulfang had come up, Cockweasel quite fancied another shot at a threesome with the beautiful paladin, it had been quite some time since he'd had her lovely lips wrapped around his shaft.
"Lady Gwendallyn won't be accompanying you," explained Jontar. "You are a knight in your own right now Sir Cockweasel."
"What?" blurted Cockweasel in surprise. He hadn't been counting on that.
"Remember, this mission is of the utmost importance. The fate of the Kingdom could rest in your hands Sir Cockweasel," said Lord Jontar gravely. "But I have every faith in your abilities. You have proved your worth many times."
Cockweasel swallowed. "Ah, thanks I guess."
"I expect you'll want to set out straight away. Every hour Foulfang get's closer to the orcs. He must not be allowed to reach the orcs. No matter what it takes!"
***
They set out just after sunrise the next morning. Cockweasel instructed his squire Elizabeth to bring only one horse which they shared. Elizabeth sat in front, holding the reins and guiding the horse as Cockweasel nestled in behind her, his arms around her slim waist and sitting right against her so that his crotch sat snugly against her lovely posterior.
As soon as they departed through the city gates, heading towards the lands of the orcs, Cockweasel's hands began to stray.
At first Elizabeth didn't notice. Cockweasel's right hand slipped up from around her waist and lightly cupped her full breast through the material of her tunic, the ample orb filling his green hand. When she felt a slight squeeze she glanced down and was surprised to see his hand cradling her breast. Without a word she reached up and pried Cockweasel's reluctant fingers from her tit, guiding his hand back down to her waist.
Cockweasel gave a small sigh and shuffled closer, pressing his crotch ever harder in against Elizabeth's ass, the slight bulge of his dick nestling between the firm gloves of Elizabeth's pert young buttocks.
They travelled another mile or so without any further comment, and once again Cockweasel's hand strayed up to touch Elizabeth's large breasts. She left it there for a moment, until once again he gave the large melon a firm squeeze.
"Copweasel!?" exclaimed Elizabeth in dismay as he looked down to see Cockweasel's green fingers squeezing her enormous right boob.
The horny little goblin paused, his fingers sunk into the firm flesh of Elizabeth's breast. "Sorry," he apologized, releasing the huge melon. "I thought I was slipped off the horse."
Elizabeth shook her head and sighed as Cockweasel's hand returned to her waist and they rode on in silence. Elizabeth could clearly feel Cockweasel's cock pressing insistently against her ass.
This time the wait was shorter. After a couple of minutes Cockweasel's right hand stole up to cop a feel of his buxom squire. This however, she was ready for him. Before the goblin's hand got within an inch of Elizabeth's mountainous breast, her hand shot up and caught Cockweasel's fingers. The lovely squire gave a twist, bending the goblin knight's fingers down at an awkward, and painful, angle.
Cockweasel gave a startled yelp of pain. "Ah! What are you doing you bitch!" he squealed in distress.
"Keep your hands to yourself Sir Cotweasel," snapped Elizabeth, a definite note of anger in her tone.
Cockweasel harrumphed and dropped his sore hand back to Elizabeth's shapely waist. This time, as they rode on, his hands stayed well clear of Elizabeth's chest, and he contented himself with only grinding his crotch against her bottom, no more groping. They rode in silence.
***
Far away, on the other side of the Kingdom, an old enemy of our heroic paladin had returned.
Valeria the Black, Master Sorceress and Cockweasel's former mistress was not as dead as Cockweasel had been led to believe.
The raven haired sorceress strode purposefully across the shadowed courtyard towards the tall, imposing tower. She was dressed, as always, in jet black. A long, flowing gown with flared sleeves and a flared hem. The dress had a plunging neckline, that displayed a considerable portion of her pale, mountainous breasts and deep cleavage, and it was slit up one side, so that with each long stride, her long, creamy thigh came into view.
The dangerously sexy enchantress paused at the door of the massive tower and took a deep breath as if summoning her courage. The breath caused her already impossibly big breasts to swell out even further, threatening to pop free from the low cut top of her black dress.
"Zeldin!" she called out loudly. "I have returned."
There was a moment's pause and then the door of the dark tower swung open.
Valeria hesitated yet again and then reluctantly entered the foreboding tower. She strode slowly up an impossibly long flight of stone stairs, travelling to the very top of the massive structure. The door at the top was black, carved with strange symbols that were inlaid with silver.
The sorceress pushed open the strange looking door and stepped into the laboratory of her old master, Zeldin the Warlock.
Zeldin was waiting for her. He was an ancient, wizened old man with a long, snowy white beard and a deeply wrinkled face. He was dressed in a royal blue robe that was flecked with gold designs. Zeldin looked every inch the kindly old wizard from fairy tales. Other than the lecherous leer that covered his face when he laid eyes on his visitor.
"Valeria," murmured the old magician as he licked his lips and gazed at the lovely curved body of his former apprentice. "It is very good to see you again. The years have been kind."
Valeria swallowed, slightly uncomfortable under the leering gaze of the old man. It was almost as if he was undressing her with his eyes. And from Valeria's previous experience with her past master, she guessed that he would soon be using more than just his eyes.
"I need your help Zeldin," said Valeria. "My powers have been greatly weakened in recent times."
Zeldin smiled at that and stepped closer to the lovely dark haired sorceress. "What is it you need my dear?"
Valeria tensed slightly as Zeldin moved around behind her. He stepped close, one wrinkled hand reaching around her to hold her gently by the throat from behind, at the same time he leant forward, breathing in her scent. She could feel his ancient breath on her soft neck. "I need revenge," she announced.
Zeldin's other hand reached up to touch the bare flesh above the plunging neckline of her black gown, his palm pressing against her exposed cleavage. "Revenge," he said, repeating her request. "A worthy intention."
Zeldin's fingers slid inside the neckline of Valeria's dress, his hand pushed it's way down her cleavage until he was grasping her bare right breast in his hand. Valeria's skin was crawling as the old wizard eagerly squeezed. "Who do you seek retribution from?" the elderly wizard asked her as he kneaded the ample sphere in his old hand. His fingers pinched her hardened nipple causing her to gasp out loud.
"Cockweasel. The goblin," Valeria sucked in a sharp hiss of breath as Zeldin roughly squeezed her bare breast again. His other hand stroked the underside of her chin and soft skin along the line of her jaw. "My old servant."
"I will aid you," said Zeldin, his fondling hand still stuffed down the front of Valeria's dress. "But I will take my payment now."
Zeldin turned Valeria's face towards his and he hungrily pressed his mouth against hers, his bushy white beard scratching against her face as Zeldin's old tongue forced it's way into her mouth. The old man moaned into Valeria's mouth as he eagerly kissed her.
"Jirak!" Zeldin murmured as they broke of their kiss. As he spoked Valeria's dress abruptly fell to the floor, compelled by the magic word he spoke.
"You are as beautiful as I remember," said Zeldin as he admired Valeria's flawless nakeness. Still standing behind her he slid his hands over the front of her body, cupping and squeezing her generous breasts, stroking across her toned, flat stomach, tracing the sensual curve of her hips, the taut firmness of her thighs and finally running his fingers through the dark thatch of Valeria's pubic hair.
Zeldin murmured another arcane word and his own blue robe fell away, revealing the impressively rigid jut of his hard cock, aimed towards the round sphere's of Valeria's buttocks. His old, withered body seemed strangely at odds with his powerfully stiff erection.
A third muttered command and a large, four poster bed popped to existence, right next to the naked couple.
Zeldin moved onto the bed, lying on his back. Valeria followed him, immediately straddling Zeldin's middle and reaching between her legs to grasp his stiff penis in her soft hand.
"Wait," ordered the old wizard. "Use your mouth first."
"Very well," submitted Valeria. The raven haired sorceress shuffled down the bed to kneel between Zeldin's skinny legs. She gave the old man's ancient cock a couple of brief strokes in her hand and then leant forward, slipping her warm lips down over the head of his cock.
"Perfect!" murmured Zeldin in appreciation as Valeria's lovely mouth slid down his cock. He reached down and grabbed the top of Valeria's head in both hands, guiding the movements of her lips on his erect shaft.
With Zeldin's hands pushing forcefully down on the top of Valeria's head, her lips worked their way down his shaft, until his entire cock was buried inside her mouth. Zeldin moaned as he held Valeria's head in place, her lips stretched around the very base of his shaft and her nose pressed into his grey pubic hair.
Valeria's nostrils flared as she did her best to breath through her nose, her mouth stuffed full of hard cock.



"Good," announced Zeldin after almost a full minute when he finally released her head and let her come up for air.
As Valeria caught her breath, Zeldin readjusted his grip on her head, grabbing hold of her dark black locks. With a grunt he thrust his cock back into her mouth, ramming it deep so that his balls slapped into her chin. Valeria's eyes went wide in surprise as the ancient old wizard started to fuck her mouth.
Zeldin moaned contentedly as he face fucked the gorgeous sorceress. "I've definitely missed your mouth," he told her as he drilled his cock rapidly in and out. After a couple of minutes of vigorous thrusting he once again paused, holding her face down hard into his crotch with his dick sunk between her lips in to the hilt.
Zeldin rocked his hips from side to side, moaning as he enjoyed the feel of his whole cock stuffed into Valeria's beautiful mouth. "Lovely!" he breathed as he finally released her.
Valeria sat up, breathing heavily.
"Mount me," instructed Zeldin, gesturing for his former apprentice to move up the bed towards him.
Valeria gave a poorly concealed grimace as she crawled up to the aged wizard's midsection and straddled his groin. She reached down between her sleek thighs and took hold of the old man's hard cock, lining the tip up with the entrance to her vagina. The beautiful, dark haired enchantress gave a low moan as she sunk down onto Zeldin's erection.
"Magnificent!" murmured Zeldin as he looked up at the beautiful woman riding him. He ran his hands up her smooth thighs as she started to ride his hard cock, her hips rolling as she ground herself down onto him.
Valeria's superb breasts jiggling as she bounced on Zeldin's ancient penis, and the wizard's shrivelled old hands immediately shot up to capture the shaking sphere's of flesh. Zeldin moaned as he eagerly squeezed the massive melons, his fingers sinking into the firm flesh.
Zeldin moaned and clutched tighter on Valeria's boobs, his breathing becoming fast and ragged as she fucked him. "Not much longer!" he groaned.
His words spurred Valeria on, her thrusting hips sliding her tight pussy rapidly up and down the mage's erection.
"Ah!" Zeldin gave a sharp moan of pleasure as his hands squeezed painfully on Valeria's tits.
The old magician groaned as he arched his back and his cock exploded inside Valeria's tight cunt.
Valeria slowed her pace as Zeldin came, rolling her hips languidly as she milked the elderly wizard's lurching penis of all it's milky seed.
"The goblin must die!" growled Valeria, gritting her teeth as another wave of climax rocked Zeldin's body, causing his painful grip on her breasts to tighten.
To be continued...
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Sir Cockweasel the Goblin, recently knighted Paladin, and his new squire, the lovely Elizabeth, were on a mission of great importance to the Kingdom. The orc turncoat Foulfang had fled the human lands and it was feared he carried secrets back to his home, to the lands of the orcs. As Cockweasel had been instrumental in securing Foulfang's help in the first place, it had fallen to him to track down the renegade orc and bring him back. Dead or alive.
Cockweasel and Elizabeth had been riding all day, sharing a single horse. When it finally stared to get dark, Cockweasel called for them to halt and they both clambered down thankfully from the saddle.
"Take care of the horse," Cockweasel instructed his buxom young squire as he collapsed down under a nearby tree. After a full day of riding the little goblin's inner thighs were rubbed raw and he could barely walk. "Then try and get a fire going."
From Cockweasel's bow legged stagger Elizbeth could clearly see he was in pain and she gave him a sympathetic smile as set off about her duties.
As Elizabeth led the horse down to a nearby stream, Cockweasel peeled down his trousers to inspect the damage from his day in the saddle.
Before he could have a good look Elizabeth had returned to the campsite. "Are you..." Elizabeth began to speak, but then beautiful squire's eyes went wide when she saw that the goblin was naked from the waist down, "Oh my!" she gasped, averting her eyes and backing away.
Cockweasel recovered from his surprise and grabbed his trousers, quickly covering himself by holding them over his lap.
"I...I'm sorry," stammered Elizabeth, taking a step backwards. "I'll go."
"No!" Cockweasel blurted out. "It's okay, I'm covered, stay."
The buxom brunette hesitated a moment and then stepped forward again, the relief on her face evident as she saw that he held his trousers over his lap.
"Sorry," she apologised again. "I just...sorry, I should probably go back and check on the horse."
"No, it's fine, really," Cockweasel assured her. "What is it? You wanted to speak with me?"
"No, well I..." Elizabeth bit her lower lip, hesitating again. "I just saw that you were in pain, and I...I came to check up on you, see if I could help."
"Pain? Oh right, my legs. From the ride."
"Yes, is there anything I can do to help. I'm sorry, I didn't mean to interrupt you before." Her gaze dropped almost unconsciously to his now covered lap.
"Um, I don't know..."
Elizabeth bit her lip again, "Well, what's causing the pain, your legs you said?"
"Yes, the inside of my thighs," Cockweasel explained. "I'm not used to the rubbing against the saddle. Here, take a look." He threw aside his trousers once again, revealing his skinny green legs. The inside of his thighs was dark and raw looking, but Elizabeth's gaze went first to the flaccid organ at the juncture of Cockweasel's thighs.
The busty squire turned her head and averted her eyes. "I probably should just leave you to it," she said, keeping her stare away from the goblin's nakedness.
"It's okay," Cockweasel assured her. "You're just helping me out here right? With the pain?"
Elizabeth nodded mutely, her eyes returning to his penis, she was definitely fascinated by it. She crouched down in front of the sitting goblin to take a better look at his injuries.
She reached out tentatively, her hand shaking slightly as she ran her soft fingertips down the inside of Cockweasel's thighs. He gasped in pain as her touch reached the red chafing on the insider of his crotch.
"Ow, shit that stings!" gasped Cockweasel, and Elizabeth's hand immediately shot back.
"I'm sorry!" she quickly apologized.
"No, it's okay," Cockweasel assured her. "I'm just a little tender as you can see. Not used to this riding business."
Elizabeth reached into her belt and pulled out a small white handkerchief that was tucked there. She wadded up one corner and brought it to her mouth, sucking on the end to wet it with her saliva.
Resting one hand on the goblin's knee she reached down between his legs again and very gently dabbed the damp handkerchief against his wounds. Cockweasel gritted his teeth and sucked in a sharp lungful of air as she attended to the wound, the back of her hand accidentally brushing his limp penis once or twice and causing a gasp of a different kind from the goblin.
"Stop," Cockweasel said after just a few seconds. "The cloth is too coarse I think," he told her. "It's scraping me."
Elizabeth frowned and sat back, biting her lower lip in thought.
"Perhaps if you use your fingertips again," he suggested after a moment. "They were less rough."
The buxom squire didn't think twice. She immediately licked her fingertips, wetting them with her saliva.
"I'll be as gentle as I can," she assured him, reaching down once again and tentatively touching the sore scrapes that covered Cockweasel's inner thighs. He gasped at her touch and she looked up into his face, but he nodded for her to continue.
The lovely brunette began to rub her fingers over Cockweasel's inner thighs, every so often licking them again to keep them wet. She moved over both thighs and brushed his now slightly thickened cock a number of times.
"No more," the goblin shook his head after about three minutes of her attentions. "It's definitely helping," he said. "The saliva is making the pain ease off, but your fingers are just hurting it too much."
"I'm sorry, I just don't know what else to try," the lovely young squire apologized.
"It is helping," he assured her. He then paused a moment to see if she had any further suggestions. "Umm," he announced at last. "This might be a bit awkward, but I can think of a better way if you were willing..."
"What?" Elizabeth asked eagerly. "I'm happy to do anything that I can to help you out, you must be in incredible pain."
"Well, the saliva is definitely helping," Cockweasel said. "Perhaps if you applied it directly..."
"Directly?" Elizabeth repeated with a confused frown. "I'm not sure I understand."
"If you were to lick the sore area..." Cockweasel hesitantly suggested.
"Oh," the voluptuous squire blushed a little, her gaze drifting to the goblin's cock and balls that hung between his legs.
"I'm sorry," Cockweasel said quickly. "It's probably too hard, forget I suggested it."
"No," Elizabeth held up her hand. "Like I said I will do anything that I can to relieve your pain. I'll lick, um... down there."
"Thank you," whispered Cockweasel in reply, opening his legs wider to give the beautiful young women better access.
Elizabeth hesitated a moment, taking a deep breath. She tucked a lock of her brown hair behind her ear and then got up on her knees. Elizabeth leant forwards, bending over Cockweasel's lap. He bit his lower lip as he felt the wet tip of her tongue lightly brush his inner thigh, about midway between his knee and crotch.
The lovely brunette slid her tongue gently along Cockweasel's thigh, moving downwards towards his naked crotch. He murmured softly as he felt her nose brush his leg as she paused to lick a few times at a particularly inflamed portion of his thigh. This was great.
Elizabeth licked downwards until she was about four inches from his groin and then she sat back, swallowing and re-wetting her tongue with saliva.
"Is it okay?" she asked him cautiously.
"It's great."
The lovely brunette nodded and bent back to her task, her soft tongue making it's way down Cockweasel's other leg. She couldn't put off the inevitable though, and this time licked her way past the four inch mark, her tongue working downwards towards his crotch. Cockweasel gasped, sharply sucking in a lungful of air as he felt her soft creek brush against his penis.
Elizabeth jerked her head back in surprise, sitting up and touching her cheek with her fingertips, feeling where his penis had touched her face.
"I'm sorry!" she hurriedly apologised.
"No, it's okay, really it is," he assured her quickly. "It's the sorest area right down there so I really need you to lick there."
"I'll try and be careful," Elizabeth said with a nod.
Cockweasel grinned, reaching out and gently stroking her cheek with the back of his fingertips, "Your face is very soft, it's okay if you bump me."
"I'll be careful," she repeated, glancing down uneasily at the goblin's green skinned penis. Elizabeth licked her lips and then ducked back down into Cockweasel's lap, resuming her licking of his wounds.
Once again she began at mid-thigh, but this time very quickly worked her way southwards. Cockweasel closed his eyes blissfully as the busty brunette licked gently at the very base of his thigh, lapping at the tender flesh near the side of his balls and penis, her soft cheek brushing against him as she worked.
"That's nice," murmured Cockweasel, lightly patting the top of his squire's head.
Elizabeth drew back a little, gingerly reaching out towards Cockweasel's crotch. He gasped slightly as she carefully took hold of his penis, pushing it to the right so that she could lean down and lick his left inner thigh, her nose bumping into his hip as she moved her mouth to it's new location.
"My balls are very sore too," Cockweasel said, deciding to move things along a little. "It would help if you could lick them too." He could hardly believe he was sitting there with no pants on, asking this beautiful young human to lick his nutsack.
"Okay," Elizabeth said with a firm nod. She took hold of his cock once again, pinching the foreskin between her thumb and forefinger as she lifted it up, exposing his balls for her tongue and mouth. Holding his cock against his stomach, Elizabeth started licking Cockweasel's balls, rolling them around on her tongue as she lapped at the fleshy sack.
Cockweasel's breathing got a little faster and his cock thickened slightly as her tongue briefly swept over the very base of his penis, before return to lick his testicles once again. She bent lower, shifting her grip on his dick so that she now held it in her soft palm rather than with her fingertips. Cockweasel gave a moan as her tongue worked its way lower, licking the underside of his nuts and brushing the skin between his ass and balls.
After a few more moments of licking, she sat back, pulling a couple of stray pubic hairs from her mouth.
"How's that?" she asked him.
"It's great," said Cockweasel. "My balls especially."
"It felt good?" Elizabeth asked.
As if it wouldn't, the goblin thought silently to himself. "Great. It's just a pity it wasn't even wetter, it might be the...um...hair there I guess."
Elizabeth frowned, unconsciously filling her mouth with saliva at his comment.
"Perhaps you could try sucking them in your mouth," Cockweasel suggested. "My balls I mean. It might...um...help. If you don't mind."
"Of course," Elizabeth agreed, taking hold of Cockweasel's cock once again and lifting it out of the way as she bent back down.
Cockweasel grinned widely as she gave his balls another quick lick, her nose bumping the base of his now semi-erect penis. He gave a loud groan as Elizabeth sucked one of his balls into her mouth, filling her mouth with saliva and sucking on him.
"Oh shit yeah!" grunted Cockweasel as she rolled his testicle around in her mouth with her tongue, making sure it was as wet as possible. The lovely squire let his ball drop from between her lips and moved to his other, sucking it into her mouth. Cockweasel gave another moan of appreciation as she sucked his nuts, his cock now stiffening and filling Elizabeth's soft hand.
She worked back and forth between his balls for a few minutes, the whole time gripping his cock in her soft hand, seemingly unaware that it was now fully erect. Only when she stopped her work on his testicles and sat back, did she notice her hand still wrapped around his thick organ.
"Oh my!" she gasped, snatching her hand back, her eyes going wide at the sight of his erection.
"Sorry," Cockweasel quickly apologised. "I can't help it, as you can imagine, but it is helping me, I promise."
"It's so dark," Sirona murmured as she wonderingly stared at Cockweasel's erection, his balls glistening wet beneath. "Did it rub on the saddle as well?"
Cockweasel almost choked at that, this was almost too good to be true. "Um...yes," he managed to get out at last.
"I'll lick it too," Elizabeth said, and before Cockweasel could reply the lovely brunette had bent her head back down into his lap again.
He groaned as her soft tongue came out again, lapping at the base of his fully erect penis. Cockweasel closed his eyes and enjoyed the sensations as Elizabeth ran her tongue down the length of his penis, licked his rock hard erection. She gave his balls another quick swipe of her tongue and then licked her way right up the underside of his cock, swirling her tongue briefly around the head of his penis and causing the goblin to groan noisily.
"Too dry again?" she asked, looking up from his genitals at the sound of his groan.
"Huh?" murmured Cockweasel, slightly befuddled from her attentions.
"I'll suck it like I did your balls," Elizabeth suggested.
"Oh fuck!" groaned Cockweasel in surprise as Elizabeth took his hard cock in her wet mouth, slurping noisily. This was better than he could have hoped, he had thought she would work out his game before he was able to trick her into sucking his cock, but now she was practically insisting on blowing him.
The campsite was filled with Elizabeth's slurping noises as she tried to give him the wettest blowjob he'd ever had. He could feel her tongue swirling around the head of his cock as she took him a little deeper. Cockweasel stroked her brown hair as she sucked him, his breathing becoming heavier and his cock throbbing against her wet tongue.
"Take it deeper," Cockweasel told her. "The lower part is hurting too."
Elizabeth murmured something in reply, his dick in her mouth muffling whatever she said, but apparently she was agreeing to his request as the next moment she started to slide her mouth further down his cock.
"Ahh, that's it!" sighed Cockweasel, her mouth about half way down his hard erection, her lips stretched around his cock.
Elizabeth breathed heavily through her nose and pushed down further on his cock, taking about three quarters of his length as the head of him pushed against the back of her mouth. Cockweasel gave a moan and pushed down on the top of her head, pushing the head of his cock into her throat. Elizabeth gagged and pulled back off his dick, gasping for air and coughing. She didn't quite have the talents of Lady Gwendallyn yet.
"Sorry," she apologized, "I think you're too big for me."
"Try again," Cockweasel told her. "It's helping, it feels a lot better. Your mouth is so soft."
The pretty young squire nodded and resumed her blowjob, Cockweasel moaning in pleasure as she sunk her lips back onto his shaft, immediately taking him deeply, right into the back of her mouth. She bobbed her head a couple of times, taking him just into her throat and then backing off again. The sensations on his cock were amazing.
The next time she was able to relax more and took Cockweasel's hard erection right into her throat. The goblin let out a long, low moan as Elizabeth took his whole length, her lips wrapped around the base of his stiff cock and her nose pressing into his stomach.
"Fuck!" he blurted out, the sight of her setting him off. He clutched her head tight against his stomach, arching his back as he exploded. Elizabeth's eyes went wide as his load blasted out of his cock, shooting down her throat as she swallowed desperately in shock.
"Oh God!" grunted Cockweasel, his hips undulating as he filled the lovely girl's gullet with his seed. His last wave pulsed from his dick and he released Elizabeth's head, the squire pulling back off his cock and gasping for air as Cockweasel fell back, breathing heavily.
"That was amazing!" gasped Cockweasel.
Elizabeth coughed and caught her breath, her eyes wide. "I should check on the horse!" she blurted out, her face flushed. Before Cockweasel could stop her, she stood up and hurried away, back down to the stream where the horse was drinking. He briefly considered chasing after her, but thought better of it.
Cockweasel grinned, pleased with his progress. This paladin and squire business wasn't too bad at all.
***
Cockweasel stirred in his sleep, his eyelids flickering.
He was dreaming. No, it was a nightmare. Valeria was back.
In his mind, he was back in her tower, in her laboratory. The evil sorceress had her old servant tied to a large stone table and she stood above him, her pale hands moving in mysterious, ominous circles above his prone body.
"I have waited a long time for my revenge Cockweasel," Valeria said, her voice sounding dangerous.
Cockweasel thrashed against his bonds, trying to break loose. Back at the camp he thrashed in his sleep.
"No," murmured Cockweasel as he felt pain fill his body. Flames shot from Valeria's outstretched hands, scorching his bare, green chest. He screamed. "It's just a nightmare, not real."
"The pain is real, I assure you," rumbled Valeria angrily. Another blast of blistering flame shot from her palms, torturing the poor goblin's frail body.
Cockweasel squeezed his eyes shut. "I just need to wake up," he told himself.
The flames struck again, roasting Cockweasel's flesh. He shrieked in agony.
"You cannot awaken," laughed Valeria. "My magic is too strong. Tonight I will punish you. This is my revenge. This is your nightmare!"
Cockweasel screeched as the flames struck yet again. "My nightmare," he repeated blurrily. The pain was immense.
Valeria laughed sadistically as she struck again, torturing her traitorous former servant.
"My nightmare," mumbled Cockweasel, laughing hysterically at the pain that filled his small body.
Valeria rose he hands to launch another flame blast at the prone goblin.
"No!" snapped Cockweasel forcefully.
Valeria froze.
"This is my nightmare!" shouted Cockweasel. "You are in my dreams!"
Valeria grimaced with the effort, a low growl of exertion leaving her mouth as she tried to blast the goblin again.
"This is my dream," Cockweasel repeated.
"No!" gasped Valeria, trying to wrest control back from the wilful goblin.
"My dreams are not like this," said Cockweasel.
Valeria's eyes went wide as she suddenly watched her hands drop down towards the tied up goblin. Instead of blasting him with flame again, she watched in alarm as her hands tugged down the little goblin's trousers exposing his green skinned penis.
"What are you doing?" she blurted in horror as her hands gently began to caress the goblin's genitals. She was losing control. Cockweasel was controlling his dreams.
"That's more like it baby," moaned Cockweasel with a big grin. The burnt flesh on his chest had completely disappeared.
"What's happening?" demanded Valeria. The evil sorceress bent forward, her warm mouth sliding down over the erect shaft of Cockweasel's penis. The horny goblin moaned happily as she began to fellate him, sucking tenderly on his hard cock.
"Cockweasel doesn't have nightmares," the horny goblin explained to her. His hands were suddenly free of his bonds and they were on the top of her head, guiding her sucks. "I always have wet dreams bitch!"
Valeria's eyes widened in horror as the goblin started to thrust his hips up off the stone table, shoving his cock hard into her unwilling mouth. This was not the way her revenge was supposed to be going, she had not anticipated the goblin's willpower would be stronger than the spells Zeldin had shown her.
"Mmm!" moaned Cockweasel in appreciation as he pumped his erection between Valeria's full lips. "You suck cock in my dreams even better than you do in real life."
Cockweasel had a good grip on Valeria's jet black hair and his hips where pumping at high speed as he slammed his cock repeatedly into his former slave mistresses pretty mouth. Valeria tried to fight back and regain control of the dream, but the horny goblin's lusty mind was even stronger.



"Mind you," remarked Cockweasel as he fucked the sorceress's mouth. "Last time I had my cock in your mouth you were unconscious, this time you're using that sexy tongue of yours quite nicely."
Cockweasel let go of Valeria's hair, letting her do the work now. As much as the angry sorceress wanted to lift her head up out of the goblins lap, she found herself unable to do anything other than continue sucking on Cockweasel's hard penis, her tongue swirling around the hard shaft as her head bobbed obliging.
After a few minutes of further oral, during which, Cockweasel was moaning and groaning contentedly under her attentions he finally let her come up for air.
"Time to fuck now baby," announced the goblin, grinning eagerly. "You are the girl of my dreams after all. It would be a shame not to bonk you."
Unable to stop herself, Valeria climbed up onto the table where Cockweasel lay and straddled his waist, his stubby green erection pointing eagerly up at the entrance to her sex, which incidentally was dripping wet.
"That's it," said Cockweasel, still wearing a stupid grin. "Fuck me baby!"
Valeria gave a soft gasp as she slowly lowered herself down, the goblin's hard cock impaling her. As she slowly began to rock her hips, riding Cockweasel's cock, his hands slid up her bare thighs to rest on her shapely hips, guiding her movements.
As the buxom sorceress bounced on his cock, the goblin's hands moved up from Valeria's hips and reached for her ample breasts.
"Mmm," Cockweasel gave an appreciative groan as he grabbed hold of his former mistress's big tits, excitedly squeezing the abundant spheres and rolling her hard nipples between his groping fingers. "I've always loved these knockers baby."
Valeria gritted her teeth angrily as she fucked the dreaming goblin and he roughly mauled at her boobs. The dark haired magician gave an involuntary moan of pleasure as she ground herself down on the stiff goblin penis and she mentally vowed to double the pain she intended to inflict on her traitorous former slave when she finally got her hands on him.
"That's it bitch, ride my cock," groaned Cockweasel. He gave the side of her left tit a light slap, his grin widening as he watched Valeria's tits jiggle from the smack.
"Wake up Cogweasel."
Cockweasel frowned at the sound of the strange voice that suddenly filled his dream. He'd been close to cumming, the sensations of the busty sorceress bouncing on his dick were amazing, but the alien voice had distracted him.
"It's morning, wake up!"
"Wha!" Cockweasel suddenly awoke with a start, sitting up abruptly as his wet dream was torn away from him.
"What?" he repeated, glancing sleepily around the campsite. His pretty young squire Elizabeth was crouched beside where he lay, she had obviously woken him up.
"It's late Coorweasel, we should probably get going," Elizabeth said to him.
Cockweasel gave a disappointed sigh. His dream had just been getting to the good bit.



        Beautiful Melody

        An appreciative quickie.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/beautiful-melody

Title: Beautiful Melody

Author: GeorgeTasker

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: An appreciative quickie.

Tags: singer, deepthroat, blowjob, busty, stranger




'Hi Harry!!
I must say you have one brilliant mind for lyrics. The words you wrote for my new hit single moved me deeply and I had to reach out to you and say thank you! If you weren't on the other side of the world I'd love to show my appreciation. Looking forward to singing more of your wonderful lyrics in the future!
Lots of licks, kisses and sucks for your cock, Bella'
Harry Shepherd, read through the note about ten times, unable to believe what he had read. When he'd submitted the lyrics for the song 'Beautiful Melody' he hadn't even expected it to get recorded, let alone by a pop superstar like Bella.
Harry was a professional songwriter based in New Zealand, he submitted hundreds of songs to various record companies around the world, and up until 'Beautiful Melody', very few had been recorded and published.
Bella, was the smoking hot singer of the newest pop-rock megastar band Tres Belle. 'Beautiful Melody' had given Tres Belle their first US number one song and rocketed them onto the cover of Rolling Stone and onto the screens of MTV.
Bella, the sultry, seductive, lead singer, was well known for her flirty, teasing interviews and stage performances, but for her the comment seemed extreme.
"Lots of licks, kisses and sucks for your cock," said Harry, reading the note aloud in disbelief. He chuckled to himself and tucked the note into the top drawer of his desk for safe-keeping. That should give him some inspiration to write a new hit song for Tres Belle!
***
Four years later.
Harry was in Hollywood for a meeting with a record executive. He'd been given a contract working with some promising up and coming heavy metal band to ghost write a bunch of songs with them.
Harry had stopped into a local music store to pick up some blank sheet music pages, even though he somewhat doubted the band would be able to read music.
As he was queuing up to pay, he heard a surprised voice from behind him.
"Harry!?" it was a woman's voice.
Harry spun around to find himself looking into the face of an angel. She was gorgeous, with long shining hair, striking eyes, flawless skin and full, red lips that had a slight natural pout. She looked strangely family too, but he couldn't quite place her.
At a quick glance, the rest of her was even better than her face. She was tall, slim and leggy, dressed in a tight fitting red dress that clung to an impressive set of curves; huge, round, out-thrust breasts and a tight, firm ass.
"Harry Shepherd?" repeated the woman, smiling dazzlingly at Harry, who hurriedly tugged his gaze up from her sinful figure to her angelic face.
"Err...yes?" he replied hesitantly. He definitely recognised her from somewhere.
The woman smirked back at him. "I knew it was you!"
Harry blushed a little, he was a little nervous talking to such a beautiful woman. "Um. Sorry..."
The woman cut him off, putting him out of his misery. "Bella," she said introducing herself. "You wrote a killer song for me a few years back."
"Of course!" agreed Harry enthusiastically, realising that he did indeed recognise her. "Tres Belle."
Last Harry had heard was since having huge success with Beautiful Melody for a few years the band had imploded and broken up, he hadn't heard anything from Tres Belle for the past two years. He vaguely remembered reading somewhere that Bella was going solo, but nothing seemed to have come of that.
Now, here she was, standing in some small music store, Harry glanced down and saw that she was carrying an acoustic guitar in one hand, apparently buying a guitar.
"What the hell are you doing in the U.S.?" asked Bella.
Harry shrugged, "I'm just here for a few meetings."
Bella gave a slightly mischievous grin, her lips slightly parted and her tongue touching the underside of her top lip as she paused thoughtfully for a moment. "You know I love those lyrics you wrote for us," she said.
"Beautiful Melody?" asked Harry, somewhat stupidly as that was the only song he ever did for Tres Belle.
Bella nodded. "I never did properly thank you for that."
Harry blushed, immediately remembering the note of thanks. Licks, kisses and sucks for your cock. Of course, he doubted she was referring to the note, or even remembered what she'd teasingly written.
"I got well paid," Harry assured her unassumingly.
"Hey," Bella reached out warmly and lightly touched Harry's wrist, "Can we get out of here and maybe grab a coffee?"
Harry hesitated, his hand tingling where the beautiful young woman had touched him. "Err..I have a meeting soon."
"Oh come on, surely you can spare quarter of an hour?"
"Okay sure, why not," agreed Harry impulsively. There was something about Bella that made him want to spend a bit more time with her. Actually it was probably her fantastic rack.
"Great!" said Bella.
They both paid for their purchases and then Bella took Harry to a grungy little coffee shop a few doors down the street.
"So how've you been?" she asked him once they were seated, coffee's in front of them.
"Not bad," replied Harry with a shrug. He sipped his coffee and grimaced slightly, American coffee's always tasted frothy for his liking.
Bella nodded, sitting back in her chair and crossing her long legs. The motion caused the hem of her already short dress to ride up slightly, revealing an impressive portion of her smooth, creamy thighs. God, this girl had great legs.
"You know I'm serious about wanting to show my appreciation for your writing," she told him, her smirk disappearing.
Harry chuckled nervously. "I know. No thanks necessary," he assured her.
A brief mental image of those full, pouty lips wrapped around the tip of Harry's cock flashed into his brain. But that was crazy of course. Bella might no longer be a pop superstar, but still, there was no way a hot girl like her would be interested in someone like him.
"No, seriously Harry," Bella said, reaching across and touching Harry's knee, almost causing him to jump out of his chair. "I want to thank you for Beautiful Melody. I want to give you one of my famous blowjobs to show you my appreciation."
Harry's eyes went wide. Had she really just said that!? Surely not. He laughed nervously as if she'd just made a great joke. She was joking right?
"Harry, I'm serious," repeated Bella in earnest.
Harry's laugh quickly faded. "Look Bella, you don't have to do anything like..." he swallowed, "...that at all. I'm just pleased you liked the lyrics."
Bella sat back in her chair, sighing dramatically. The action caused her considerable bosom to swell outwards. The plump upper slopes of her breasts lifting slightly and deepening her fantastic cleavage.
"Well if you don't find me attractive that's fine," she said.
Harry shook his head in disbelief. "No, wait," he struggled to find the right words, most unlike him. "You're an incredibly beautiful woman Bella. It's just...I don't know. You don't have to...do that."
"I want to Harry," Bella told him sincerely.
Harry swallowed, not sure what to say. Bella licked her full lips teasingly.
"You got my note right?" she asked him.
Harry's throat felt dry. "Yes," he croaked in reply, his voice a husky rasp.
Bella leant forward, sliding her hand up across Harry's leg, gently squeezing his thigh through his trousers.
"I want to smother you with kisses on your cock," she told him, her voice a whisper as well. Leaning forward Harry had a fantastic view down the front of her dress, the mouthwatering globes of her boobs jutting forward, almost threatening to spill over the neckline of her low-cut red dress.
Bella's hand slid higher, dipping down between Harry's thighs to cup his crotch. The gorgeous pop star gave a murmur as she squeezed his cock through his pants. There was definitly a slight stiffness in his pants.
"Feels like someone wants to come out and play," Bella said teasingly. She reached up and tugged on the zipper of Harry's pants, pulling it partway down.
Harry's eyes went wide and he hurriedly pushed away her hand, at the same time glancing furtively around the coffee shop to see if anyone was looking their way. "Not in here!" he hissed.
Bella grinned. "So that means you'll let me blow you then?"
Harry squirmed slightly. It just felt wrong to say yes.
"O...okay," he agreed. "But not here!" he added quickly.
Bella licked her lips again. Her hand moved back up to Harry's crotch, her index finger sneaking it's way inside his half open zipper and teasingly tracing the hard line of his cock through his briefs.
"My mouth is watering and I can't wait much longer," the gorgeous busty singer told him. "Let's go out back," she said, looking towards the back door of the shop.
Harry glanced over his shoulder at the exit. "Where?"
"In the alleyway. No one will see, trust me," Bella assured him.
Harry reluctantly allowed himself to be led out of the shop. It was only ten o'clock in the morning, but sure enough the alley behind the shop was deserted. The view to the main street at the far end was conveniently blocked by a large rubbish skip.
Harry glanced nervously up and down the litter-filled alleyway to be sure they were alone.
"You don't have to do this Bella," he told her as she pushed him up against the rear wall of the coffee shop, her warm body close to his.
Bella put a finger to his lips, silencing his protests. "Shush you," she scolded him, leaning in close.
Harry licked his dry lips uneasily. The ample swells of Bella's full breasts were now pressing against his own chest. He wasn't sure if it was his imagination or not, but he was sure he could feel the hard jut of her nipples digging into his chest.
As Bella rubbed her big tits against Harry's torso, she reached down with both hands to unfasten his belt and zipper, tugging open his trousers.
Harry was nervous as hell, repeatedly glancing up and down the alleyway, almost certain that they would be interrupted at any minute.
"Hmm," murmured Bella as she stuffed her hand down into the front of Harry's underwear and grasped his cock. "What do we have here?"
The gorgeous Bella stroked Harry cock in her hand, her other hand slipping down into the front of Harry's pants to gently toy with his testicles.
Harry glanced downwards with a slight sense of dismay. Back in the coffee store he'd definitely been hard. Now his penis was soft and rubbery as Bella attempted to tug it back to life.
The limpness of his penis didn't seem to dishearten Harry's buxom companion however. Bella slipped down to her knees in front of him, taking no notice of the hard, litter filled concrete she was kneeling on.
The beautiful singer tugged Harry's trousers and underwear down to his knee's exposing his soft cock and dangling balls.
Harry's breathing was short and shallow as he looked down at the lovely woman on her knees at his feet. He was no longer worried about someone seeing them, that was suddenly the last thing on his mind. Bella's face was less than a foot away from his exposed penis. Her full lips glistened moistly in the mid-morning sunshine and Harry couldn't wait to see them wrapped around his dick.
Standing above her, the view of her cleavage was astonishing. She had the best pair of tits he'd ever seen in person, and the lush melons were pressed up against his bare thighs as she knelt at his feet.
Although at this point his cock didn't seem to be co-operating, Harry was turned on beyond belief.
Bella looked up from Harry's penis, meeting his gaze. "Thank you for your writing," she told him, a naughty glint in her eyes.
The buxom beauty turned her attention back to Harry's dick, leaning forward to plant a soft tender kiss on the topside of his flaccid shaft. Harry gave a sharp intake of breath, her lips felt moist against his penis.
Bella tilted her head slightly and kissed the other side of his cock, further down the shaft. "Mmm," she gave a small moan and moved lower, planting another affectionate smooch on Harry's organ, close to the tip. Bella's tongue flicked out, giving the tip of Harry's cock the slightest of licks before her mouth moved back up, kissing him near the very top of his shaft, near the base of his penis, her nose brushing the dark thatch of his pubic hair.
Bella glanced briefly up at Harry and then her tongue came out, giving him a long, slow lick, right down the full length of his cock.
"Oh man!" groaned Harry, leaning back against the cold concrete wall behind him. His cock twitched ever so slightly beneath Bella's licking tongue.
Encouraged, Bella's agile tongue worked around the head of Harry's dick, teasing the tip of him with circular licks. Harry gave a moan as his dick once again trembled, slowly starting to thicken and expand once again.
Using the tip of her nose, Bella nuzzled aside Harry's flaccid cock so that her tongue could get at his testicles.
Harry sucked in a short gasp as Bella swiped her tongue across his scrotum, this was so surreal, he could hardly believe it was actually happening. He was not the short of guy that got random blowjobs in alleyways from hot gorgeous strangers.
"Mmm," Bella once again gave a moan as she kissed and nibbled at Harry's ballsack, her tongue lapping nimbly at each of his testicles. Harry's cock was laying against Bella's soft cheek as she worked his balls over, and with each lick of her tongue it was growing, rapidly returning to full erection.
Bella gave another soft moan as he hand came up to touch Harry's now semi-erect penis, rubbing the shaft against the side of her face.
"That's more like it," she breathed as she drew back slightly, gently tugging on his now swollen penis with one hand.
Bella leant forward and once again started making out with Harry's cock, covering the length of his shaft with kisses and licks, now spending more time focusing on the head of his cock. Before long Harry was erect. Hard as a rock.
"Here we go," announced Bella softly. She leant forward and engulfed Harry's cock in her hot mouth, immediately sinking her lips a good three quarters of the way down his hard shaft.
"Oh fuck!" groaned Harry, lurching against the wall behind him. Hopefully no one was close enough to hear his grunt of pleasure.
There was a slurping noise as Bella began to bob her head over Harry's cock. The firm grip of her full lips sliding up and down the length of Harry's hard shaft.
"Jesus Christ!" whispered Harry as he stared down at the gorgeous woman sucking on his cock. It felt fucking amazing!
Bella sucked at Harry's cock vigorously, moaning as if she was just as turned on as Harry by the course of events.
One of Harry's hands dropped down onto the top of Bella's bobbing head, urging her to go faster, and his hips began to gently rock in time with her sucks.
"Fuck that's good!" he gasped as he gently humped the beautiful singer's mouth. His hips were pumping a little faster now, trying to push more and more of his raging erection into Bella's talented mouth.
Keeping one hand on the back of Bella's head to ensure she maintained her sucking, Harry leant forward and reached down with his other hand, grasping at Bella's impressive bosom.
"Mmm," Harry groaned in appreciation as he groped one of Bella's enormous melons through her red dress. They felt astonishing, so big and firm, and yet at the same time soft and squeezable. Unable to help himself, he slipped his groping hand down inside the neckline of Bella's dress and began to fondle her bare breast.
While Harry eagerly squeezed and pinched Bella's big jugs, his hand buried down inside her cleavage, fondling excitedly, the lovely singer continued to work on his hard cock, sucking, slurping and slobbering diligently.
Harry let go of Bella's head, letting her resume control of her sucks, his other hand moving down into the front of her dress to join the first groping her boobs.
Bella apparently decided it was time to show Harry her skills. Harry stared down at her in awe as Bella's engulfed the entirely of his erection. He gave a loud groan as Bella's lips worked their way down to the very base of his cock, the head of his shaft lodged right in Bella's tight throat.
"Oh shit!" swore Harry in admiration as Bella held his cock their, deep throating his whole length. He gave her tits a squeeze and felt his balls churning.
He knew wouldn't last a whole lot longer, Bella was a blowjob master as far as he was concerned.
With a snort of lust, Harry's hands pulled hurried out of the front of Bella's red dress and grabbed handfuls of her long hair, gripping her head tightly. He began to fuck Bella's mouth with a jerky rhythm, driving his cock right into Bella's willing throat with each shove of his hips.
"Oh fuck yes!" grunted Harry gleefully as he pumped Bella's mouth, his swinging balls bouncing of her chin. And to think that earlier he'd tried to talk the busty beauty out of sucking his cock.
Bella skilfully took Harry's thrusting length without gagging, sucking him like a pro as he wildly jackhammered against her face. Bella was moaning as he fucked her mouth, clearly enjoying giving the songwriter such obvious pleasure. Each time Harry's raging erection thrust forward she found herself with her nose buried in his pubic hair, his cock almost constantly enveloped in her tight throat.
Harry was on cloud nine, his balls churning and ready to unleash. Why he'd resisted Bella's initial advances he didn't know. He deserved this blowjob after all!
"Oh yeah!" Harry gave a cry as his cock exploded, his cock buried in Bella's mouth. Thick streams of cum, spurted across Bella's tongue and she immediately gave a moan of surprise and started to eagerly swallow his seed.
Harry's hips lurched forward as his cock squirted heavily into Bella's agreeable mouth and she drank down every last drop.
When he was finally spent, Harry sagged back wearily against the alley wall, breathing heavily.
Bella's hand came up to lovingly grasp Harry's depleted erection and she tenderly licked and sucked him clean. Making sure she got every last drop of jizz.
"Well, fuck that was good," gasped Harry, grinning down at Bella like an idiot. She'd just given him the best blowjob he'd ever experienced.
Bella gave Harry's rapidly softening penis one last long suck and then she stood up, standing close in front of him.
Almost instinctively Harry reached up with both hands and squeezed Bella's big tits through her dress.
Bella grinned at Harry's obvious expression of ecstasy. "Told you I wanted to say thank you," she said.
Without another word she leant forward and gently kissed Harry's right cheek. She then turned and left, walking sexily off down the alleyway, leaving him leaning against the wall, watching the sensual sway of her perfect ass in her tight red dress as she departed, his pants and underwear down around his knees.
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Kum Foulfang the orc, trudged slowly along the path, kicking the odd lose stone or twig that he spotted on the track. He was still somewhat unsure about his decision as he reluctantly hiked away from the human lands and back towards his home with the orcs. He was also rather nervous about how he'd be received when he got back, he was, after all, a traitor.
Suddenly the orc tensed as he heard a noise from behind him on the trail. The sound of hooves.
The chubby orc dived into a nearby bush, hoping that whoever was behind him wouldn't spot his hiding place.
Foulfang peered through the branches of the bush, looking back in the direction the horse was coming from.
Less than a minute later a horse emerged from amongst the trees. The rider was in fact a young human woman, and an attractive one at that. She had long brown hair that seemed to shine in the midday sun, and her curvaceous figure was barely concealed by the tight fitting tunic and breeches she wore.
Foulfang squinted his eyes in surprise as he stared at the beautiful human. Strangest of all was that a pair of green skinned hands appeared to be attached to her chest. As Foulfang peered out from his hiding place, the hands seemed to be squeezing and kneading the buxom young girls ample breasts through her tunic.
The orc gaped as he watched the woman slowly ride past the bush he was hidden in. As her horse came parallel with his hiding spot he saw that the hands in fact belonged to a small, green skinned humanoid. A goblin.
"Cockweasel!?" blurted Foulfang aloud.
"Wh..." the goblin reflexively released Elizabeth's tits as he turned to see the orc stand up from his hiding place in the bush. "Foulfang!"
"What are you doing her Cockweasel?" asked Foulfang in surprise. The goblin had been the last person he'd expected to see come riding along the trail. And the woman with him was not Lady Gwendallyn, but another, slightly younger human female.
"Looking for you, you big oaf!" said Cockweasel, clearly happy to see the orc.
Elizabeth reined their horse to a halt as Cockweasel jumped down off the back of the steed. "Just what the hell are you doing running off like this, you dumb orc?"
Foulfang frowned, glancing briefly at Elizabeth with uncertainty. "I've had enough of those damn humans," he explained. "They treat me like some sort of freak. I don't know why I agreed to help them in the first place"
"Well, we're here to bring you back," announced Cockweasel, sounding rather pleased with himself.
"Well I'm not going!" snapped back Foulfang.
Cockweasel considered for a moment and then turned to Elizabeth. "I need to have a private word with my old friend here. Why don't you head back to that clearing we passed a few minutes ago and start setting up a campsite."
Elizabeth nodded wordlessly and went back the way they'd come, leading their horse along by the reins.
Foulfang waited until she was out of sight before speaking. "Who's the big titted bitch?"
"She's my new squire. Elizabeth."
The orc licked his lips. "Very nice," he said in admiration.
"What's this all about then Foulfang?" asked Cockweasel. "Why are you leaving the sweet life with the humans to go back to the orcs. They'll probably kill you when you get home."
Foulfang grimaced at that comment. "I'm hoping that I have enough secrets about the humans to tell to make myself valuable. And human life isn't as great as you make it out to be."
Cockweasel frowned, considered the blessed life he'd had amongst the paladin's himself. "What do you mean?"
"Well when I first agreed to come back with you I figured I'd have sex on tap. That fat chested blonde knight was a great fuck, but as soon as we hit town she froze up on me and refused to even suck me off or anything."
Cockweasel nodded. "I know what you mean."
"It's false advertising!" complained the orc.
Cockweasel thoughtfully scratched his crotch. "Listen. It's not quite as frigid as you make it out to be Foulfang," he explained. "You've just gotta be a little clever on how you go about things. When you get back, you tell the paladin's that you're a devotee of Adeva, the goddess of love."
"Adeva?" repeated Foulfang doubtfully. "How will that help."
"They'll then send you a hot priestess with big melons that you can do whatever you want to."
Foulfang raised an eyebrow in surprise at this. "Really? Whatever I want?"
Cockweasel nodded with a smug grin. "I even fucked one of them in the ass."
Foulfang whistled in approval. "Very nice. What about that slut that came here with you, the squire. Can I get me one of those?"
Cockweasel shook his head. "Squires are only given to paladins."
"Well can I have a go with her now?" suggested Foulfang. "You know, to seal the deal. As a show of good faith, like with Gwendallyn."
Cockweasel frowned as this, remembering how hard it had been for him to trick his pretty young squire into even a blowjob. Much tougher than with Lady Gwnedallyn, that's for sure. "I don't know, she's not really that easy..."
"Come on Cockweasel!" begged Foulfang. "Have you seen the tits on her? I gotta get me some of that. Even just a handjob or something. It's been ages since I've been laid and the boys are pretty restless." The orc cupped his crotch through his grubby pants to illustrate his problem.
"Okay, let me think for a moment," said Cockweasel, his mind racing. "We can't just take the same approach as we did with Lady Gwendallyn, it wont work."
"You've gotta get me something or I won't come," warned Foulfang.
"Okay, okay. I've got an idea. But you've gotta play along. Let's head back down to the campsite."
The orc and goblin set off down the path, towards where Elizabeth had set up their camping gear and was in the process of collecting wood to build a fire.
"Sit there!" snapped Cockweasel as they reached the camp, his voice suddenly become firm and authoritarian as he ordered Foulfang to sit under a nearby tree.
Foulfang did as he was ordered, prending to be meek and scared by the goblin. While he took his seat, Cockweasel moved over to his squire Elizabeth and took her aside, whispering instructions into her ear.
"Tie him to the tree," instructed Cockweasel aloud as he stepped away from his busty squire.
Elizabeth grabbed some rope from their bags and moved behind Foulfang, tying his arms around the tree behind his back.
"You will be coming back with us Foulfang," snapped Cockweasel as Elizabeth bound his arms.
"Not way!" retorted the orc defiantly.
"Make sure he can't get his hands free," Cockweasel told his squire. "We're going to convince this orc that he won't be trying to escape again."
"You will go with us Foulfang," Cockweasel said as the orc was tied fast to the tree by the beautiful young woman.
"I can take any pain you dish out," retorted Foulfang, as his hands were tightly bound by Elizabeth.
"Good," Cockweasel said once the orc was in position. "Now, this is your last chance Kum. Will you come back with us?"
"Never!" spat the orc.
"Very well, you leave us no choice then," Cockweasel said calmly. He then turned to his squire. "Unfasten his trousers."
Elizabeth nodded and smiled, wondering what horrible torture the goblin was about to inflict on this orc. She reached out and untied the front of the prisoners trousers, pulling them open and exposing the orc's genitals.
"Good, now take hold of his penis," Cockweasel commanded her.
Elizabeth glanced back at the goblin, his command taking her by surprise. Cockweasel merely nodded encouragingly in her direction, urging her to do as he said without question.
"Okay," Elizabeth said after a moments pause. She reached down and took hold of the orc's cock, gingerly lifting the flaccid organ up between the tips of her thumb and forefinger.
"Get a good grip," instructed Cockweasel.
Elizabeth rolled her eyes in disgust at the idea of handling the genitals of one of the enemy orcs, but trusted that the goblin paladin knew what he was doing. She slipped her palm around Foulfang's cock, feeling him twitch slightly as her cool fingers closed around the shaft.
"Can you feel that Foulfang?" Cockweasel asked, moving a little closer so he could look into the orc's eyes as he interrogated him.
"Yes," breathed Foulfang, he sounded nervous.
"Give it a squeeze," Cockweasel instructed his squire. The beautiful brunette gave her enemy's cock a firm squeeze, it felt spongy in her hand, although she thought it felt a little thicker than when she'd first touched him. The orc gasped and shuddered slightly against the tree.
"Feel that?" Cockweasel repeated.
"Yes."
"If you don't agree to return with us then my squire here might pull off your cock. You wouldn't want that, now would you?" Cockweasel said, his voice threatening. Elizabeth gave Foulfang's dick another squeeze, as if to emphasize the threat.
"Gently grab his testicles with your other hand," Cockweasel told her.
Elizabeth frowned slightly but did as she was directed, cupping the orc's hairy balls in her cool fingers as she squeezed on his cock a third time, it was definitely growing in her hand, was he getting excited by their torture?
"You're balls would make a lovely necklace for Elizabeth you know," Cockweasel growled dangerously as Elizabeth rolled the orc's testicles on her fingertips.
"Pull on his cock, make sure he gets the message."
Elizabeth tugged on Foulfang's cock and he gasped loudly, his member semi-erect now and filling the pretty young squire's hand.
Cockweasel moved around so that he was standing right next to his busty young squire, watching her movements. "Again," he directed her and she jerked on Foulfang's dick.
Elizabeth stiffened slightly as she felt Cockweasel's hand on the small of her back. The goblin leant in close and whispered in her ear, "Put your mouth on him, let him feel your teeth," he said quietly, the hand on her back sliding down so that his fingers rested on the swell of her buttocks. "But don't bite or anything yet, I don't want to actually hurt him yet."
Not releasing Foulfang's cock and balls, Elizabeth twisted to look towards Cockweasel. "My mouth?" she hissed, obviously not happy with the idea.
The hand on her ass gave a slight squeeze, "Trust me."
Elizabeth shook her head in disbelief, but nevertheless she bent over the orc's lap and put the head of his half-erect penis into her warm mouth. Her teeth scraped gently against the shaft of his cock and the head of his member rested on her wet tongue.
"Oh!" groaned Foulfang as he felt her mouth on him, his cock twitched slightly as it stiffened further, bumping against her soft lips.
"That's right!" Cockweasel said, giving Elizabeth's ass a triumphant squeeze which she did her best to ignore. "If you don't agree to help she'll bite your cock off!"
"Go a bit lower," Cockweasel quietly instructed Elizabeth. "I want the whole length of him under threat, we don't want to even leave him with a stump!"
Elizabeth would have said something in reply, but she hand a mouthful of orc penis. Instead she moved her head down, taking more of his length into her mouth, being careful to make sure he could feel the scrape of her teeth against his shaft as she moved down him.
"Oh fuck!" gasped Foulfang as his now fully erect cock was buried in the beautiful squire's mouth, the tip of him sliding over her twitching tongue as she took him deeper.
"Will you help us yet orc?" demanded Cockweasel, stroking Elizabeth's firm posterior through her breeches.
"N..never.." stammered Foulfang unconvincingly, he could feel the beautiful human's nose against his upper leg as her face pressed right down into his crotch. With his length buried right to the hilt in her mouth it was awkward for her to keep her teeth against him, and he felt her mouth relax, her lips and tongue pressing against his trembling shaft. Her mouth was also filling somewhat with saliva, bathing him in a wetness which felt incredible.
"Okay, nibble on his nuts, but gently," Cockweasel told the pretty brunette.
Elizabeth withdrew up off Foulfang's cock, leaving the fully erect rod glistening with saliva as it jutted upwards towards her. She pushed it down against his stomach as she moved towards his balls, opening her mouth and nibbling lightly on the skin of his right testicle as his left one nuzzled against her nose.
"Take one in your mouth," Cockweasel told her, not even bothering to instruct her on using her teeth.
Elizabeth did so, orc defector's testicle resting on her tongue.
"Would you like her to eat your balls?" demanded Cockweasel.
"I...the orcs would kill me if I betray them again!" gasped Foulfang.
"He's weakening!" Cockweasel said, patting Elizabeth's posterior. "Back to his cock."
The brunette squire moved up, plunging her mouth back down over Foulfang's cock and causing the surprised orc to groan loudly, arching his back on the table as his cock was bathed in the warmth of the female squire's mouth.
"Well?" Cockweasel asked as Elizabeth held the orc's cock in her mouth.
"No...I..."Foulfang thrust his hips up off the ground, bucking his cock against Elizabeth's mouth as his lust mounted.
The busty young woman gagged slightly as the head of the orc's cock pushed into her throat and she jerked her head up off his lap in surprise, coughing.
"Quick!" gasped Cockweasel, squeezing Elizabeth's delightfully firm right butt-cheek. "Back in your mouth, we almost have him!"
Elizabeth's head dropped back into Foulfang's lap and her mouth once again swallowed his length. He groaned and pushed upwards with his hips, but this time she was ready, the hand on his balls moving to the base of his shaft to stop him from shoving himself deeper than she could take.
Cockweasel removed his hand from the Elizabeth's ass and he walked back around to the other side of the tied up orc, standing opposite Elizabeth as she leant over the prisoner. He bent forward, resting one hand on the top of Elizabeth's head as he leant in close to speak to the orc.
"With one command from me, she'll bite off your dick!" the goblin growled, punctuating his threat by pushing down on the top of Elizabeth's head. Foulfang thrust upwards with his hips to meet Cockweasel's push, groaning as he felt Elizabeth's tongue twitch underneath his cock in surprise.
"Don't think we won't do it!" said Cockweasel, pushing down on Elizabeth's head again. Foulfang moaned and thrust up, his eye's glazing over slightly.
"Oh fuck!" gasped the orc.
Cockweasel pushed down again to meet Foulfang's upwards thrust, Elizabeth struggled slightly as orc cock filled her reluctant mouth.
"I..." grunted Foulfang as Cockweasel pushed down again.
"Will...oh yeah, that's it," Foulfang grunted as Cockweasel forced the lovely brunette's wonderful mouth down onto him again.
"Will..." he groaned as there was another push from Cockweasel.
"Come!!" with that his cock pulsed in Elizabeth's mouth, unloading his cum as he thrashed against his bonds around base of the tree.
Cockweasel held Elizabeth's face down for a moment as the orc exploded in her mouth, then released her head as Foulfang's happy moans filled the campsite.
"Oh fuck!" cried out the orc as Elizabeth jerked up from his lap, coughing and spluttering at the mouthful of cum she'd been forced to receive. Another blast of sticky semen shot from the tip of Foulfang's pulsating penis, splashing up against Elizabeth's chin.
The horrified squire stepped back away from the tree as Foulfang moaned in orgasm. She shot Cockweasel a dark look and then stormed angrily out of the clearing.
Foulfang slumped back against the tree and grinned up at Cockweasel.
"So you'll comeback?" Cockweasel asked.
Foulfang nodded, "A deals a deal, I never thought you'd actually get that bitch to suck my cock."
Cockweasel grinned and winked at his friend.
Suddenly Foulfang's body slumped and his chin fell to his chest. The orc was still standing but it was as if he had just fallen asleep. Cockweasel frowned as he saw the orc sway slightly and a line of drool dribble from the corner of his slack mouth.
"What the fuck?" murmured Cockweasel in confusion.
A sudden thick, unnatural fog filled the campsite.
"This can't be good," remarked Cockweasel as he looked nervously around the darkened clearing.
"For me it's good, you not so much," said a familiar woman's voice, the sound sent a shiver down Cockweasel's voice.
"Valeria?" Cockweasel nervously called out, swallowing deeply as he felt a feeling of dread fill his gut.
"This time it's not a dream."
Valeria the Black stepped through the fog to stand in front of the rather concerned looking goblin. As always, she wore a sexy and revealing black gown that clung to her impressive curves, but Cockweasel was in no mood to admire the voluptuous wonders of the sorceress's figure.
"Oh shit!" gulped Cockweasel.
"This time you'll be the one that's fucked, not me," said Valeria, her voice dangerous. "I have waited such a long time for this moment."
Valeria raised her right hand and Cockweasel saw that she carried a slim black wand. To his horror she pointed the tip of the wand towards him.
"I'm fucked," whimpered Cockweasel in defeat.
Suddenly there was a crashing from the bushes directly behind Valeria. There was a flash of steel as an armoured warrior burst from the undergrowth.
Valeria spun to meet the surprise attack, the black wand shooting up towards her attacker. There was a loud thunderclap and the warrior longsword disappeared in a puff of smoke.
This seemed to confuse the warrior who froze for a moment. Valeria lifted the wand once again, but before she could cast another spell the warrior reached out, grabbing Valeria by the front of her gown, the warriors steel gauntlet disappearing into the sorceresses cleavage.
Valeria gave a startled yelp as the armoured fighter yanked. There was a tearing sound as Valeria's black gown ripped clear off her body, leaving the stunned sorceress completely nude.
"Son of a bitch!" swore Valeria, not even bothering to cover her nakedness, much to Cockweasel's pleasure who's gaze was immediately drawn to Valeria's ample, jiggling breasts, her dark nipples immediately stiffening in the cool air.
Valeria's wand moved and there was another thunderclap, this time the warrior's armour vanished.
"Gwendallyn!?" blurted Cockweasel in surprise as the nude paladin was abruptly revealed. Cockweasel's perverted mind was instantly conflicted as to which of the naked, busty beauties he should admire.
"Now you die interfering paladin!" growled the naked enchantress, pointing her wand in the direction of Gwendallyn who had futilely pressed both arms over her expansive bust in an effort to cover her boobs.
Bolts of lightning ripped from the tip of Valeria's wand, striking Gwendallyn full in the chest and flinging her right across the clearing as she screamed out in agony.
"Oh shit!" gulped Cockweasel, who hadn't actually moved from his spot ever since Valeria had arrived, still standing next to the paralysed orc he had been talking to. And he was none to keen to attack the powerful sorceress.
Gwendallyn however was spared from another corner. From the other side of the clearing Elizabeth entered, having returned from wherever she'd gone to following the mouthful of orc cum she'd be tricked into receiving.
The lightning stopped striking Gwendallyn as Valeria turned to face this new threat, her bare breasts rising and falling impressively as her breathing got heavier from the exertion of using her magic.
As Elizabeth looked around the clearing in surprise, Valeria's wand shot out towards Kum Foulfang, a strange beam of purple striking the frozen orc. "Fresh meat orc!" snapped Valeria.
Foulfang seemed to emerge from his paralysis. The orc gave a guttural roar and charged towards Elizabeth. The pretty young squire barely had time to gasp in surprise before the enraged orc tackled her roughly to the ground. It appeared that somehow Valeria had taken control of Foulfang.



"Cockweasel. The wand!" yelled out Gwendallyn as she staggered painfully to her feet, the lightning seemed to have taken the strength out of her.
At the sound of the paladin's voice Valeria turned back to the naked paladin, preparing to finish her off.
As Valeria stepped towards Gwendallyn, raising her wand to finish her off, Cockweasel finally sprung into action.
The diminutive goblin leapt into the air, slamming into Valeria's back and wrapping his arms around her shoulders and his legs around her waist. The sudden impact of against Valeria's back sent the wand spinning from her hand.
"You little monster!" snarled Valeria angrily as Cockweasel clung onto her back. One of his green hands was clutching at her bare right breast, and even in the intense action of their battle the goblin was making most of the opportunity to grope, his grubby paw squeezing at Valeria's big boob.
Across the other side of the campsite Elizabeth was in trouble of her own. Foulfang had the lovely brunette squire pinned face down on the dirt, but surprisingly, instead of trying to kill her the orc was hurriedly trying to tug down her breeches. Whatever charm spell that Valeria had cast on him, it was having a strange effect.
"Get off me you foul beast!" screamed Elizabeth as the orc pulled her trousers down around her knees, at the same time keeping her trapped face down on the ground.
Valeria finally managed to get her hands on Cockweasel's shoulder. The sorceress gave a grunt of exertion as she twisted her body and flung the small goblin off her back, sending Cockweasel crashing into a tree at the edge of the clearing, not far from where her wand had fell.
Before Valeria was able to make use of her freedom, the lithe, naked body of Lady Gwendallyn slammed into her and the two naked beauties fell to the ground wrestling with one another.
Cockweasel coughed, his fall had knocked the wind out of him. He pulled himself to his feet and looked back across the foggy clearing, taking stock of the situation.
"Holy shit!" he murmured as he took in the chaos.
Gwendallyn and Valeria were rolling around the ground, wrestling and clawing at each other, their voluptuous naked bodies pressed against each other, interesting curves of flesh rubbing and slapping together as they each tried to untangle themselves from their opponents and gain the upper hand. All they needed was a little mud or jelly and it would be quite a performance.
Further away, Foulfang appeared to firmly have the upper hand over Elizabeth. The squire was face down in the dirt as her orcish attacker crouched over her prone body, thrusting his hard cock into her ass from behind, his hips slapping against her exposed buttocks as he rammed lustfully into her. Elizabeth was crying out in displeasure at the orc's forced assault.
Once again, Cockweasel found himself at a loss for what to do.
He glanced down and spotted Valeria's wand at his feet so bent down and scooped up the strange, slim rod. Cockweasel turned it over in his hands and saw that there were three buttons near the base of the wand, one white, one purple and one blue.
"Get off me you bastard!" yelled Elizabeth as she struggled beneath the rutting orc. Foulfang seemed to be thoroughly enjoying himself as he fucked Cockweasel's gorgeous squire.
Valeria gave a scream of her own as Gwendallyn pulled forcefully on the sorceress's jet black hair. In response Valeria scratched at the paladin's bare back and ass.
Cockweasel cautiously pointed the tip of the wand at a nearby tree. He gave a nervous grimace and then pressed the white button. There was a sudden deafening thunderclap and the tree disintegrated, much the same as Gwendallyn's armour had done moments earlier.
Both Valeria and Gwendallyn froze in their nude wrestling and looked up at the goblin in surprise. Foulfang ignored the sound and continued fucking the busty blonde beneath him.
"I know how this works now," said Cockweasel as he pointed the wand at Valeria and Gwendallyn.
"Oh shit!" muttered Valeria.
"Cockweasel I don't think..." Gwendallyn began to speak but was interrupted as Cockweasel pressed the purple button on the wand.
A beam of strange purple light shot from the tip of wand and struck both of the naked women. They both gave a moan as the light washed over them and resumed their assault on each other.
Cockweasel blinked in surprise. Then he noticed that the two busty women were not actually trying to kill each other any more. In fact, quite the opposite.
Valeria gave a moan of pleasure as Gwendallyn's hand slid up the side of her body and cupped the sorceress's ample right breast, giving the firm orb a tender squeeze. Valeria's own hands slipped around to grasp Gwendallyn's lovely round buttocks and pull the paladin's naked body tight against her own.
"Mmm," Gwendallyn moaned as she hungrily pressed her lips against Valeria's mouth and passionate kissed her former enemy.
The two women were all over each other, their fighting turned into caresses, kisses and licks as they rubbed their perfect naked bodies together.
"Wow!" murmured Cockweasel as he watched Valeria spin around and dip her head between Gwendallyn's sleek thighs, the evil sorceress's tongue sliding excitedly into the paladin's snatch.
Gwendallyn gave a moan as the magic user's tongue lapped at her clit, then she reached for Valeria's toned thighs, pulling her cunt in close so that she could repay the attentions in a passionate 69 position.
Cockweasel watched in amazement as Valeria lay on her back, her thighs spread as the gorgeous paladin atop her, ate out her delicious pussy.
"I've got an idea for this bitch!" declared Cockweasel as he watched Gwendallyn's tongue stab repeatedly between Valeria's pussy-lips.
With a tight grip on the wand, Cockweasel approached the 69-ing women and knelt down between Valeria's legs, right next to Gwendallyn's head. The small clearing was filled with the sounds of moaning and slurping, plus a few grunts and complaining moans from Foulfang and Elizabeth.
Cockweasel pointed the wand directly at Valeria's cunt and tried to push it forward, but Gwendallyn's bobbing head was right in the way.
"Out of the way," urged Cockweasel as he tried to push away the paladin's face from between Valeria's perfect thighs, but Gwendallyn merely moaned in annoyance and kept her head in place.
Cockweasel frowned, considering the situation for a moment as the women vigorously pleasured each other. It was clear that the purple beam from the wand had driven them crazy with lust, just as it had done to Foulfang.
"I know," he muttered under his breath as he reached for the front of his pants and pulled out his cock. The wrinkled green shaft was semi-erect from the energetic show the two naked women had been putting on.
Cockweasel shuffled a little closer and waved his cock under Gwendallyn's nose, letting her get a good sniff of his manly, sweaty odour. He slapped her nose and cheeks a few times until he finally managed to coax her mouth up from Valeria's pussy. Not wanting to miss his opportunity, the goblin immediately shoved his cock into Gwendallyn's mouth.
"Suck on this!" he said, giving a grunt as Gwendallyn immediately did, with surprising enthusiasm. "Oh fuck!" the goblin groaned as his penis instantly began to stiffen inside the paladin's warm, wet mouth.
With Gwendallyn's mouth diverted by a mouthful of cock, Cockweasel finally had access to Valeria's pussy and he quickly inserted the tip of the wand, causing the dark haired sorceress to moan loudly as he pushed it deep into her. Cockweasel glanced down at the three buttons and rested his thumb over the blue button.
"Oh fuck that's good!" groaned Cockweasel as Gwendallyn sucked the full length of his now fully erect penis in her hot mouth, her tongue swirling delightfully around the underside of his hard shaft. The goblin momentarily forgot about blasting Valeria as the cocksucking paladin fervently bobbed her head over his dick.
Cockweasel began to rock his hips, sliding his hard shaft in and out between the tight seal of Gwendallyn's lips. At the same time, almost unconsciously, he started to pump the magic wand in and out of Valeria's moist cunt, causing his former mistress to moan in pleasure as well.
"Damn! I forgot what great head you gave!" Cockweasel moaned as his hand dropped onto the back of Gwendallyn's head and his hips thrust, driving his cock deeper into her sucking mouth.
Cockweasel's hand gripped Gwendallyn's hair tighter as he began to fuck her mouth with a steady rhythm, at the same time pumping the wand in and out of Valeria's cunt. "Oh yeah, suck that cock!" groaned the goblin as he jammed his invading hard-on between her full lips. Cockweasel gave a grunt as he felt his balls bump against Gwendallyn's chin, the entire raging length of his penis buried inside the paladin's enchanted mouth.
Cockweasel gave a sudden loud cry of pleasure as he arched his back and unloaded into Gwendallyn's sucking mouth. At the same instant he pressed the blue button on the wand buried in Valeria's cunt and there was a loud crackle of lighning.
Valeria body lurched beneath Gwendallyn and abruptly exploded, gore splattering all over the clearing as Cockweasel messily blew up his old slave mistress.
The blast knocked Cockweasel back, his cock popping free from between Gwendallyn's lips a final spurt of cum splashing on the paladin's right cheek as Cockweasel tumbled away.
"Holy shit!" groaned Foulfang from the other side of the clearing as he finished wiping clean his spent cock on Elizabeth's firm right buttock.
Cockweasel sat up in bewilderment. "Well that worked better than expected." Looks like the horny little goblin had saved the day...again.
THE END ... For now ...
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Jim stared down into the bottom of his empty beer glass. It had been a shitty day for him and everything had gone wrong.
"Same again," he growled to the bartender as he scratched his big beer belly through his grubby flannel shirt. Jim was in his late forties and worked construction, he lived alone and his after work beer at O'Flaherty's Irish Tavern was pretty much the highlight of his day.
"Cheers," Jim said, punctuating his comment with a loud burp as Bill, the bartender filled his glass with the dark Irish stout that Jim favoured.
The door to the pub opened and Jim glanced over his shoulder at the newcomer, scratching his greasy hair at the same time. To his surprise it was a woman, and a very beautiful one at that.
She was tall, with long dark hair and a stunning face, with fine, almost delicate features. The brunette was dressed in a black sequined cocktail dress that was quite short, stopping above mid-thigh and leaving her incredibly long, slim legs on display. She wore strappy black stiletto heeled shoes and was carrying a black clutch-purse that like her dress was covered in sparkling sequins. The front of her dress had a low, scooped neckline that displayed a good portion of a pair of sizeable breasts, and her considerable cleavage immediately drew Jim's gaze. All in all, the glamorous beauty looked very out of place in the dingy bar.
Jim's mesmerised gaze followed her long legs and the seductive sway of her hips as she walked straight across the room to stand at the bar right beside Jim.
The buxom brunette completely ignored the bartender, instead turning to face a rather stunned looking Jim.
"Let's get out of here," she said to him, nodding her head towards the door.
Jim's eyes went wide, was he dreaming? Was this gorgeous woman actually trying to pick him up? And she wasn't exactly beating around the bush either, coming straight out and asking him to leave with her.
He was too shocked to reply, his mouth hanging open as he gaped at the elegant, curvaceous lady.
She smirked at his lack of reply. "Well?"
"Oh...ah... yeah," Jim stammered, but managed to nod in agreement with her request.
The mysterious beauty's smirk went even wider as she turned and headed towards the door. Jim, still in shock, followed after her, leaving his beer untouched.
The striking brunette led Jim towards a yellow sports car parked right outside. She spun around and tossed the keys to Jim.
"I assume you want to drive?" she said.
Jim fumbled and dropped the keys, still in a serious state of shock. Things like this didn't happen to guys like him. He reached down with a trembling hand and picked up the keys, then took another look at the car. It was a Lamborghini!
"You want me to drive that?" he asked her.
The woman shrugged, still smiling playfully. "Sure, let's go."
Jim decided he didn't need to be asked twice. He quickly hurried around to the driver's door and hopped inside. The gorgeous brunette slipped into the passenger seat, the hem of her dress riding up slightly and flaunting even more of her long, sleek thighs, causing Jim to swallow noisily. Fuck, she was sexy.
Jim turned the key in the ignition and the powerful Lamborghini flared to life with a thunderous roar followed by the low throaty rumble of the engine idling. "Oh, wow!" groaned Jim in admiration of the sports car. Never in his life had he ever imagined he'd get the chance to drive a Lamborghini.
Gripping the steering wheel eagerly, with a big grin on his face, Jim pulled out onto the street and roared away from the bar, testing the speed and torque of the amazing automobile.
As he cruised down the street his thoughts of the car were suddenly chased away when he felt the woman's hand touch his inner thigh.
Jim swallowed as the beautiful brunette slid her hand up his leg and cupped his crotch in her soft palm. He glanced down to look at her hand grabbing the bulge of his groin, and noticed a little nervously that his jeans were rather grubby and stained next to the flawless beauty of the buxom brunette beside him.
"Well, well, well," murmured the woman as she squeezed his crotch. Jim realised that he was semi-hard from driving the Lamborghini. "I see you're as eager as ever Jimbo."
"Oh, man," squeaked Jim as she massaged his cock through his jeans. He didn't remember telling her his name, but at this particular point he didn't really care anymore about the oddness of the situation.
The woman unzipped his fly. "Wh...what are you doing?" blurted Jim in alarm as he stopped for a red light.
"Shhh!" the woman silenced him as she reached into his pants, fishing around in his underwear with her soft hand and seizing his cock. She smiled in apparent satisfaction as she pulled Jim's semi-erect organ out into the open. "Just like I remembered," she said.
Jim was about to ask her what she remembered when the gorgeous woman dipped her head down into his lap.
"Oh fucking hell!" cried out Jim in shock as he felt her warm lips wrap around the end of his knob. This gorgeous angel was actually giving him a blowjob while he drove her Lamborghini through town.
"Mmm," moaned the woman in appreciation as she began to bob her head in Jim's lap, the tight seal of her lips sliding up and down his rapidly stiffening penis.
"Oh God!" groaned Jim as he felt her tongue swipe around the head of his cock. She pulled down on the foreskin of his dick and licked all around the tip of his shaft, cradling it on her tongue as if it was an ice-cream. The voluptuous beauty ran her tongue down the length of his shaft and tenderly kissed Jim's scrotum before briefly sucking on each of his swollen testicles.
"I love your big cock Jimbo," the woman gasped as she sunk her mouth back down on him, letting her lips slid all the way down to the very base of his erection, her nose buried in his pubic hair.
"Ah!" Jim gasped, almost steering the Lamborghini off the road. His entire cock was buried inside the brunette's glorious mouth.
The woman seemed to notice Jim's alarm and she lifted her head up out of his lap, licking her lips as if she had just been feasting on the finest caviar.
"I guess we should put little Jimbo away for now," she said, fondly stroking his cock a few times in her soft hand before tucking him back inside Jim's pants.
She guided Jim to the hotel where he reluctantly handed over the keys of the Lamborghini to the valet before following the curvy, mysterious woman into the hotel and up to her room.
The room turned out to be the most expensive suite in the hotel, the penthouse on the top floor. It was luxuriously decorated with the most amazing furniture and general extravagance, but right now it was the last thing on Jim's mind.
As soon as they entered the room, the sexy brunette was on her knees in front of Jim, once again fishing out his erect cock and quickly stuffing it into her hot mouth.
"Oh, this is fantastic!" Jim breathed as he stood in the centre of the room, the perfect young woman servicing him on her knees. The busty brunette's soft lips moved rapidly up and down on his erection, her tongue working wonders on the underside of his hard shaft as her cheeks hollowed and she powerfully sucked on his length.
After a couple of minutes of frantic sucking she let his cock pop out from her pouty lips and she glanced up at Jim.
"Why aren't you fucking my mouth like you normally do?" she asked him.
"Um," Jim stammered, still very confused by everything that was going on. It was finally dawning on him that perhaps this was a case of mistaken identity as the woman seemed to thinks he knew him. Jim however, was not about to shatter that illusion and spoil the best opportunity of his life. "I was just about to," he replied lamely. "Um, fuck your mouth that is."
Jim had only ever had a few blowjobs in his life, and he'd only ever seen face fucking in pornos, but the concept was definitely appealing.
He reached down and grabbed the top of the brunette's head in both hands and lined his stiff cock up with her mouth. As he pulled her head in towards his crotch and thrust forward with his hips, the woman willingly let his cock shove its way back into her mouth.
"Oh yeah!" groaned Jim as his penis slid across her tongue and pushed into the back of her mouth.
Jim tightened his grip on her dark hair and started to pump his cock in and out of her mouth, his hips sawing back and forth as he started to vigorously fuck her willing mouth. Jim thrust forward, deep into her throat, his balls slapping her chin with each thrust. It felt absolutely incredible, the most amazing thing he'd ever done.
"That's it, suck that cock!" Jim grunted as he really started to get into the spirit of things, shoving his cock into her mouth at full force. With each surge of his hips her chin would touch his balls and he drew back only half way before thrusting back down into her throat, keeping his cock in the wet clutches of her mouth the entire time.
"I'm gonna cum soon!" he groaned as he humped away at the busty brunette's face.
This seemed to concern the woman as she lifted up her hands and leveraged Jim's hands off her head. Jim reluctantly let his erection pop out of her mouth, wondering if he'd taken things a bit too far and upset the gorgeous seductress.
"We can't have you cumming too soon," said the woman. "I want to feel you in my pussy first."
"Oh wow," groaned Jim. The concept of actually getting to fuck this beautiful creature hadn't even occurred to him yet.
The brunette smiled seductively at him as she stood up and let him across the hotel room to the bedroom. As she walked, she reached up behind her and unzipped the back of her slinky black cocktail dress. As she stepped through the threshold of the bedroom the dress slipped off her shoulders and fell to the floor. Beneath she was completely naked, not a stitch of underwear on.
"Oh my God!" moaned Jim in admiration as her perfect buttocks came into view. Her ass was firm and round, two perfectly taut sphere's that it looked like you could bounce penny's off, but at the same time they were round and lush and inviting.
The naked goddess climbed up onto the bed and crawled forward on her hands and knees. She glanced back over her shoulder at Jim, who was still standing stunned at the foot of the bed, his erect penis jutting straight out towards her.
"Hurry up and stick your big cock in me Jimbo," urged the woman.
Jim almost tripped as he hasty leapt onto the bed behind her. He reached out and grabbed hold of the woman's perfect buttocks, squeezing her ass as he shuffled closer and lined his cock up with her cunt.
"I can't believe this is really happening," he muttered in a low voice as he slowly pushed forward. Jim let out a long low groan of bliss as his cock slid smoothly up inside the woman's clutching pussy.
The woman glanced over her shoulder towards Jim once again. "That's not the hole you normally want," she told him.
Jim froze in confusion. He looked down, glancing from his cock buried in her sweet snatch to his hands kneading the firm cheeks of her ass when he realised what she was referring to. "Oh," he murmured with a nervous swallow.
Jim drew his rigid dick out of the mystifying woman's pussy and aimed it a little higher. "Thank you God," he murmured quietly as he pushed forward, forcing his dick into the woman's tiny hole.
"Ah!" she cried out as Jim pushed his cock deeper into her bottom. Jim's hands tightly clutching at her buttocks as he stuffed his thick member into her.
"Fucking hell that's tight!" he groaned as he started to fuck her, pumping his erection into her from behind. Jim reached underneath her to grope her big tits as he enthusiastically banged her perfect ass from behind.
The woman was moaning with apparently pleasure as Jim ravaged her tight orifice. He'd never done a woman up the butt before and the sensations were incredible. If her blowjob had pushed him right to the edge of climaxing, this was sure to push him over.
"That's it Jimbo, shove it in me hard!" groaned the woman. The volume of her moans suggested she was enjoyed being rogered as much as Jim was enjoying giving it to her. With each thrust of his hips, Jim's big beer belly jiggled wildly.
"Fuck! I'm gonna shoot!" he gasped, his hips slapping against her buttocks as he pumped against her.
This time the woman didn't stop him. He arched his back as his cock surged in her ass, his balls churned and a heavy load of spunk spurting from the tip of his dick and filling the beautiful brunette's ass. The woman cried out in pleasure as Jim orgamsed, the plump construction worker bucking against her as he spent himself in her perfect bottom.
"Holy hell! That was the best fuck of my life!" groaned Jim happily as his completely spent penis slipped out of the woman's magnificent ass.
***
Jim woke up the next morning completely bewildered, momentarily forgetting where he was. He sat up in the plush king size bed and glanced around the luxurious hotel room and it all came flooding back.
Apparently buggering the sexiest woman he'd ever laid eyes on hadn't been a dream, although it was a dream come true.
Jim turned and saw that he was alone in the bed with no sign of the mysterious woman. Sitting on the pillow was a note.
Thanks for a wonderful night Mr Bond
I can't wait for another chance to suck on your big cock
XXX
Anastasia
"Wow!" breathed Jim, feeling rather proud of himself. He took the note and slipped it into the pocket of his flannel shirt which was lying beside the bed.
Jim poked around the lavish hotel suite for a few minutes but found no sign of Anastasia, his mysterious lover, not even any clothes or luggage. Giving up he had a quick shower and got dressed. Fortunately it was a Saturday so he didn't have to get to work.
Jim left the suite, still grinning like an idiot and headed down to the lobby, hoping the receptionist at the desk might be able to tell him something about the woman. Jim was very keen to get another shot at that perfect ass and magnificent pair of tits.
As Jim stepped out from the elevator a man in a black leather jacket stepped past him into the lift. The man bumped hard into Jim's left side and Jim felt a sharp prick in his arm.
"Ow!" Jim yelped in surprise, wondering what he'd been stabbed by. Before Jim could object further he felt his world suddenly going blurry. Jim's knee's sagged and he felt himself lurching over before the man smooth caught him under the shoulder and a second man grabbed him from the other side, supporting his weight.
The last thing Jim saw before he passed out was a pair of white women's high heeled shoes and some long, sexy legs.
***
"He's coming round Agent Slut," said a man's voice as Jim blinked his eyes, his consciousness finally returning.
Jim squinted, the light in the room seemed incredibly bright and his head was pounding like he'd skulled a full bottle of bourbon the night before.
"Where the fuck am I?" he murmured, trying to peer around the dazzling room.
Jim blinked his eyes again, his brain throbbing painfully. His vision was started to come back and he saw that he was lying on a rather dingy bed in a small cheap looking hotel room. Quite a comedown from the room he'd been in with the lovely Anastasia.
He was not alone in the room. Seated at a table on the far side of the room were two men in black leather jackets, Jim was pretty sure that they were the ones that had grabbed, and presumably drugged him. Directly in front of him was a woman, and an attractive one at that. She was sitting in a chair facing towards the bed he was lying on, her long legs were crossed, the short white min-skirt she was wearing gave him an eyeful of her creamy, well toned thighs and she had strappy white high heeled shoes. She had on a pale pink blouse that swelled out interestingly, suggesting a hint of a rather substantial bosom beneath. Her face was absolutely gorgeous and she had long blonde hair.
"Sorry about the rough extraction, but we didn't want to compromise your cover," the woman said with apparent concern.
"Wh...what?" stammered Jim blearily.
The pretty blonde re-crossed her legs and leant forward slightly, Jim couldn't help himself from glancing down at the additional exposed thigh. Her legs were slim, yet well muscled, probably from hours in the gym.
"Are you feeling okay Agent Bond?" she asked him with a frown.
"Who?" demanded Jim, vaguely remember that the woman Anastasia had also referred to him by the name Bond in her note. "I'm not Agent Bond."
The woman turned to the men sitting on the far side of the room. "How much did you give him Cassidy?"
"Just a standard dose, he should be fine by now," replied one of the men with an unconcerned shrug.
The blonde turned back to Jim. "What were you doing in Anastasia Drako's room Bond?"
Jim shook his. "I've got no idea what's going on here, but I'm not who you think I am," he told her, feeling slightly angry at this point. Mistaken identity leading to a blowjob and fuck from a supermodel was one thing, this was an altogether different situation.
"Amnesia?" one of the men across the room suggested.
"Look," said Jim with a sigh of frustration. "My name's Jim Buttner, I work construction and I'm certainly not this spy you seem to think I am."
The blonde squinted thoughtfully at him as if judging the truthfulness of his comment.
"I certainly have no idea what the fuck is going on!" complained Jim. His vision was now back to normal, but he still had a dull ache in his skull from whatever drug they had used on him.
"You're not Secret Agent Jimbo Bond?" the woman asked once again.
"No!" he snapped irritably.
"Damn!" the woman swore loudly. "Looks like he's really missing. When you surfaced with Anastasia Drako we were certain you were Bond. I mean you look exactly like him. But if you're not Bond, then what exactly were you doing in the room of an International Drug Baroness?"
"Drug Baroness?" said Jim in surprise. "Look, she grabbed me and took me back to her hotel. I think she made the same mistake as you."
The woman's eyes narrowed. "What did you discuss with her?"
"We didn't really talk as such," replied Jim with a shrug. "We just shagged. Look, who the hell are you anyway."
The woman sighed. "My name is Trish Stratus, I'm a Secret Agent who's working with Agent Jimbo Bond. As you've probably already gathered, Agent Bond had vanished and we're trying to find him, it's a critical stage of our operation."
"I'm sorry to hear that. Sounds like Agent Bond is a good looking fellow," Jim grinned to himself at his own joke. "I guess I should go and leave you get back to your spying."
"There is an opportunity here," said the man on the far side of the room.
"I was just thinking the same thing," agreed Trish.
Jim glanced from Trish to the other man. "What are you talking about?" he asked in confusion.
Trish hesitated a moment, taking a deep breath. The motion caused her expansive chest to swell out and against her blouse, drawing Jim's gaze.
"As you've probably worked out, you're the spitting image of Jimbo Bond," she told him. "What Agent Cassidy was suggesting is that you pose as Bond."
"Now hang on a moment!" protested Jim. "That sounds dangerous."
Trish nodded. "It certainly won't be easy, but unfortunately we don't have a lot of options here. Your country needs you Jim Buttner."
"My country needs me?" he repeated doubtfully.
"We're at a critical stage in the operation," she explained. "And only Agent Bond can perform this next task. There's a criminal organisation that will be activating a stolen nuclear bomb inside the country unless we intervene. So far Agent Bond has been the only agent able to establish a cover within the terror organisation."



"What if he's blown his cover? What if that's what got him killed?" demanded Jim, none too keen to risk his life.
Trish grimaced at this. "We don't know he's dead yet. And I don't think his cover is blown. Your...liaison with Anastasia suggests his cover is still good."
"But I don't know anything about disarming a bomb!"
Trish shook her head. "It won't be necessary. The plan we've put in place means that all you need to do is to convince the organisations leader to give herself up."
"What? Are you crazy?" Jim didn't fancy either his bomb disarming skills or his terrorist negotiation skills.
"It was Jimbo's original plan," replied Trish. "And your run in with Anastasia Drako tells me you've got what it takes to do the job."
***
About ten minutes later Jim somehow found himself alone in the dingy room with Agent Trish Stratus. He wasn't quite sure how she'd managed it, but somehow she'd talked him into agreeing to their hair-brained scheme to save the world.
In less than two hours, Jim would be deep in the lair of Ingrid von Raven, the leader of the terror organisation that was planning on activating a nuke, and it would be up to him to convince her to give herself up.
According to Trish, Ingrid had an incredible weakness for men and for sex. Apparently all Jim had to do to save the day was to seduce the evil criminal mastermind and she would agree to whatever he suggested.
Jim had been rather reluctant to go along with this plan until Trish had shown him a photograph of the terrorist. If Anastasia and Trish could be described as beautiful, sexy women with killer bodies and great racks, Ingrid von Raven was a goddess. She had the face of an angel, with perfect, finely crafted features and fiery red hair. Her full and pouty red lips looked as though they were made to slide up and down a hard cock. The villainess's body was that of a penthouse centrefold, every curve the ideal male wet dream. Long legs, a tight round ass and boobs that didn't quit.
When Trish had also suggested that she spend the next hour before the mission taking him through a crash course in Secret Agent Seduction 101, the deal was sealed.
"Okay," announced Trish, beginning the instruction. "Let's start with pickup lines. If you're going to seduce Ingrid you need to be able to get her attention. If you can get her wet with a few clever words then the job is half done. Give me your best pick up line."
"Ah..." Jim wracked his brain, trying to think of something witty to say. Truthfully he'd never exactly been a pickup artist.
"Come on," urged Trish. "Give it to me."
Jim did the first thing that came into his mind. "How you doin'?" he asked her, turning up one corner of his mouth and doing his best Joey Tribbiani impersonation. It might have worked if he was a young handsome Italian, but coming from a beer bellied old construction worker the effect was closer to creepy than charming.
Trish shook her head in dismay. "That was awful!"
Jim shrugged uncomfortably.
"Look," said Trish. "You must have heard a few good lines in your time. How about something like; Girl, your legs must tired, because you've been running through my mind all day."
Jim couldn't help but smile at the line.
"You try now," the beautiful secret agent instructed.
Jim hurriedly tried to think of a line he'd heard. Eventually he blurted out the first line that came into his head. "You're so hot you melt the plastic in my underwear."
Trish frowned in confusion. "Where did that come from?"
Jim blushed a little, realising what he'd just said. "I'm sure I heard that on my some list of pickup lines," he explained lamely.
Trish came back with another line. "Can I borrow a quarter? I promised my mom I'd call her when I met the girl of my dreams."
"I dunno," Jim said after a long pause. "I'll just use one of those I guess."
Trish shook her head in frustration. "Well if all else fails and you can't come up with a good line to get Ingrid into bed then you should revert to Plan B."
"Plan B? What's Plan B?"
"Whip out your cock," she told him.
"What?"
"Well, just try and use a good line," suggested Trish. "Look, forget all that, let's move on to something else. Are you a good kisser?"
"I've never had any complaints," replied Jim. Admittedly he'd never had any complements either.
"Come here and show me then," directed Trish, gesturing for him to approach her.
"Ah, okay," Jim was suddenly a little nervous. He stepped up in front of the beautiful blonde, not quite sure how to proceed.
"Kiss me," she instructed.
Jim moved in, one arm slipped around Trish's slim waist, the other reached around her shoulder to pull her in close for a kiss. He gave a low moan of approval as her soft lips pressed against his and he pulled her curvaceous body against his podgy body. Trish gave a murmur as Jim pushed his tongue hungrily into her mouth and passionately kissed her. He could feel his groin press against her firm thigh as his tongue keenly chased hers.
Trish wrinkled up her face as they broke off their kiss. "You need to do something about that breath," she told him, waving her hand in front of her nose as if to ward off a bad smell.
"Sorry," apologized Jim, remembering he hadn't cleaned his teeth that morning after waking up in Anastasia's hotel room.
"Enough kissing, let's move on. Why don't you grab my boobs, lets see how your foreplay rates."
Jim's eyes went wide. Her face seemed very passive for someone just asking him to grope her.
"Are you sure?" asked Jim uncertainly.
"Give them a squeeze, we don't have a lot of time for niceties here."
"Okay," Jim agreed with a nod. He somewhat cautiously reached up with both hands and pressed them against Trish's chest, letting the firm orbs of her surprisingly large breasts fill his hands. Her tits felt incredible. They were at least as big as Anastasia's wonderful melons had been, more than filling his palms. They were firm and delightfully round and he could feel the thin lace texture of her bra through the material of her pink blouse.
"You can squeeze them, they won't brake," Trish told him, encouraging him to be a bit bolder.
"Oh, wow!" breathed Jim as she gave him permission to grope her. The excited construction worker gave Trish's big tits a firm squeeze through her clothing, letting his fingers sink into the soft flesh of her boobs. "You've got great tits," he complemented her as he squeezed and fondled the magnificent melons, wishing he could feel what they were like beneath her clothing.
"That's good, complements will get you everywhere with Ingrid," Trish told him, wincing slightly as he roughly mauled at her hooters. "Why don't you open up my blouse and get the puppies out?"
"Really?" asked Jim in surprise, stopping his groping, although his hands remained glued to her bosom.
"Yes, yes, take them out."
Jim grinned eagerly as he unbuttoned the front of Trish's blouse, untucking it from her short skirt. After he pushed the blouse off her shoulders, the busty agent reached behind and unclasped the hook of her white-lace bra.
"Holy shit!" gasped Jim in awe as Trish's perfect tits were exposed. They were astonishing. Large and round, and topped by small dark nipples that jutted out slightly in the cool air of the dingy room. Trish's big jugs were amazingly firm, with almost no sag, despite their impressive size. They had felt fantastic through her clothing, but Jim's cock was hard as a rock inside his pants at the thought of touching her bare breasts.
"You can play with them," allowed Trish.
"Ho, momma!" groaned Jim with obvious relish at the prospect. He immediately reached up and clapped his eager hands down on Trish's uncovered knockers. "Oh, these are great!" he gasped as he started to squeeze Trish's extraordinary assets, his fingers sinking deep into the hefty globes of flesh.
Jim was grinning from ear to ear as his groping hands explored the busty secret agent's tits. He squeezed, groped and mauled at the immense spheres, running his hands all over the vast expanse of flesh. Jim scraped his thumbs across the hard buds of Trish's nipples, then gave them a pinch. He then took hold of her breasts in both hands and shook them, watching the ample flesh jiggle across her chest.
"I could spend all day playing with these puppies," he murmured as he continued to vigorously feel up the gorgeous blonde.
"Use your mouth as well," instructed Trish.
Jim didn't stop his boob fondling, but leant down and swiped his tongue across Trish's left nipple enjoying the texture of the hard nub against his tongue. "Nice," he murmured appreciatively as he sucked her nipple into his mouth, still squeezing a big breast in each hand as he began his feast.
Jim gave a happy moan as he rubbed his face in Trish's considerable cleavage and then traced his tongue around Trish's other nipple, slurping hungrily on the tip of her right breast.
"That's not bad work," admitted Trish after she had let the middle aged construction worker gorge himself on her boobs for about ten minutes.
As Jim casually played with her boobs she reached down and unzipped the back of her skirt and let it drop away. Her skimpy lace g-string quickly followed so that she was now completely naked.
"You're fucking hot!" moaned Jim as he gazed in awe at Trish's naked body. Her ass was nicely rounded, almost as sweet as Anastasia's and her pussy was neatly trimmed, a small landing strip of pubic hair above the moist lips of her vagina. She apparently wasn't a natural blonde, but Jim could care less.
Trish pried Jim's groping hands off her chest and sat down on the bed, spreading her long legs. "Lick my pussy," she ordered.
"Okay," agreed Jim as he climbed up on the bed, lying on his side between Trish's perfect tanned thighs. He ran two fingers along the length of her inner thigh, from her knee down to the juncture of her thighs, admiring the incredible smoothness of her soft skin. Jim lightly ran his fingers over the outer lips of Trish's vagina, it was the prettiest pussy he'd laid eyes on.
As Jim slipped one finger inside Trish's moist cunt she lifted her head up off the bed. "Use your tongue."
Jim obeyed, leaning down and swiping his tongue up along the slit of Trish's pussy causing her to gasp. Her twat tasted nicer than the few Jim had sampled in the past, certainly cleaner. The middle aged construction worker used the tip of his tongue to gently toy with Trish's clit causing her to moan in apparent pleasure.
Using his fingers to spread apart the lips of sex, Jim probed inside Trish's cunt with his tongue, the tip of his nose rubbing her clit as he worked her pussy with his tongue.
The busty secret agent had him eat her out for about ten minutes before she finally pulled his head out from between her thighs. She was breathing heavily. "Not bad, not bad at all."
Jim wiped his mouth with the back of one hand, grinning up at the leggy beauty, delighted that he had been able to please her.
"Let's see what you're packing," said Agent Slut, sitting up. As she unbuckled the front of his pants, Jim pulled off his flannel shirt, revealing his big beer belly and hairy chest.
Trish moved to her knees as she pulled off Jim's pants and underwear so that they were both now naked.
"You've got a nice looking cock," she told him as she reached out and grabbed it in her soft hand, running her fingers along the hard shaft. Her other hand snaked out beneath and cupped his testicles in her palm.
After stroking him for a moment she leant forward over his lap and slipped her hot mouth down over his erection. Jim leant back on the bed and gave a satisfied groan as his cock was engulfed in the wetness of her sucking mouth.
Trish bobbed her head over Jim's knob several times, taking him quite deep in her throat. She then drew back and swiped her tongue around the end of his shaft. "Make sure you don't cum too quick," she warned him as she gave the underside of his rigid pole a long slow lick. "If you blow your load in Ingrid's mouth you'll ruin the chance to fuck her."
Trish swiped her tongue over Jim's scrotum, teasing each of his testicles in her mouth as he hand gave a few pumps on his cock.
"She's a criminal mastermind so she might even try a few dirty tricks," the lovely secret agent warned him. Trish's tongue moved down beneath Jim's balls, licking across the sensitive skin between his ballsack and his ass. Her tongue then probed mischievously into his asshole.
"Oh fuck!" groaned Jim as the beautiful, stacked blonde tongued his ass.
Trish then moved back to Jim's cock, once again sucking it into her warm mouth and bobbing her head rapidly over his cock. She was really putting him through his paces. After a couple of minutes of forceful slurping she started to deep throat him.
"Jesus!" moaned Jim as he felt her nose press into his pubic hair, her chin tight against his balls and his entire cock jammed into her mouth. Trish moaned and shook her head slightly, her throat vibrating around the tip of his penis.
Trish drew back off his cock, breathing heavily. "Good stamina," she complimented him. "Let's see your cockmanship now." She got up off her knees and knelt on the bed. It seemed that like Anastasia, she wanted to be fucked doggy style.
Jim wasn't intending to disappoint her. He knelt on the bed behind her, grabbing her lovely firm ass in both hands and giving it a squeeze. He lined his cock up with the dripping wet entrance to her pussy.
"Hmm," Jim started down at Trish's spectacular ass and immediately was reminded of how good his cock had felt in Anastasia ass. After a moment's consideration, Jim aimed a little higher and shoved his hard cock up the gorgeous secret agents ass.
"Ouch! Oh fuck!" cried out Trish in surprise as Jim thrust into her. He had a tight grip on her hips and his cock was well lubricated from the thorough blowjob she'd just given him.
"Fuck that's tight!" Jim groaned as he thrust into her deeper.
"Ow! What the fuck are you doing?" gasped Trish as Jim drew back slightly and then thrust again, this time burying himself deeper into her bottom.
"Fucking you up the ass baby," said Jim.
"Well get it out! Now!" she snapped with a gasp.
"Oh," said Jim, realising that perhaps he should have waited for an invitation before invading her anus. Perhaps only the bad girls liked anal.
"Ow!" complained Trish as Jim's thick erection slid out of her. "Now watch where you're aiming that thing and put it in my pussy."
Jim shrugged as he slid his cock into Trish's pussy. He slid smoothly in, all the way to the base, his cock enveloped in the clutching heat of her cunt.
"Now fuck me like you're going to save the world," said Trish.
Jim didn't have to be told twice. He gripped Trish's slim waist and started to fuck her in earnest, driving his rigid erection rapidly in and out of her pussy, their flesh slapping together as he humped against her doggy style.
Trish was breathing erratically as Jim vigorously pumped against her, she was obviously enjoying the feel of his hard cock thrusting into her. Jim reached out and grabbed a handful of Trish's blonde hair, pulling her head upwards and causing a delightful arch in her back that caused her ass to press back against his thrusting loins.
Jim slammed harder into her, he could feel her wet pussy clutching every inch of his raging erection. "Fuck that's good!" he groaned.
It didn't take much longer. Jim gave a few more thrusts of his hips, ramming his dick into the lovely blonde. He gave a sudden loud cry as his balls boiled over, his hot cum spurting from the tip of his cock and filling the secret agent with his jism.
"Fuck!" he gasped as he came. Jim held tightly onto Trish's shapely hips as his rod continued to spurt, shooting deep inside her pussy.
"Oh Jimbo!" cried out Trish in pleasure. Jim didn't even notice she'd got his name wrong.
"Ahhh...that's so good!" he groaned when he finally slipped out of the beautiful blonde.
Trish rolled over, breathing heavily herself. She'd actually cum as well when he'd squirted inside her.
"I think you've definitely got what it takes to act as Jimbo Bond," she told him, before leaning over to take his spent cock back into her sexy mouth and suck him clean.
***
Several hours later, almost shaking with nervousness Jim took a long swallow of Irish stout. Trish and given him a few last pointers and then they'd dropped him back at O'Flaherty's Irish Tavern.
"I thought I might find you here," said a familiar voice.
Jim turned with a confident smile and saw Anastasia Drako standing behind him. She looked as good as he remembered. Today she was wearing a pair of black, skin-tight trousers and a low-cut black tank top that was showing plenty of her usual cleavage.
"I've got someone that would like to meet you Mr Bond," the leggy brunette told him.
Jim nodded. "Of course. I've been expecting you."
The busty criminal once again led him back to her Lamborghini, only this time she drove and their was no blowjob to be had. Jim considered trying his luck with the buxom brunette but decided he might need all his strength for Ingrid.
They stopped on the outskirts of town outside an Italian restaurant and Anastasia instructed him to head inside. The brunette herself did not go with him, but instead got back into her sports car and drove away.
Jim went inside the restaurant. "Here goes nothing," he muttered under his breath, trying to suppress his nerves.
Inside the restaurant was almost deserted, there was only one customer and she was seated at the bar, sipping from a long cocktail glass.
Ingrid von Raven looked even better in person than she had looked in the photograph that Jim had been shown. The curvaceous redhead was dressed in an emerald green cocktail dress that was tight fitting and low cut, perfectly emphasising her formidable bust and long, sleek legs.
"Good evening Mr Bond," the woman warmly greeted him. She had a faint eastern European accent. "My name is Ingrid von Raven."
"The names Bond, Jimbo Bond," Jim replied as he approached the beautiful redhead. The tight dress clung to every curve of Ingrid's incredible body and Jim couldn't help but let his eyes wander over her lush, hourglass figure, admiring her firm looking, peachy ass, slim waist and the mouth-watering thrust of her ample bosom.
"Anastasia said that I would find you interesting, but I am not sure if I agree," her initial warmth now seemed more like distain.
Jim frowned, his initial confidence ebbing slightly. For some reason he'd been expecting to just walk in and have her fall to her knees in front of him. It was definitely time for one of those killer pickup lines that Agent Slut had taught him.
Jim summoned his wits. "Is your dad a terrorist? Because you're the bomb."
Ingrid von Raven glared at Jim, her expression seemed more anger than lust. Perhaps the terrorist pickup line was not the wisest choice. Things were heading south very quickly. Time for Plan B.
Ingrid opened her mouth to reply when Jim quickly reached down and unzipped his fly, yanking open the front of his pants and whipping out his cock.
It was not quite the proud and triumphant unveiling that Jim had been hoping for however. In fact his cock was actually limp and kind of floppy.
Jim winced expected to be kicked out at best, or more likely kicked in the balls.
Instead the corner of Ingrid's sexy pout turned up into a smirk. "Well, well, well," she murmured, her gaze locked onto Jim's flaccid manhood. "What do we have here?"
Jim froze in surprise, was Plan B working?
The beautiful red haired terrorist stepped down off her barstool and approached Jim, her gaze not straying from his crotch. When she was right in front of him she reached out with one perfectly manicured hand and ran the tip of her index finger down along the topside of his soft penis.



Jim swallowed as her cool, soft hand closed around his spongy dick and she gave it a slow, gentle stroke.
"Perhaps Anastasia wasn't wrong after all?" Ingrid said as she used the tip of one fingernail to tease one of his testicles.
Jim opened his mouth to reply, but swallowed his words when the beautiful woman abruptly sunk to her knees in front of him.
His eyes went wide as she lifted his limp penis to her lips and slipped it into her mouth.
"Oh wow!" groaned Jim as his soft cock was suddenly enveloped in her mouth.
Ingrid gave a noisy suck on Jim's wilted organ, her mouth filling with saliva and bathing him in warmth. She drew back up to the top of his penis, using the tight grip of her lips to stretch his soft length.
"Mmm," Ingrid gave a moan and once again worked her lips down to the bottom of his cock, her tongue coming out to lick at his balls while her mouth was still stuffed full of cock. As she moaned around her mouthful of penis, she used her tongue to roll the flaccid organ around inside her mouth, clearly enjoying the rubbery texture of Jim's startled manhood.
Jim gave another moan as he let go of his shock and began to enjoy the blowjob. As the gorgeous terrorist leader sucked his cock, it began to thicken and stiffen in her talented mouth.
Ingrid started to bob her head over Jim's cock, sucking heavily and filling the room with loud slurping noises. Jim gently rocked his hips in rhythm with her nodding head, his cock growing and stretching her full lips wider.
"Oh yeah!" Jim groaned as he pushed his now fully erect cock deep into Ingrid's ravenous mouth. Trish had not been wrong when she'd said that the terrorist loved cock. He reached down and placed one hand on the top of Ingrid's head, grasping her soft red hair as he began to thrust with his hips, pumping her pouting mouth with his erection.
Ingrid took his cock effortlessly, she was clearly an experienced cocksucker. Jim's hips pumped rapidly as he repeatedly jammed his hard cock into her tight throat, the throbbing head of his dick sliding across her twitching tongue with each thrust.
Ingrid moaned as Jim's thrusting groin slammed against her face, his balls slapping her chin as his hips swung.
"That's it, eat that cock bitch!" Jim moaned, amazed at the apparent pleasure the buxom redhead seemed to get from the rough face fucking he was giving her.
Jim gave a thrust and held Ingrid's face tight into his crotch, his erection buried to the hilt in her lovely mouth, her nose pressed into his pubes. He held her there, enjoying the feel of her tight lips around the bottom of his shaft, the head of his cock lodged right into her throat.
Keeping her head in place, Jim reached down and squeezed one of Ingrid's big tits through her dress, letting the ample orb fill his hand. It felt as though she was braless, her ample boob lush and soft in his palm.
"Fuck!" he gave a long groan as he finally released the terrorists head and she fell back off his cock, gasping for air.
"Time to fuck," Jim told the horny terrorist. He dropped his pants, standing naked from the waist down in front of the still kneeling redhead.
Ingrid had a voracious expression on her face as she stood up, reaching behind to unzip the back of her dress.
"Your cockmanship is incredible Mr Bond," she said as her dress fell to the floor, revealing her amazing body. Ingrid wore only a pair of lacy, pale blue, French cut panties. Other than that she was completely naked. Her body was perfect. Slim, yet well toned, with a flat, sexy stomach, long, sleek legs and huge round breasts that seemed to defy gravity, thrusting proudly out from her chest.
"I was taught by the best," replied Jim, his thoughts briefly straying to the image of Trish Stratus' beautiful pussy tightly clutching his thrusting cock.
"Follow me," Ingrid beckoned him, turning and walking towards a door at the back of the restaurant. Jim followed, watching the sensual roll of her firm buttocks, the lower slopes of which were left exposed by the high cut of her underwear.
The red-haired terrorist led him through the door and surprisingly into a bedroom. In the centre was a large heart shaped bed with a leopard-skin rug. Jim glanced up and noticed the roof of the room was mirrored. If he hadn't known better he would have sworn that this was some bachelor's love nest. Apparently he wasn't the first guy that Ingrid von Raven had brought back here.
As they entered the room, Jim kicked the door closed and stepped up behind the almost naked beauty. His hands immediately reached around her and pulled her in close against him. His stiff erection nestled between the perfect globes of her panty-clad ass and his hands immediately closed over Ingrid's generous boobs.
"Mmm," moaned the gorgeous redhead , grinding her butt back against Jim's uncovered erection, the lacy material of her panties teasing the underside of his hard shaft.
Jim gave Ingrid's big tits a firm squeeze, lifting the heavy melons up in his palms and admiring their impressive size and weight. "You've got awesome hooters," he breathed into her ear as he groped them, his fingers sinking into the resilient flesh.
"Thank you," murmured Ingrid as she leant back against him, her hips rolling as she rubbed her ass into his crotch, almost giving him a standing lap dance.
Jim's fingers found Ingrid's hardened nipples, giving them a squeeze and pinch and rolling them around between his fingertips.
"Are you ready for my hard cock?" he whispered to her as he mauled her big boobs eagerly.
"I'm more than ready," replied Ingrid, gasping as Jim gave her breasts a particularly rough squeeze. "If Anastasia recommended you, then you must be good."
Jim released the beautiful woman's huge tits and squatted down behind her, coming to an eye level with her flawless ass. He reached up and squeezed her peachy buttocks through her panties, then pulled down the final piece of skimpy lingerie.
"Lovely," he murmured in admiration. Jim gave Ingrid's firm right buttock a slap. He briefly considered eating her out as Trish had trained him, but decided instead that he wanted to hurry up and get to the fucking. "Get on the bed."
Ingrid grinned in anticipation and lay back on the heart shaped bed, her mountainous breasts jutting up off her chest, once again defying gravity. Jim moved onto the bed and knelt between her thighs, taking a long leg in each hand and holding them apart, ready for his entrance.
Jim leant forward, his big beer belly sticking out as he brushed the tip of his erect penis against the dripping wet lips of Ingrid's cunt. He paused, teasingly rubbing his cock over her pussy-lips and clit.
"Before I fuck you will you make me one promise?" Jim asked.
Ingrid's head lurched up off the bed in surprise, the expression on her face was fill of lust and yearning. "What?" she gasped, rolling her hips towards Jim in attempt to slip her cunt down onto the end of his cock.
Jim drew back slightly, staying out of reach. "If I fuck you, then you owe me a favour."
"Sure," agreed Ingrid offhandedly. "Just hurry up and stick it in me!"
Jim smiled as he thrust forward, spearing his rock hard erection into Ingrid's beautiful pussy. If this was what saving the world was all about then he wished he could do it all the time.
"Ah!" Ingrid cried out in pleasure as Jim thrust inside her.
Jim's hands released her long legs as they wrapped around his waist. He grabbed hold of her beautifully curved hips and began to pump with his hips, driving his hard dick into her wet, clutching vagina.
"Oh Jimbo!" the beautiful terrorist groaned, writhing in pleasure as Jim fucked her.
Without slowing the rocking thrusts of his hips, Jim slid both hands up across Ingrid's taut stomach to cup and squeeze her immense jugs, kneading the ample melons as he fucked her. She was in bliss, groaning loudly as if Jim was the greatest lover in history. The girl certainly was a nympho.
Their flesh slapped noisily together as they fucked, wet squelching noises coming from their rutting genitals. Jim himself was moaned as well, his hands eagerly fondling Ingrid's tits as his flabby butt bounced between her creamy thighs.
Jim was getting quite turned on at this point, his chubby body humping between Ingrid's perfect thighs, his hands filled with her massive tits. Ingrid was moaning with obvious pleasure, her lithe body squirming on the end of Jim's thrusting cock.
"Fuck that's good!" gasped Jim as he slammed into the gorgeous terrorist. Her tight pussy felt fantastic around his hard cock. Ingrid was breathing heavily, small moans escaping her lips every few seconds as Jim rammed into her more forcefully.
"Oh fuck!" cried out Ingrid in pleasure as she climaxed. Her perfect body arching on the bed as Jim sunk to the hilt inside her hot snatch. The beautiful redhead writhed on the bed, moaning and gasping in bliss. "Oh Jimbo!" she moaned, her sleek thighs tightening around Jim's waist as she came.
"Mission accomplished," murmured Jim as he watched Ingrid moaning in pleasure, her eyes closed.
"What?" she murmured dreamily.
"Nothing babe," replied Jim. "I'm gonna cum on your face though."
Ingrid's eyes opened in mild surprise as Jim pulled out of her and crouched up at the top of the bed, taking his cock in one hand and aiming the tip at the beautiful redhead's angelic face.
Ingrid gave him a naughty grin and she opened her mouth wide, sticking out her tongue ready to receive his load. She looked just like a pornstar.
"Here it comes!" gasped Jim as he rapidly stroked his cock in one hand. With a grunt he came, his cock spurting. Ingrid closed her eyes and gasped as thick ropes of sticky cum spattered into her face.
"Fuck!" gasped Jim, his initial spurts missing Ingrid's open mouth and splashing against her cheek and ear. He corrected his aim and the next shot went straight into her mouth, his thick cum coating her tongue.
"Oh that's it!" he groaned as he milked out the last few drops.
Ingrid grinned broadly, closing her mouth and swallowing his load. She used her fingers to wipe the rest of his semen from her cheek, pushing it between her lips and licking her fingers clean.
"That was delicious," she breathed, still in a slightly dazed, post-orgasmic bliss.
Jim leant down, feeding his spent cock to her and letting her lick it clean.
"I do believe you owe me a favour?" said Jim once she was done.
"What?" Ingrid asked, slightly surprised.
"In exchange for the root," he reminded her.
"Oh right. What do you want?"
"I want you to return the nuclear bombs and give yourself up to the authorities," Jim told her.
"You what!?"
THE END



        A Very Personal Assistant

        Manager harasses his busty not too bright new assistant.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/a-very-personal-assistant

Title: A Very Personal Assistant

Author: GeorgeTasker

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: Manager harasses his busty not too bright new assistant.

Tags: stress relief, groping, dumb blonde, older man, office, blowjob, big tits

Series: A Very Personal Assistant


Walter Spackman had hit the jackpot as far as he was concerned. Martha, his grouchy old personal assistant had finally retired at the ripe old age of 67 and he had just hired a much younger new assistant, Victoria Anderson. For a horny old lech like Walter, Victoria was a dream come true. Not only was she the most beautiful creature he'd ever laid eyes on, complete with long peroxide-blonde hair, huge tits and a killer body, she was also the dumbest, most naïve bimbo he'd ever met.
Twenty three year old Victoria was married, but if Walter had been married to such an impressionable young beauty like her, he would never let her out of the bedroom. During the job interview Walter had been constantly squeezing his ever-present rubber stress-ball, afraid that if he stopped he wouldn't be able to help himself from leaping across the interview table and giving the voluptuous blonde a thorough rogering. Her sexy innocence drove him crazy, every lewd comment he made going right over her head. When he purposely threw his stress-ball on the ground and Victoria bent at the waist to retrieve it for him, the view of her spectacular ass in her tight skirt had almost caused him to blow his load.
That interview had been last Thursday and now on Monday afternoon he was almost at the end of his first day being assisted by the beautiful and sexy Victoria Anderson. Walter had definitely made the most of it. He had called Victoria into his office at least twice an hour to pick up spilled objects or retrieve files from the lowest drawers in his cabinets. Victoria had worn black trousers on her first day and although he didn't get much of a look at her spectacularly long and sleek legs, the trousers fit like a second skin and her beautifully rounded ass looked amazing in them whenever she bent over and presented it towards him.
Victoria wore a relatively low cut purple top, it's plunging V-shaped neckline displaying a good portion of her impressively large tits and impossibly deep cleavage. If he had to compare her breast size he would put it somewhere in the Pamela Anderson, Carmen Electra Baywatch kind of range. Definitely more than a handful for anyone who was lucky enough to get their hands on those impressive jugs.
As well as having her bend over whenever the opportunity presented itself, Walter also made a point of standing over her as she worked at her desk. Leaning over her shoulder a number of times to point out things on her computer screen and also get a brilliant view down into her mind-boggling cleavage.
Despite all his not-so-subtle leering, Victoria seemed completely oblivious to her new boss's lecherous attentions. Walter however was absolutely crazy with lust, constantly squeezing his stress-ball for all he was worth. At this rate he would probably need a new one before the week was out.
At about 4.30pm Walter could take it no longer and decided he would head home and let off some steam with a good long masturbation session in honour of his lovely new personal assistant.
As he walked past Victoria's desk he saw that she was bent over, rifling through one of her drawers, her lovely round ass pushed out towards him. After his day of restraint he could no longer resist. As he moved past her he reached out and patted one of the firm round globes of her buttocks, his whole body tingling as he finally laid a hand on her perfect bottom, her tight fitting black pants doing nothing to disguise the glorious softness of her ass.
"Oh Mr Spackman!" yelped Victoria in surprise at the pat, jerking herself upright and spinning around to face him, a look of shock covering her beautiful features.
"Just a little pat for a job well done," Walter assured her, doing his best to look nonchalant. Inside he was fighting the urge to give her big tits a great big squeeze through her top.
"Oh, okay," replied Victoria, she looked a little confused and concerned, obviously not too happy with being touched by her dirty old boss.
"Don't worry Victoria, think of us like a sports team and think of me like a coach. A little pat to congratulate you is perfectly normal," inside he was very worried now. His impulsive action could get him in a whole world of trouble if Victoria complained about sexual harassment.
"Oh," replied Victoria, appearing appeased by his reply. "Well if you put it like that, then thank you."
"Great," Walter replied, grinning widely. He couldn't believe he gotten away with it. Victoria certainly wasn't the sharpest knife in the drawer. "Well I'm off home, I'll see you tomorrow morning."
"Okay Mr Spackman."
Walter reached around and gave her another quick pat on the butt and then he hurried headed for the door. The memory of the way her lovely round butt cheek had felt against his palm would certain fuel his fantasies tonight.
***
Day two went equally well as far as Walter was concerned. Victoria had worn a pair of charcoal grey slacks and a black blouse. He'd greeted her with a pat on the ass, gently touching first one buttock then the other with his right hand as he walked past. Victoria hadn't even blinked at the treatment.
Once again throughout the day his stress-ball got another thorough workout as Walter did his best to get plenty of viewing time on Victoria's ass and cleavage, as well as several more pats on her perfect ass. As the hours went by the pats got a little harder, and by the time he headed off at 5pm, he gave her a firm slap on the bottom before slipping out the door on his way home.
***
By Wednesday Walter decided he wanted to push his luck and see if he could have a little more fun with Victoria and take full advantage of her slow wits and naïve nature.
He waited until around morning tea time before calling Victoria into his office.
"Is something wrong Mr Spackman?" she asked cheerily as she entered his office to see Walter sitting at his desk looking very upset and stressed about something.
"Yes, something's very wrong. Have you seen my stress-ball?" he asked her anxiously.
Victoria frowned, she had noticed that the balding executive almost always had the blue rubber ball in his hand, squeezing it repeatedly to keep himself calm and collected. "Umm..." she murmured thoughtfully, "no I haven't. Do you want me to have a look around and see if I can find it for you."
"Yes please Victoria, it's very important that I lay my hands on it, I can't focus without it and my work is very important."
"Of course," said Victoria, she would hate to think that he couldn't do his work on account of losing the ball.
For the next half hour Victoria searched high and low, checking every inch of both Walter's office and her desk and filing area just outside. As she searched, even getting on her hands and knees to check under desks and cabinets, Walter followed her around, taking every opportunity to either stare at her ass or look down her top, depending on the position of her body as she hunted for his stress-ball. What Victoria wasn't aware was that Walter's stress-ball wasn't even in the office. He'd actually taken it home with him last night and purposely left it on his kitchen table.
"There's no sign of it at all Mr Spackman," announced Victoria at last, sighing in defeat.
They had returned to his office and Victoria was sitting in a chair beside him, a position he often had her sit when she was doing dictation. He got a kick out of the way her bosom jiggled in her blouse when she tried to write extra quickly.
"This is a big problem," Walter said, his voice very stern. "Without the ball I won't be able to work."
"Is there anything I can do?" asked Victoria anxiously.
Walter sighed and looked her up and down, his gaze finally coming to rest on her expansive bosom. Victoria was wearing a tight fitting white blouse that stretched taut across her chest, the buttons almost threatening to pop free. The material of the blouse was ever-so-slightly transparent and Walter could make out the material of a lacy bra beneath.
"Yes, perhaps you can help me," he replied, thoughtfully eyeing her bust.
Victoria didn't appear to notice that he was talking to her chest rather than her face. "Great, what can I do?" she asked eager to please her new boss.
"Well I need something round and soft, something very squeezable to keep my hands busy and focus my thoughts. My stress-ball was perfect, but perhaps you can provide me with an alternative." He gestured vaguely in her direction.
"Sure, what do you need Mr Spackman?" Victoria asked him.
"Your breasts," Walter replied, licking his lips in eager anticipation.
"My breasts?" repeated Victoria in surprise. Her hands rose up to unconsciously cover her chest.
"Yes, they're perfect!" said Walter with great enthusiasm. "They look like a nice healthy handful and I'm sure they're firm, yet squeezable."
"You want to use my breasts as a," Victoria swallowed, "as a stress-ball?"
"Yes, yes!" agreed Walter. "They're the perfect solution. You don't mind do you Victoria?"
His stunning blonde secretary hesitated, frowning as she tried to think through what he had just suggested.
"You said you'd help," he reminded her. "After all, your job as my personal assistant is to provide me with a full support service. It's not like I'll be feeling you up or anything, it's just for stress relief."
"Um," Victoria still wasn't sure what she should do. "Okay Mr Spackman," she said finally, after all it was very job.
"Wonderful!" Walter said happily. He immediately reached out with his right hand and grabbed hold of one of her large round boobs, giving it a firm squeeze through her blouse and bra. "Very nice," he said, "your breasts are perfect."
Walter ran his hand over the generous expanse of Victoria's left breast, letting the large round orb fill his hand. "Maybe a little bigger than my stress ball, but still perfect."
He then started to squeeze, kneading the firm flesh of her ample bosom through her clothing, letting his fingers sink into the soft mound of her big tit. Walter hefted her left breast up in his palm, feeling the weight of it, and then resumed squeezing and groping, making sure to keep his attention focussed on just her left breast.
Victoria remained still as a statue, sitting silently in her chair as her boss squeezed and groped her breast. The busty blonde avoided any eye contact, the whole situation was making her feel rather uncomfortable, the idea of him using her tits as stress-balls made her feel like she was being used like an object.
Walter did his best to look thoughtful as he rolled her left tit around in his palm, feeling her nipple harden through her clothing as he played with her big breast. This was fantastic.
"Okay Victoria, I feel much better. More focussed," he told her after about five or six minutes of fondling, decided he shouldn't push her too far, especially right away. "You can head back to your desk and I'll get on with my report."
"Of course Mr Spackman," Victoria nodded, standing up and quickly heading out of his office.
***
Just after lunch Walter asked Victoria to bring him a coffee, as she moved around beside him to place the coffee on his desk he reached around behind her and pinched her bottom.
Victoria jumped in surprise and to the horror of both of them she dropped his coffee into his lap.
"Oh sorry Mr Spackman!" cried Victoria, immediately grabbing a handful of tissues from the box on Walter's desk and starting to swab up the spilled coffee from the front of his pants.
Fortunately Walter liked his coffee with lots of milk so it wasn't piping hot. Victoria bent over his lap and was wiping up the coffee, rubbing his thighs and crotch with the handful of tissues.
Walter's thighs were stinging from the hot coffee but he decided to make the most of the situation. He sat back in his chair, spreading his legs wide for Victoria to wipe up the coffee.
"Get my crotch, it's burning," he told her. He reached out behind her and laid his hand gently on her ass, cupping her left buttock through the tight fitting black trousers she was wearing.
Victoria started to rub Walter's crotch, right over his cock and balls. She didn't even notice his hand on her ass.
"Unzip my pants, my underwear is wet as well," Walter instructed, giving her tight ass a slight squeeze. He rubbed his hand over her ass to cup her right buttock and give that a squeeze as well.
Victoria didn't think twice at his instruction, worried that she had badly burnt her boss. She reached up and unfastened his pants, exposing his soaking wet underwear. Without thinking about what she was doing Victoria grabbed another handful of tissues and reached inside the open front of Walter's pants, rubbing his crotch through his wet underwear.
Victoria gasped as she realised Mr Spackman's cock was erect inside his underwear. She froze, unsure what she should do in this suddenly awkward situation.
"Quick, get rubbing," Walter urged her, giving her ass another squeeze, it felt delicious round and firm, she certainly kept herself in shape.
Victoria bit her lower lip anxiously and resumed rubbing his crotch. She could plainly feel the long hard shaft of Walter's cock through the tissues as she rubbed over it's length, doing her best to dry off his underwear. She gave his penis a half dozen wipes with the tissues and then more gently rubbed his testicles, not wanting to be over enthusiastic and hurt him.
"I think that's the best I can do," she said at last, withdrawing her hand from his crotch and tossing the clump of wet tissues into the bin beside his desk. Victoria was uncomfortably aware of the bulge between Walter's thighs and averted her eyes from the open front of his pants.
"I guess that'll have to do," Walter said, obviously not happy about the spill. He gave her firm posterior a gentle pat.
"I'm so sorry about that Mr Spackman," apologized Victoria, genuinely upset with herself. She prayed she hadn't done any permanent damage.
"Can you please zip me up then," he instructed her.
Victoria immediately obeyed, not even considering the notion that he was quite capable of doing up his own pants. It was a bit of a squeeze with his engorged genitals but she managed to fasten up the front of his pants, acutely aware of his hard erection as her fingers bumped against it.
"Good job," announced Walter, giving her a slap on the ass when she was done, causing her to jump a little. "I'm in no state to keep working," he said, gesturing down at the damp front of his trousers. "I'll call it a day and see you in the morning."
"Okay Mr Spackman," said Victoria. "Sorry."
***
As soon as Walter arrived on Thursday morning he called Victoria into his office.
"I'm terribly stressed today," he told her. "I've got an important conference call at 9.30 so I need to be sharp as a razor this morning. Can you come around here so I can use your tits a moment?" he asked her, reaching up with his hands and making squeezing motions towards her as if he was going to honk on her tits.
"Of course Mr Spackman," agreed Victoria. She was still feeling guilty after splashing coffee on him yesterday and wanted to please him as much as possible today.
Victoria moved around the desk and sat down in the chair beside him, turning her body towards him a little and arching her back to thrust her chest out towards him.
Walter was obviously very stressed today as he reached out with both hands and cupped both of Victoria's heavy breasts in his palms.
"Oh that's good!" he breathed in obvious relief, giving her ample tits a firm squeeze, sinking his fingers into her lovely big melons.
"These are much nicer to play with than my old stress-ball," he said, massaging her tits through her blouse, squeezing the large orbs quite roughly. He groped and mauled at Victoria's chest with obvious relish, rolling the large round spheres of her breasts around in his hands and even pinching at her nipples through her clothing.
"I think that perhaps you shouldn't wear a bra tomorrow," he suggested, lifting her tits up in his hands and pressing them together against each other, causing her cleavage to well up above the neckline of her blouse. "It'd make them feel smoother."
"Okay Mr Spackman," agreed Victoria. "If it would help I'll leave the bra off tomorrow."
"Good," he said, smiling broadly as he groped harder on her huge knockers.
Walter played with Victoria's tits for about ten minutes before he finally seemed to have had enough and sent her back out to her desk and he got on with his own work.
About fifteen minutes after that the conference call came through and Victoria patched it through to his office. A couple minutes later she heard his cellphone ring as well and some rather heated discussion going on.
After a further ten minutes or so she heard Walter yell out from his office.
She hurried in and saw that Walter was sitting in his chair, his legs crossed with his phone against one ear and his cellphone against the other. His head was kinked to the side and he was holding his phone against his shoulder as he struggled to write on the pad in front of him. Walter pointed at the pad and gestured for her to come over to him.
Victoria hurried over and saw that he had scrawled a note on the pad for her. 'I need a piss but can't stop phonecall, too important' he had written. Victoria frowned at his note and shrugged. She wasn't quite she how she could help him out of that tricky situation.
Walter ripped off the page from the notebook to reveal another note, already written on the page below. 'Find me a bucket.'
Victoria gasped in surprise as she read the note, her eyes going wide. He wanted to piss in a bucket at his desk while he talked on the phone?
The buxom blonde looked around his office for something for him to piss into. Seeing nothing she hurried back out to where her desk was but didn't spot anything useful.
"Shit!" she swore, her mind racing. What was she going to do?
Victoria hurried back into Walter's office, as she entered her gaze rested on the rubbish bin beside his desk. Perfect! She hurried over, her large bosom jiggling enticingly beneath her blouse as she moved. Victoria grabbed the bin and upended it, spilling the rubbish onto the floor. She then put in on the floor in front of Walter's chair.
Victoria hesitated awkwardly a moment, wondering if she should turn her back or leave the room to let him pee in privacy. However, before she could move Walter ripped another page off his pad, revealing a third note. 'Take it out for me and aim it at the bucket.'
It took a few seconds to realise what Walter meant by 'it', but as soon as she did, her face went white. He actually wanted her to hold his penis for him while he pissed, right at his desk? Victoria's mind was spinning. Never in her wildest imagination had she ever considered that she would be in such a position. She couldn't do it, could she? Could he make her do it? Did he really mean what she thought he meant? Victoria stood there, staring at the note and rereading it, frozen by indecisiveness.
Walter was still talking on the two phones, his voice sounding stressed. He tapped urgently at the pad in front of him, indicating to Victoria to hurry up.
Victoria bit her lower lip. She really needed this job and didn't want to upset Mr Spackman. The pretty personal assistant already felt like her job was on tender-hooks after yesterday's split coffee incident. But could she really go through with this? It was pretty gross, not to mention very weird.
Victoria took a deep breath. Only one way to find out.
She knelt down beside her boss and reached gingerly into his lap, reaching for his fly. Her hands were shaking with nervousness. Victoria swallowed as she carefully took only of Walter's zipper between her thumb and forefinger, holding it as if it was poisonous, but realistically his zip was the least of her worries.



As the zipper came down a rather unattractive pair of stained white y-front's were revealed, Victoria wrinkled her nose up at the sight. She took another deep breath as she pulled open the front of Walter's pants to gain access. Here goes nothing.
There was a slight catch in Walter's voice, speaking into one of his phones as Victoria tentatively slipped her hand into the y-front entrance of his underwear. He couldn't help but smile as his lovely young secretary took hold of his cock in her fingers and pulled it out through the gap in his underwear.
Victoria's mouth was dry and her heart beating rapidly as she felt warm, rubbery shaft of Walter's limp cock in her soft hand. She couldn't believe she was touching her boss's penis. The naïve blonde didn't notice the smirk on Walter's face as she pulled his penis out, holding it in her fingers, trying to touch it as little as possible as she aimed it towards the rubbish bin on the floor at his feet.
Walter's cock wasn't particular long, especially in it's softened state, but it was thick. He was uncircumcised, the fleshy foreskin covering the head of his cock with the slit only just peeking out the top. He felt a rush of blood as Victoria's cool hand held his cock, but did his best to keep his mind off what was happening, not wanting to scare her off with an erection. At least not yet anyway.
Victoria was unable to take her eyes off Walter's penis as she held it gently in her hand, doing her best to aim the tip towards the bin as she waited for him to piss.
Victoria gave a sharp gasp as she suddenly felt Walter's cock twitch in her hand and a steady stream of piss shot from the end, splashing into the rubbish bin. She diligently held his cock still as he pissed into the bin, his eyes closed as he mumbled into his two phones. When the last few drops splashed out he reached forward and ripped off another page from his pad. 'Shake it' was the note revealed.
Victoria did as she was instructed, shaking his penis in her hand, sending a few drops of pee spraying about. She stopped and reached for Walter's y-fronts with the intention of putting his dick away, but Walter tapped the pad again, indicating he wanted her to 'shake it' some more.
The kneeling blonde nodded and without a word shook his cock a bit more, his penis flopping around and bumping against the back of her hand and wrist as she shook it more vigorously this time. Walter tapped the pad a third time, still not satisfied so Victoria gave his cock some more shaking. She wasn't certain but she was pretty sure it felt a little bigger in her hand by the time he was finally satisfied.
'Wipe the tip.' Was the next message that appeared when Walter ripped off yet another page. Victoria was surprised at just how well Walter seemed to have this planned out.
She looked up onto his desk to where he usually kept a box of tissues, but to her surprise there was no box. Victoria looked questioningly up at Walter in surprise but he was no help, ignoring her and focussing on his two phone conversations. The whole time Victoria was holding Walter's penis in her soft hand, the shaft every so slightly swollen from her attentions, although by no means erect.
Victoria glanced around the room for something to use but didn't come up with any ideas. She couldn't really let go and run to the bathroom for some toilet paper as it might mean he dribbled on his underwear, not that it was a particularly clean pair of underwear however.
She finally made a decision and to Walter's surprise wiped the tip of his cock with her other hand, her palm swiping over the dribbling slit of his penis. Victoria then stuffed his dick back into his underwear and zipped up his pants. Walter smiled slightly as she then stood up, grabbed the bin and hurried out of his office to get cleaned up. His plan had worked ever better than he'd expected.
***
Walter maintained a pretty low profile for the rest of the day, neither of them even mentioned the piss incident at all. He managed to get by with several ass slaps and a couple of boob-stress-ball groping sessions.
The next day he arrived a little earlier, eager to see if he could take his new personal assistant to the next level.
Victoria was wearing a tight fitting white top with a plunging v-neck and a knee-length tan skirt. As Walter arrived on Friday morning he walked right up to where Victoria was sitting at her desk and reached out with both hands, grabbing her tits through her top.
Victoria gasped in surprise as Walter gave her big boobs a firm squeeze, his palms running across the expansive mounds and feeling her nipples jutting through the material of her top.
"No bra, very good Victoria," he said, pinching her nipples through her top. He then released her tits and marched onwards into his office, closing the door behind him without a further word of greeting.
Not long after, Victoria put a phone call through and she heard him raising his voice anxiously, apparently he had another conference call this morning.
A few minutes into the call Victoria's heart sank when she heard Walter yell out from his office, "I need to piss!"
Victoria's heart fell a little as she jumped up and hurried into Walter's office. Walter was already prepared today, she walked in to see him sitting in his chair behind his desk with his legs spread wide and the front of his pants already open. He was only talking into the one phone today, but it didn't cross Victoria's mind that he had a hand free to take care of himself.
Victoria picked up his rubbish bin and positioned it between his spread legs as she knelt down beside his chair and reached for the opening in the front of his pants. Walter smiled as he felt her soft hand slip into the y-front of his underwear and close around the shaft of his cock. She pulled his cock out the opening in his underwear, it felt slightly engorged this morning, not erect by any means, but definitely slightly swollen in anticipation of her touch.
As she aimed the tip of his dick towards the bin at his feet, Walter reached down with his free hand and slid it across Victoria's chest, groping each of her breasts in turn through her top. Even with him squeezing her tits she didn't realise that he was quite capable of holding his own dick for pissing.
Victoria frowned when he didn't start pissing right away, doing her best to ignore the hand squeezing her right breast as a stress-ball. Walter's fingers seized her nipple through her top, pinching it as he'd done earlier on arrival at work, and then using the nipple hold to shake and jiggle her entire breast. The pretty young secretaries frown deepened as she felt a definite stiffening of the shaft in her hand.
Walter gave a slight moan into his phone as his hand slid over to Victoria's other breast, roughly squeezing and kneading the round melon through her top.
Victoria shook his cock in the direction of the rubbish bin in an effort to get him to piss, but nothing came out. If anything his cock thickened further in her hand. The buxom personal assistant gasped in surprise as Walter's hand slipped down the front of her v-neck top, sliding inside to grasp her bare left breast.
Victoria froze in surprise, not sure if this was ok or not. Walter didn't even look down as he fondled her tit, his hand eagerly reaching inside her shirt. The old businessman grinned as his fingers pinched her nipple and explored the ample firmness of her bare breast, rolling the fleshy jug around in his groping palm. Keeping his hand buried down inside the neckline of Victoria's top he reached over to her other breast, giving it the same eager squeezing, groping and pinching treatment.
"Damn it!" swore Walter in sudden anger, releasing her breast and slamming his phone down in a rage with his other hand.
Victoria jumped in surprise, wondering the cause of her bosses abrupt outburst. It was then that she noticed that the penis she was clutching was fully erect, hard as a rock and pointing skywards instead of down at the rubbish bin. The busty blonde snatched her hand away in surprise and horror.
"Look what you've done!" yelled Walter angrily, gesturing with both hands towards his crotch.
Victoria stared at Walter's erection in shock, her mind racing, but no words coming from her mouth.
"The conference call is ruined and I clearly can't piss. You're a stupid, stupid girl!" raged Walter.
"Sorry," was all Victoria could blurt out. She was very confused and didn't really know what she'd done wrong. After all, she was just doing what Walter had asked of her. Was it really her fault he'd gotten hard?
"Sorry!?" he repeated furiously. "It's going to take more than that. You'll have to fix it!"
"Fix it? What do you mean Mr Spackman?" Victoria asked timidly.
"Make it go down, now!" Walter firmly commanded her, making a fist with one hand and gesturing in an imitation of masturbating.
"You mean..." stammered Victoria, her eyes widening as she realised what he wanted of her.
"Yes damn it, get to it!" snapped Walter.
If Victoria had been thinking straight, or if she'd been a little more intelligent or less naïve she probably would have refused. But she was terrified of upsetting him further, believing she'd made a bad mistake and ruined his ever-so-important conference call.
"Quickly please," Walter urged her to hurry.
Victoria swallowed and reached out, taking hold of his cock in her hand again. It probably helped that she already held his penis a couple times by now, so it wasn't such an alien feeling to be kneeling beside him at his feet with her boss's dick in one hand.
The pretty young blonde started to move her soft hand up and down on Walter's shaft, stroking his rock hard erection somewhat tentatively.
"That's it," murmured Walter appreciatively. "A little faster."
Victoria started to jerk him off in earnest, her hand pumping up and down on his hard cock. Both of Walter's hands moved down to Victoria's chest, giving her tits a quick squeeze through her top and then slipping inside to grope her lovely hooters more directly.
"Nice," he breathed, squeezing her tits as she pumped his hard cock in her warm hand. "Play with my balls with your other hand," he told her. Victoria obediently reached up and cupped his testicles in her free hand, not slowing her rapid stroking for an instant.
Walter gave Victoria's breasts an extra hard squeeze, causing her to wince slightly as she gently juggled his testicles in one hand and tossed him off with the other. His breathing was getting faster and she guessed he was getting nearer to climax.
"Oh fuck, that's nice," moaned Walter, pinching hard on his personal assistant's nipples, causing her to gasp out loud. Victoria's fist was a blur on his hard cock, rapidly jerking up and down, stroking him towards orgasm.
Victoria could see a few dribbles of cum leaking from the tip of her boss's cock, and as her hand slid rapidly up and down his length it reached her hand. The extra lubrication made her pulling smoother, but it was still kind of gross.
"That's it!" gasped Walter. "Not too much longer." His eyes were half closed in pleasure as he enjoyed his handjob with obvious relish. He was barely playing with her tits at this point, his hands mostly just resting on her big round boobs as she jerked him off.
With a loud moan and a strangled grunt of pleasure Walter suddenly lurched in his chair, his hands falling out from the front of Victoria's shirt and clutching the arms of his chair. His cock surged in Victoria's hand and a thick rope of sticky white cum spurted from the tip, shooting across the gap in front of chair and splattering onto his desk. Walter moaned with pleasure as the shot was followed by another surge of semen, splashing onto the floor just beyond the rubbish bin that Victoria had pulled up earler.
"Oh shit!" gasped Walter, as he slumped into his chair, still moaning as he orgasmed. The next spurt of cum was much smaller, mostly falling onto his chair and over Victoria's hand which still clutched his cock.
The busty blonde gently squeezed the last of his cum from his cock before letting go and sitting back. She glanced around for something to wipe her sticky hand on, but there was nothing at hand to help out.
"That was great sweetie, but you made a fucking mess," breathed Walter, a stupidly happy grin on his face.
Victoria bit her lip, deciding not to point out that it was him who had made the mess and not her.
Walter was still breathing heavily as she stuffed away his cock. "I'm going to go get cleaned up, can you fix up this mess please," he ordered his assistant, who was still kneeling on the floor beside his desk.
He got up and hurried off to the bathroom, a slight skip in his step at the thought of what the lovely blonde had just done for him.
***
After getting cleaned up Walter ducked out of the office for an extended morning tea that led right on into a long lunch. Victoria did her best to clean up the cum that splattered his desk, floor and chair but there still a few stains remaining when he returned.
He walked back into the office to see Victoria filing something in the bottom drawer of the cabinet beside her desk. She was bent at the waist, her beautiful ass jutting out directly towards him, the material of her skirt clinging to her flawless buttocks deliciously, the backs of her long, slim legs looking fantastic in her high heeled, strappy-shoes.
Walter licked his lips at the glorious sight and immediately moved in behind her. Victoria gasped as she felt his hand on the back of her calf, just below her knee. She spent all morning feeling embarrassed over the whole handjob incident and her skin crawled at his touch.
"Mmm," murmured Walter in appreciation of her long legs as he slid his hand slowly upwards. His palm stroked slowly up the firm, well muscled back of her leg and his dick stiffened a little in his pants, despite the earlier relief that Victoria had provided.
Victoria froze, remaining bent over as Walter's hand moved up to her creamy thigh and then slid higher still, climbing up above the hemline of her skirt, the material bunching against his wrist and he explored upwards.
Walter was breathing nosily through his nose, almost snorting with lust as his hand moved up over Victoria's soft, creamy upper thigh, right the way to the tasty curve of her buttock.
To Walter's absolute delight the lovely blonde was wearing a pair of very skimpy g-string underwear and her perfect ass-cheeks were left bare and uncovered, free for him to grope. He gave a soft moan as his hand stroked upward over the curve of Victoria's tight ass, 'till he was cupping her buttock in his palm. He gave her ass a squeeze, his fingers sinking into the firm cheeks of her buttocks.
"Lovely," he breathed softly, giving her bare ass another firm squeeze. He gave her buttock a gentle pat and then moved on, heading into his office as if nothing had happened.
His door finally closed and Victoria moved again at last, standing up straight and smoothing down the back of her skirt with a slight shudder.
At about 4pm another conference call came through for Walter and Victoria put it straight through, hoping that there wouldn't be another incident like the previous calls.
After just shy of five minutes however, Victoria's heart sank as she heard the familiar call from Mr Spackman's office.
"Victoria! Get in here. I need to piss!" he yelled, covered the end of his phone with one hand.
After the handjob this morning, Victoria was mortified at the prospect of assisting Mr Spackman while he was on the phone and she was almost tempted to slip out and pretend she'd gone home already.
She hesitated a moment on the threshold of Walter's office, but eventually decided that other than helping him piss she liked this job and didn't want to lose it.
So once again, Victoria found herself kneeling at her bosses feet, holding his rock solid erection in her soft hand as he scribbled 'Fix it!' on his notepad.
Victoria sighed quietly in embarrassment, but nevertheless she began to slowly slide her cool hand up and down on Walter's hard penis.
As she began to reluctantly toss her boss's salad, she was not in the least surprised to feel him reach out with one hand to casually grope her big tits through her blouse.
He lasted quite a bit longer than he had done that morning, and Victoria got quite tired, having to swap hands as she vigorously jerked his hard cock in her hand, giving him her best possible handjob in a futile effort to get things over and done with as quick as possible.
While she jerked him off, Walter's hand once again made it's way down inside the neckline of her blouse to play with her bare breasts, pinching and tweaking her hardened nipples and massaging and mauling at her big soft tits.
After about fifteen minutes, Victoria's wrists were burning from the effort, she was relieved when Mr Spackman suddenly pulled his hand out from the front of her blouse to cover the end of his phone.
"I'm gonna cum now, be dear and make sure you don't make a big mess like last time," he instructed casually.
Victoria's eyes widened in surprise and she hurried glanced around her, looking for something to catch his cum in. She briefly considered the bin, but remembering the huge spurts from that morning doubted she could get it to work.
Victoria looked up at Walter for assistance.
Walter grinned broadly and opened his mouth wide, pointing inside.
Victoria frowned, at first not realising what he meant. Then it dawned on her. Surely he didn't want her to catch his cum in her mouth?
Mr Spackman reached out and placed a hand on the back of Victoria's head, pulling her face down towards his lap. Victoria had no time to protest as she sudden found her boss's erection sliding smoothly between her lips and across her tongue.
Walter gave a moan of pleasure as Victoria's lips closed around the middle of his hard shaft and the tip of his cock hit the back of her mouth. Victoria moaned slightly in protest around her sudden mouthful of cock, but it was too late to stop things now.
Walter gave a grunt as his hard cock lurched in his beautiful secretary's mouth. As Victoria gurgled in dismay, Walter ejaculated copiously down her throat, his thick, salty seed spurting across her tongue as she swallowed desperately to avoid gagging or making a mess.
Walter held her face down in his lap until he had completely finished cumming. When he released her Victora sat up, coughing and sputtering, her eyes still wide with shock.
Victora stood up, looking around in bewilderment. Had that just happened? Had her boss just came in her mouth? She glanced down and notice that the top button had popped off her blouse, no doubt from having Walter's hand stuffed down the neckline.
Mr Spackman interrupted her disorientation, pointing to a note on his desk.
'You missed a drop,' it read. Victoria looked back towards her boss and saw him gesturing down towards the tip of his now slightly shrunken penis.
Wordlessly, Victoria bent back toward into Walters lap and licked the tip of his cock. She couldn't actually see any sperm there, so licked his dick all over, just to be sure. The buxom secretary then hurried stuffed Walter's dick back into his pants and she mutely departed, not meeting Walter's eyes.
***
The next day Victoria arrived late, after Walter had already drank his morning coffee. She shuffled rather glumly into his office, dressed in a pale grey skirt with matching jacket and a silky white blouse.
"I think we need to talk Mr Spackman," Victoria said meekly as she stood at the door to Walter's office.
"Of course Victoria," said Walter warmly. "Please come on in and take a seat," he said pointing to the couch on the far side of his office.
Victoria hesitate for an instant and then took a seat on the couch, her skirt riding up slightly to give Walter an eyeful of her smooth thighs encased in pale, flesh toned stockings. He could see the slightest hint of the lacy tops of the stockings.



"What can I do for you Victoria?" Walter asked as he sat down beside her and patted her knee affectionately.
Victoria stared down at his hand on her knee for a moment and then looked up at him. "I'm not sure that I can keep working here Mr Spackman," she said at last, not sounding to pleased at her own admission.
Walter looked shock. "Why ever not Victoria?" he asked her with genuine concern, giving her knee a gentle squeeze of assurance.
"Well," Victora took a deep breath, clearly not very comfortable talked to Walter about this. "Well, it's about yesterday..."
"Yes, what about it?" asked Walter, turning slightly in his seat to face her.
Victoria swallowed nervously. "I...I'm not comfortable with what happened Mr Spackman."
Walter frowned. "There was nothing out of the ordinary," he said in obvious confusion. "As far as I'm concerned you're my assistant and you were just assisting me. Doing a wonderful job of it in fact!"
Victoria blushed slightly at the complement, "Thank you Mr Spackman." She hesitated again. "It's just, that..."
"Yes, go on," urged Walter.
"Well, I'm married Mr Spackman," she managed to say at last.
Walter looked taken aback at this. "Married? So what? I don't understand what you're getting at Victoria."
Victoria looked on a verge of tears. "I feel like I've cheated on my husband," she explained.
Walter's frown got even deeper. "Nonsense!" he snapped. "I'm sure you're a most faithful wife."
It was Victoria's turn to look confused. "But Mr Spackman. I..." she stammered. "I put your...penis..."
Walter chuckled loudly, interrupting his distraught secretary. "Oh Victoria, my dear. Whatever am I going to do with you."
Victoria shook her head in confusion. "Mr Spackman?"
"Victoria, yesterday's incident was not being unfaithful to your husband," he assured her. "You were just doing your job, my dear."
Victoria was still uncertain. "But Mr Spackman, your penis. It went in my mouth. And your spunk..."
"Hush, hush," Walter said, silencing her. "While it's true that my cock was inside that delectable mouth of yours, there was certainly nothing sexual about the situation."
Victoria still didn't seem assured. "Nothing sexual?" she repeated in apparent disbelief.
"Not at all!" Walter assured her. "You were merely doing your job Victoria. I needed assistance and you helped me out. We certainly weren't having sex, and you were not cheating on your husband."
"I wasn't?" she asked hopefully.
"Of course not Victoria. You are a faithful wife, aren't you?"
"I am," Victoria nodded, already feeling a little better about yesterday.
"Yesterday was..." Walter waved his hands in the air as he paused a moment to find the right word. "Stress relief."
"Stress relief?" repeated Victoria, blinking in surprise.
"That's right," said Walter, seizing on his choice of words. "Stress relief. Like when I use your breasts," he added. As if to illustrate his point, Walter reached up with both hands, pushing open the front of Victoria's jacket and seizing both her hooters through her blouse, giving them a rather firm squeeze.
Victoria tensed slightly at his touch, but did not push his hands away.
Walter gave Victoria's ample breasts several squeezes. He frowned. "Are you wearing a bra Victoria?"
Victoria paled slightly. "Yes I...I forgot. Yesterday...I was confused. Sorry."
"Take it off please," instructed Walter firmly.
Victoria looked taken aback. "Right now?"
"Yes please Victoria," Walter insisted. "We have spoken previously about you not wearing a brassiere, haven't we?
"Yes, sorry Mr Spackman," Victoria replied apologetically.
"Good. Go on then," nodded Walter, urging her on.
Victoria shrugged off her jacket, placing it on the arm of the couch and started to unbutton her white blouse.
She was blushing heavily as she opened the blouse and let it drop off her shoulders revealing a lacy white push up bra that encased her perfect, ample bosoms. She stretched behind her back and unclasped the bra, the motion causing her vast breasts to jut out even further from her chest.
Victoria slipped off her bra, her ample breasts surged forward, but barely sagged at all. They were absolutely magnificent.
"Much better," murmured Walter in approval, he reached out and took hold of a breast in each hand, giving the bare boobs a firm squeeze. "You have lovely breasts Victoria."
"Thank you, Mr Spackman," Victoria humbly replied. She started to reach for her blouse to put it back on, but Walter had not yet let go of her breasts so she paused a moment.
"So are you feeling better about yesterday?" asked Walter as he continued to squeeze and fondle her astonishing melons.
Victoria nodded, "Yes. Thank you for talking it through with me Mr Spackman."
Walter swiped his thumbs across Victoria's nipples, the small buds hardening at his touch. "And you're happy that stress relief is just a part of your job, and nothing sexual?"
Victoria nodded.
Walter smiled down at Victoria's bare breasts. "You know, when I'm really stressed, these puppies might not be enough for me," he commented, jiggling his fingers against the undersides of Victoria's oversized knockers, causing them to quiver slightly on her chest.
Victoria swallowed nervously.
"And all this talk about you quitting has definitely increased my stress levels," noted Walter, his voice stern.
Walter released Victoria's tits and reached down, pulling down his zipper. Victoria's eyes were wide as saucers as her boss reached inside and drew his penis out. It was already semi erect.
"I need you to be a good little assistant and relieve my stress," he told her, reaching up and pressing his hand to the back of his topless secretary's neck.
Victoria's eyes were panicky, but she didn't resist as Walter pulled her head down into his lap, using his other hand to guide the tip of his dick towards her lips.
Victoria gave a small moan of alarm as the head of Walter's cock was pushed into her mouth, spearing apart her full lips as it slid in and across her tongue.
"That's very good, my dear," commented Walter as he pushed her head down further into his lap, his cock nestling comfortably, deep within her warm mouth where it immediately began to grow and stiffen.
With a guiding hand on the top of her head, Victoria began to obligingly bob her mouth over her boss's growing erection. Her hand came up, wrapping around the base of Walter's cock, jerking him at the same time as slurping noisily on the top half of his shaft, mouth and hand working together in a steady rhythm.
Walter gave a moan of appreciation and stretched back on the couch, letting his compliant personal assistant service his cock without further urging from her boss. While Victoria continued to suck noisily on his rod, he reached beneath her, to capture and squeeze one of her still bare breasts in his left hand, fondling roughly as she blew him.
"That's perfect Victoria!" he gasped as he pinched her hard nipple.
Victoria came up for a breath, glancing up at Walter as she squeezed and lightly tugged on his throbbing erection. She gave the head of his cock a brief, tender kiss and then plunged her mouth back down, taking him deep, right into the back of her throat. Despite her reluctance, this clearly wasn't the first time she'd sucked a dick before.
Walter gave another grunt of appreciation as both his hands moved to the top of Victoria's bobbing head and he began to move his hips in time with her sucks, humping his secretary's perfect mouth.
"That's good!" he panted, thrusting up vigorously into Victoria's mouth. Her hand around the base of his cock was about the only thing stopping his cock from disappearing completely into her hot mouth.
Walter fucked her pretty mouth, huffing and puffing as if he was running a marathon, for about five minutes before he started to feel a tremendous climax incoming.
"I gonna cum real soon," he wheezed hurriedly. "Make sure you swallow every drop."
Victoria mumbled something unintelligible, but it was muffled by her mouthful of cock.
Walter tightened his grip on the topless blonde's head and fucked her throat wildly, pushing her head down hard into his lap as his cock relentlessly surged upwards. Victoria's hand had long since fell away from the base of his cock and she was taking the entire length of Walter's erection like a pro.
"Ah, fucking yes!" Walter grunted, holding Victoria's head down into his lap, his cock buried to the hilt as he exploded, shooting thick salty ropes of cum straight down into the gorgeous, dim-witted blonde's throat.
Walter lurched on the couch as his cum geysered into Victoria's mouth and she swallowed as fast as she could.
He finally let go of her head and sunk back against the couch, moaning happily as Victoria sucked down the final spurts of his orgasm.
"Wow, you were really stressed huh?" asked Victoria, sounding slightly stunned as she sat up, breathing heavily.
Walter could only weakly nod in agreement.
***
Over the next few Walter made good use of his personal assistant's new services, most days getting at least two or three blowjobs from the buxom blonde. Sometimes he would let her do the work, enjoying the skilful talents of her tongue and mouth as she bobbed her head diligently over his raging hard-on. On other occasions, when he was feeling "extra stressed" he would have her kneel in the centre of his office as he grabbed her by the hair and forcefully fucked her mouth.
Each time their oral session would end with Victoria dutifully drink down his sperm, under the pretext of keeping his office free from mess.
All in all, life was pretty darn close to perfect for Walter Spackman.
But Walter's outlook on life had always been that the grass could be greener, so he was not completely satisfied.
To be completely satisfied, Walter wanted to fuck his gorgeous secretary.
He just had to work out a way of doing it.
Walter sat at his desk, deep in thought. How was he going to get into Victoria Anderson's panties?
Only minutes earlier she'd been kneeling under his desk slurping on his rod, and now he was sitting there wanting more.
"Don't be so greedy Walter," he scolded himself aloud as he reached into his drawer and grabbed a mint to suck on.
Then he had an idea.
***
Walter's plan took a few days to come together. Business was booming so Walter was becoming more and more busy and stressed, and therefore was insisting on more and more blowjob's from his chesty assistant.
Over the past few days Victoria had sucked Walter off at least four or five times a day. It was almost getting to the point where she was spending more time giving him head than she was doing her typing and filing.
It was only about ten minutes after the first blowjob of the day, where Victoria had spent a good twenty minutes frantically bobbing her head up and down over Walter's cock, that Walter called her into his office for a chat.
The gorgeous blonde was dressed in a tight fitting black skirt that was slit up one side, displaying a long, stocking-clad thigh with each step she took. Her expansive bosom was hidden away beneath a short sleeved white blouse that was buttoned high enough to keep most of her cleavage away from Walter's wandering eyes, although he had insisted on giving her boobs a good "stress ball" squeezing, prior to her morning mouthful.
Victoria looked a little perturbed as she entered her boss's office. The buxom personal assistant still had a tired jaw from the workout Walter had given her mouth, and her knees were a little sore from kneeling at his feet. The last thing she wanted to do was give him another blowjob so soon. If the rest of the day continued as this one was starting she was sure to beat her current record of six loads of cum in her belly in one day.
"Take a seat," instructed Walter as she closed the office door behind.
Victoria sat down in the chair on the opposite side of Walter's desk, she was immediately relieved. If Mr Spackman had wanted his cock sucked he would almost certainly have had her on her knees, not sitting in a chair. Yesterday afternoon he'd got her to lie on his desk with her head over the edge, but other than that she was almost always kneeling at his feet when she blew him.
Walter chewed his lower lip for a moment before speaking. "Hmm, now I'm not sure the best was to broach this..." he declared hesitantly.
Victoria swallowed, her nerves returned. He wasn't going to fire her was he?
"It's...umm...it's about your breath," Walter said.
Victoria blinked in surprise. "My breath?"
"Er, yes," confirmed Walter. "Well," he wrinkled his nose, "it's not the freshest."
Victoria winced guiltily. "My husband complained about a funny taste when I kissed him last night after work," she admitted.
"It must be all the cum you're swallowing at the moment," suggested Walter.
Victoria nodded in agreement. She wasn't really sure what Mr Spackman expected her to do about it. After all, it was him that was always stressed. If he found a way to be a bit more relaxed at work then she probably wouldn't have to suck his penis every hour or so.
Walter sighed and rubbed his chin thoughtfully. "I'm not really sure what we can do about this Victoria," he said. Walter got up from his chair and walked around to stand beside the chair his secretary was sitting in. "I'm as stressed as ever so I don't think we can cut down on your relief services."
Walter reached down and cupped Victoria's right breast through her blouse, giving it a firm squeeze. "We need to come up with another way of stress relief that doesn't use your mouth." He massaged Victoria's boob vigorously as he spoke, clearly stressed right now.
Victoria frowned. "Maybe we should go back to me using my hand?" she suggested.
Walter shook his head. "No good, too messy," his hand sifted across to grope her left tit through her top. "But I think you're on the right track. We need to use another part of your body, another orifice."
"Another orifice?" repeated Victoria, she visibly paled at the suggestion.
"Yes," agreed Walter more enthusiastically now. He was clearly warming up to the idea now. "Like you're pussy, or your ass."
"My ass?" gasped Victoria in shock. She'd never had anal sex, not even with her husband.
"Well maybe not your ass," allowed Walter, sensing her growing reluctance.
Victoria gave a small sigh of relief.
"So it's settled then!" announced Walter, he let go of her breasts and clapped his hands together.
"It is?" remarked Victoria, looking up at her boss in confusion.
"Yes!" said Walter happily. He took hold of Victoria by her upper arm, guiding her to her feet and urging her forward towards the desk in front of her.
"What are you doing?" she asked apprehensively as she bumped into the edge of the desk, Walter standing right up close behind her.
"I'm going to use your pussy," Walter explained, his voice sounded surprised and slightly putout by her question.
"What?" she gasped worriedly.
Walter pushed her forward, behind her over the edge of his desk. She could feel his crotch brushing up against her skirt-clad ass, the bulge of his crotch rubbing against her buttocks. "Well you said you didn't want me to use your ass," Walter explained.
"Oh right," realised Victoria.
Walter pulled up the back of her skirt, exposing her g-string panties, and a sexy lace garter belt that was holding up her stockings. He ran a hand over the lush cheeks of her perfect round buttocks as his other hand unzipped his fly.
"This is just relieving stress right?" asked Victoria anxiously as Walter pulled out his cock and rubbed himself against her ass.
Walter pulled aside the back of her g-string, exposing her cunt. He rubbed the throbbing tip of his erection against her moist pussy lips. "That's right, you're not cheating on your husband," he assured her.
"Ugh!" Walter gave a grunt as he thrust himself into his gorgeous secretary's cunt, his cock sliding smoothly into the wet sheath of her vagina. "Fuck, you're tight!" he gasped.
Victoria gave a small moan as Walter grabbed her by her shapely hips and began to thrust into her from behind, his hips slapping against the lush globes of her buttocks as he fucked her.
Walter had a huge grin on his face. This was what he wanted. Now he was happy.
"Fuck your pussy feels good!" gasped Walter as his hips pumped pneumatically, repeatedly slamming his cock deep into Victoria, shagging her for all he was worth. His hand moved up from her hips to her buttocks, squeezing her gorgeous bum as he thrust against her perfectly shaped bottom.
Victoria, wanting to please her boss and ease his stress, ground her ass back against him to meet the hard thrusts of his cock and speed him towards his climax.
Walter however was not in such a hurry to be done. "Let's try a different position," he suggested, pulling his cock out of her.
He sat down on the chair that Victoria had used earlier. "Climb aboard," he instructed, using his hand to wiggle his skyway pointing penis at her.
Victoria, her skirt still hiked up around her waist, dutifully moved forward and straddled her boss's lap, slowly lowering herself down onto his erection.
"Oh fuck!" Walter gave a long, deep groan of pleasure as Victoria gradually impaled herself on his cock, the tight noose of her pussy milking his dick as she slowly slid herself up and down on his shaft.
Walter, turned on more than ever, reached up and gripped the front of Victoria's blouse in his hands and ripped it open. Buttons went flying across the office and Victoria gasped in shock at his lusty aggression. Realising that her expensive lacy bra was likely to be next, Victoria hurriedly reached behind her back and unhooked the strap, just in time for Walter to push the piece of lingerie aside and grab greedily at her enormous boobs.
As Victoria started to bounce on his lap, Walter groped her big tits, squeezing and kneading excitedly as he buried his face in her cleavage and sucked hungrily on her nipples.
"Oh yeah!" groaned Walter blissfully as Victoria ground her hips back and forth on his lap and he mauled her enormous chest.
"This should be much better for your breath," said Walter, panting breathlessly as she rode his hard cock.
"Mmm hmm!" Victoria groaned in reply, concentrating on fucking him as skilfully as she could, her clutching pussy rapidly sliding up and down the length of his cock.
"I'd better double check your breath though," gasped Walter.
Victoria gave a muffled moan of surprise as Walter grabbed her face in both of his hands and drew it down towards his own. As their lips pressed together and Victoria automatically kissed him back in surprise, Walter shoved his tongue into her mouth, hungrily French kissing her.
Walter moaned lustfully into Victoria's mouth as she resisted the urge to shove him away, and his thrusting cock lurched inside her pussy.
"Fuck!" Walter broke off their kiss and arched back in his chair, his hard cock convulsing inside her.
Victoria ground her hips down hard on his lap as his cock spurted thick ropes of spunk straight up into her pussy.
"Yesss!" Walter gave a long, happy groan as he spent himself in his personal assistant's cooperative pussy.
"That was lovely babe," said Walter in thanks as Victoria finally lifted herself up off his lap. "Go on and lick me clean," he instructed, gesturing vaguely down towards his sticky, limp penis.
Victoria nodded and dutifully bent her head down into Walter's lap, sucking his spent penis into her mouth and completely forgetting that she had let him fuck her to save her from getting semen-breath.
Walter himself was in heaven. Now he was happy.
THE END
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Bridget had just told Paul that his father was dead. The young, somewhat awkward and nerdy nineteen year-old could hardly believe it.
Less than a week ago Josh, his father, and Bridget, his father's younger girlfriend, had gone on vacation in Mexico together. Bridget had returned two days early looking very pale and upset, bearing the sad news that his father had been killed in a cave-in whilst the two of them were exploring some random cave they had discovered near the Sierra Madre del Sur mountain range.
In fact Paul was supposed to have gone with them. His father had promised to pay for him to join them as a reward for being accepted into college, Bridget however had put her foot down and insisted that the teenager would ruin their so-called 'romantic holiday'.
Bridget and Paul hadn't seen eye-to-eye from their very first meeting. Paul put most of the blame for the break-up of his parent's marriage, squarely on the shoulders of his father's new, younger and more beautiful girlfriend Bridget. The attractive thirty four year old blonde Bridget also took a disliking to Paul, resenting the very idea of being anyone's stepmother, let alone such a geeky, socially inept young man like Paul. The plain looking teenager was nothing like the handsome and successful father that Bridget had been having an affair with.
The fact that Bridget was drop dead gorgeous and insanely sexy also didn't help make Paul more comfortable in her presence. Bridget was a teenager's wet dream, the perfect blonde centrefold. She was the picture of beauty, with deep brown eyes, long blonde hair and a tight, toned, killer body. Her breasts were her most outstanding feature, large, perky and almost always on display. She always wore tight fitting, low cut clothing that displayed her magnificent curves to best effect. Paul had given up trying to be subtle and usually openly stared at her big, luscious tits, his lustful stares furthering Bridget's dislike of him. He would have given anything to be in his father's shoes and have the chance to get his hands on those massive, round knockers.
The rest of Bridget's body was almost as good. Even the far younger girls in Paul's classes at college could not compare with her perfect supermodel physique. She had long, tanned legs, and a shapely, well-rounded ass. Her erection-inducing body was the product of perfect genes and many hours spent in the gym.
Despite his dislike of Bridget's haughty, bitchy disposition, Paul still lusted after her, often imagining himself having his way with her flawless, voluptuous body as he masturbated. Bridget's constant insults and put-downs meant his favourite fantasy was to shut her up mid insult with a hard cock in her mouth.
"And don't think you're going to stay here young man!" Bridget snapped after she had revealing the shocking news of Paul's father's death. "You can go Spain and live with your bitch of a mother."
"Don't say that about Mom. You're the bitch!" Paul angrily replied storming off to his bedroom, his mind whirling with grief.
He slammed shut the door and slumped down on the bed. He had no intention of staying here with Bridget, that's for sure. Besides, knowing Bridget it wouldn't be long before she found some new, rich sugar-daddy to keep her happy.
Paul hadn't been getting on with his Dad recently, they'd gotten into a number of arguments over living in the same house as Bridget and was even considering moving out into his own place or going to stay with his mother in Spain. It still hurt for his father to be gone however. What the hell were they doing exploring a cave together anyway?
***
Paul must have drifted off to sleep, as he was awakened several hours later when Bridget burst into his bedroom.
"Don't you knock?" he complained, still a little sleepy even though it was only a little after 11am.
"Like you'd ever have a girl in here anyway," shot back Bridget. She had got changed and showered after her trip back and was now dressed in jeans and a t-shirt. As always, her jeans were tight-fitting, stretching across her shapely thighs and hips and hugging her delightfully rounded ass like a second skin. The pink t-shirt she wore was stretched tight across her ample chest, her big boobs looking as though they would burst through the thin cotton at any moment.
"I need my privacy," he insisted.
"You were probably jerking off," she murmured scornfully. "But anyway, I need your help."
Paul was surprised by this comment and for the first time noticed she had a slightly pained expression. "What's wrong," he asked her suspiciously. Knowing Bridget it was probably some dirty chore she wanted him to do.
"I've got a pain in my stomach and chest, since I got back from Mexico," she explained. "I think I need to go see a doctor, but I don't think I can drive."
Paul briefly considered refusing, especially after she had been such a bitch right after telling him his father was dead. "Okay fine," he said at last. It could be something serious and despite his dislike, he didn't really want her badly hurt or dead. "I'll take you."
Paul drove her down to the local doctor's clinic and waited with her for almost an hour before they were finally admitted into the doctor's office. As Paul followed Bridget down the hallway to the office he admired the roll of her curved hips and way her firm buttocks moved in her tight fitting jeans.
"What seems to be the problem?" asked Dr Walker once they were seated. He was an elderly, grey haired man who was rather overweight and had ugly liver-spots on his hands and bald forehead, but on such short notice he was the only doctor available to see Bridget.
"I've just got back from Mexico," Bridget explained, wincing slightly and holding her stomach with one arm. "And in the last couple hours I've developed this sharp pain in my stomach and chest."
"Both?" Dr Walker asked, seeming surprised.
Bridget nodded, "yes, both."
"That's strange," murmured the doctor in reply. He stood up and reached for the stethoscope sitting on the side of his desk. "Any other symptoms?"
"Not that I'm aware of," Bridget replied with a shrug, sitting beside her, Paul couldn't help but notice the way the movement lifted up her heavy tits, jiggling them very slightly under her tight fitting t-shirt.
"No headaches, pains anywhere other than your torso?" Dr Walker quizzed her as he moved around the desk.
"No, just my stomach and chest, is it serious doctor?"
"I'm not sure yet," admitted the doctor, he moved over to stand right in front of where Bridget sat. "I just need to have a listen to your stomach, can you lift up your shirt please."
Bridget glanced briefly over at where Paul was sitting beside her, hesitating a moment. She then nodded and pulled up the bottom of her shirt, exposing her flat, nicely tanned stomach.
Paul bit his lower lip and stared at the sudden, exposed skin of his father's gorgeous girlfriends flat belly. She had pulled her t-shirt up to her chest and the bottom of her white and pink patterned bra was visible, her large breasts swelling out in the skimpy satin material.
Even the doctor seemed affected by the display of skin, his hand shaking slightly as he pressed the cold stethoscope against Bridget's stomach and listened intently. He frowned as he listened in a few places.
"Seems normal," he said at last, taking off the stethoscope and placing it back on his desk. "I can't hear anything unusual. The pain is there right now is it?"
"Yes, it's been there the whole time," Bridget confirmed as she pulled her top back down.
"I'm going to need to do a breast exam now," said Dr Walker. "Can you please take off your t-shirt and bra."
Paul's eyes went wide in eager anticipation of finally getting a look at those world-class tits he'd been ogling since he first met her.
Bridget however had other ideas. "Is that necessary doctor?"
"Yes, I need to eliminate a few possibilities in my diagnosis."
"Okay then," Bridget agreed. "Paul, wait out in the waiting room please."
Paul's heart immediately sank, "But..."
"Out!" Bridget snapped. There was no way that creepy young geek was going to she her topless that was for sure.
"Fine," Paul replied glumly, unable to come up with a good excuse to stick around for the titty show. He got up and headed outside to wait for her to finish up, Bridget's boobs banished back to his imagination only.
As soon as the door closed Bridget pulled off her t-shirt and then unclipped her bra, unveiling her magnificent tits. They were huge, two giant mounds of flesh, firm and perfectly rounded, topped by smallish, dark nipples. The doctor almost gasped aloud at the wonderful sight of Bridget's tits, doing his best to maintain his professional composure.
Despite their immense size they had almost no sag, remaining high on chest and proudly out-thrust. The cool air seemed to have an effect on her nipples as they jutted out hard from atop her luscious mammeries.
Dr Lane pulled his chair around in front of Bridget and sat down, preparing for his examination. He paused for a split section, eagerly eyeing up her fantastic knockers, and then reached out, slapping both his hands onto her firm, round boobs.
His hands were a little damp and clammy, and Bridget gave a slight gasp as the doctor gave her big tits and initial test squeeze, sampling their size and firmness. He moved his hands all around the expanse of her vast tits. They were much bigger than his hands so it took a bit to feel them all over. He licked his lips as he gave Bridget's tits another squeeze, her hard nipples tickling his palms.
Dr Lane lifted both her tits up, jiggling them both in his palms as if comparing their weights. He then moved both hands over to her right breast, her tits so big that it was definitely a job for two hands.
Bridget gasped again as the doctor gave her right breast a hard squeeze, his fingers sinking deep into the soft, fleshy orb. Dr Lane's mouth was slightly open and his tongue hung out a bit as he explored her wonderful breasts.
He then held her right breast in one hand, his thumb swiping across her nipple as his other hand pressed around the topside of her boob, as if exploring it for lumps or anomalies. His more conventional examination put Bridget at ease a little, prior to that it seemed like the old doctor was more interested in groping her than examining her.
Dr Lane appeared to finish with her right boob. He gave it a pat and moved both hands over to her left breast, cupping the mountainous tit and squeezing it firmly with both hands, his tongue seeming to poke out further as he watched her firm flesh well up between his squeezing fingers.
He then pressed his fingers around over her tit, checking for any lumps as he had with her right tit, before giving it a final pat, signalling he'd finished.
"Did you find anything?" Bridget asked, relieved when he finally released her jugs. She immediately began to put her bra back on.
"No, everything seems quite normal," Dr Lane replied, wiping his chin which was a little damp from his tongue.
"So what's wrong with me?" asked Bridget in concern. She pulled her t-shirt back on.
"I'm not sure," admitted Dr Lane. "You appear to be in perfect health. I'm going to take some blood samples and run some tests. Hopefully we can find out what's causing the pain."
"How long will that take?" asked Bridget in dismay.
"Probably a couple of days, I'll give you a prescription for some pain killers which should tide you over until we know more."
***
Outside in the waiting room, Paul's thoughts were filled with imaginings of what Bridget's tits would look like naked, or what it would be like to see that old doctor pawing and groping her.
He was snapped out of it by Bridget's return. "Let's go," she said promptly. "We need to go to the drug store and then the antiques store."
"The antiques store?" Paul asked in surprise as he rushed to catch up with her as they left the doctors surgery.
"I want to head to that old Mexican antique store on 43rd Street. I've got this little idol I picked up while we were away that I want to get valued."
"Great, so now we're running all your errands," muttered Paul under his breath as they got back into the car.
"What was that?" snapped Bridget, she winced in pain and clutched her arm across her chest, leaning forward in her chair.
"Nothing," murmured Paul, even though she was a bitch he still felt a little sorry for her. It was clear that she was in real agony.
They ran past the drug store to pick up Bridget's pain killers, then headed over to the antiques store that she had wanted to visit. Paul had asked Bridget where she'd got the idol from, but she'd refused to answer, telling him it was none of his business in her usual aloof manner.
Inside the antique store they were met by an old Mexican woman. To Paul she looked like the oldest woman he'd ever laid eyes on. She was completely covered in wrinkles so deep that it looked like her face was about to crack apart and clearly had trouble moving her ancient body around the store. She had thin, wispy white hair and wore musty old clothes and a red scarf over her head.
"Can I help you?" the old woman croaked as Bridget and Paul approached the counter.
The store was filled with old, dusty furniture and a mix of American Indian and genuine old Aztec relics, as well as a bunch of cheap knock-off Aztec and Mayan statues and medallions that probably went down well with tourists.
Bridget pulled a small turquoise idol out of her purse and placed it on the counter. It was about eight inches tall and intricately carved with a woman's visage. The body of the small turquoise lady was decorated with red shell fragments and from the casual glimpse Paul was able to give it, it looked as though it depicted a naked woman, with disproportionately large breasts.
The old crone's eyes went wide at the sight of the idol and she put her hand to her mouth in surprise. "Where did you get this?" she hissed urgently.
Bridget was a little taken aback by the woman's reaction. "In Mexico," she replied uncertainly. "Is it valuable or something?"
"It is the ancient idol of Xochiquetzal!" the woman told them, as though the name was supposed to mean something.
"So?" Bridget said with a shrug, wondering if the old lady was a crack-pot.
"Xochiquetzal is goddess of female sexuality, prostitutes, and pleasure. The idol has been lost, hidden for centuries, where did you get it?"
"Just some cave," replied Bridget nonchalantly. "It's rare then is it?" she turned the idol over in her hands, looking at it more intently that before.
"It is cursed!" hissed the old woman, looking at the idol in disgust and fear.
Bridget scoffed doubtfully at this, "Yeah right. You just want to cheat me, don't you old woman?"
The ancient Mexican woman stared intently into Bridget's eyes. "You can feel it already, can't you?"
Bridget frowned, "what are you talking about?" She glanced towards Paul, snatching up the idol from the counter, "maybe coming here was a mistake."
Bridget turned as if to leave, but the old woman spoke again. "You can feel the curse can't you? You can feel the pain?"
Bridget hesitated, thinking of her sudden ailment since her return from Mexico. Could it really be related to the idol? How had the old woman known? She turned back and put the idol back on the counter.
"The pain is only the beginning," warned the antique dealer.
"It's caused by the idol?" asked Bridget dubiously, not sure whether to believe her or not. "The curse?"
"The pain will increase every hour and the curse will ultimately kill you," the old woman said dramatically. Paul could still not tell if she was for real or just tried to cheat Bridget out of some money and get a cheap price for the idol.
"I should get rid of the idol," said Bridget. "You will take it?"
"No!" snapped the old woman immediately. "I do not want the curse. Getting rid of the idol will not help you anyway."
"What?" Bridget's voice tremored slightly, a little fear showing through. "So I'm doomed?"
The old woman hesitated, thoughtfully considering the idol.
"Should I return the idol?" Bridget asked. "I mean take it back to the cave."
"It will not help you," the woman replied immediately and Bridget's face paled. "But there may be a solution, a cure for the curse."
"What?" Bridget said at once, her voice begging. "What do I have to do?"
"I will need to look into it," said the woman. "To study the ancient writings. It will take time. Tomorrow I will have an answer for you."
"Tomorrow?" asked Bridget in dismay. "But the pain, it's getting worse, I can feel it." She seemed to be caught up in what the old crone was telling her.
"How long have you had the idol?" the Mexican asked her.
"Two days," replied Bridget fearfully.
"Yes," the old woman nodded. "You may not live through the night."
"So what can I do?" asked Bridget.
"There may be a way to slow down the curse, to keep it at bay until I can find an answer for you."
"What? Anything!" begged Bridget.
The old woman paused a moment, glancing briefly at Paul and then back to Bridget and the idol. "You must consume manseed. Every two hours. It will keep the curse at bay, keep the pain away and let you live through the night."
"Manseed? You mean semen?" Bridget was very confused now.
"Yes. The goddess of sex requires an offering. You must drink the seed every two hours if you want to fight the curse," confirmed the woman.
Bridget grimaced, "That's gross. Where am I going to get cum every two hours?"
"Your boyfriend perhaps," said the woman, glancing over at Paul. He gasped in surprise at the connotation. "You must drink the manseed every two hours. It must be fresh and taken directly, not touching any cup or vessel."
"He's not my boyfriend!" Bridget almost shrieked in horror.
"Every two hours," repeated the woman. "Return to me tomorrow and I will hopefully have good news for you."
Bridget nodded numbly and walked out of the store in shock, Paul trailing along behind her.
"Do you think she was for real?" asked Paul as they got back into the car. He wasn't sure what to make of the crazy old woman and her stories about curses.
Bridget was very pale and did not answer him. She still clutched the idol of Xochiquetzal in her hand, her knuckles white as she clung on for dear life.
They drove back in silence, both rather shocked and uncomfortable. As soon as they were home Bridget immediately took a double dose of the pain killers she had been prescribed by Dr Lane and then headed for her bedroom. Paul shrugged helplessly, and decided to go play some X-Box in the lounge to take his mind off things. It had been quite a day.
***
Bridget rolled over on her bed, clutching her stomach in agony. It had been twenty minutes since she had taken the drugs and they didn't seem to be helping. In fact the pain felt even worse now. Was that ancient old woman right, was she really cursed? Bridget groaned again and looked over at where the small idol sat on her dresser.
Drink semen every two hours? Gross! Bridget wasn't sure she could stomach the humiliation, and with Josh gone where was she couldn't to find a source for all that semen? Certainly not his brat of a son Paul, that was for sure! The little prick would enjoy that way too much for her liking.
Bridget took another couple of painkillers and tried to get some sleep.
***
"Ahh!" moaned Bridget, sitting up in bed. The pain was not going away. Dr Lane's drugs should have kicked in by now.
"Maybe it is for real," Bridget said aloud, looking over at the cursed idol again. Was she really under some old Aztec's goddess's curse? Was this a bad dream, a nightmare?
She reached into the drawer of her bedside cabinet and pulled out a small address book. Time to call, Darren, her old boyfriend. Desperate times called for desperate measures.



***
12.32pm
Paul was completely absorbed by his video game, blasting enemy soliders left and right, when suddenly he was interrupted by Bridget's voice.
"I guess it'll have to be you," she said, her voice sounded depressed and resigned.
"Huh?" blurted Paul in surprise, looking up from his game. The distraction caused his character to be shot and killed and he dropped the controller in annoyance.
"I've tried all my old boyfriends and they're all either away, changed numbers, married or even moved countries. I'll have to settle for you," Bridget didn't sound happy.
Paul's eyes went wide and his cock twitched inside his pants as he remembered what the old woman had said about the curse. Bridget drinking his cum? Every two hours! "Settle for me?" he murmured, raising an eyebrow. "Who says I'm even willing to help you out?"
Bridget sneered at his cheeky reply, "Oh please, you're gagging for it."
"Seems like you're the one who should be gagging," replied Paul, only pushing his luck because he knew she had no choice. "But sure, I guess I'll help you out."
"You're such a pervert," she snapped angrily. She hated this, but it seemed like her only option. The pain in her stomach and chest was worse than ever, almost unbearable. Anything, even the disgusting event that she was about to go through was better than that pain. This had better work!
Paul licked his lips, his cock was already semi-hard at the mere thought of what was to come. "So when do you want to do this?" he asked, tried to sound casual about it and hide his immense excitement. Bridget was still wearing the same pair of jeans and tight pink t-shirt, looking sexy as hell.
"Right now," she said. "Let's get this over with." Bridget decided she had to try the old woman's suggestion, if it didn't work it would be disgusting and humiliating, but the pain was getting unbearable and right now she was willing to take the risk. But every two hours? She pushed aside the worrying thought of what she would have to go through if the woman's cure did turn out to be real. Anyone other than Paul would have been better, but on such urgent notice she had no choice.
Paul stood up, suddenly a little nervous himself at the thought of actually going through with this. "So, um... how are we going to do this?"
Bridget looked around the room uncertainly, then sat down on a nearby chair. She looked distastefully at Paul's crotch. "I guess you, um, stroke it," she grimaced, looking rather sick at the thought, "and then, ah... I'll open my mouth." Bridget swallowed, describing the act seemed to make things even worse and she briefly wondered if she could even go through with it. "I'll, um, open my mouth and you can come straight in it."
Paul nodded and swallowed, staring at Bridget's perfect features and full red lips.
"But no touching me!" she warned him. "And try to make this quick."
Paul was trembling and he stood in front of his late father's ultra sexy girlfriend. He unzipped the fly of his pants and reached inside, pulling out his semi-erect cock. He could hardly believe what was happened. This absolutely gorgeous woman who hated his guts, but who he had lusted after for years was sitting right in front of him as he whipped out his cock and was about to jerk it right in front of her face.
"Oh, this is so gross!" complained Bridget, rolled her eyes as Paul pulled his cock out right in front of her. She couldn't believe she was actually going through with this.
Paul stared down at the beautiful blonde in front of him as she took his dick in his hand and began to stroke it in front of her face. The whole situation was such an incredible turn on that within a few strokes he was as hard as a rock. He glanced down at Bridget's full tits, swelling out against the front of her t-shirt. He felt like a porn star, standing in front of the lovely, buxom blonde with his jerking cock aimed at her face, this was like a dream come true.
Bridget also felt like she was dreaming, but her dream was more like a nightmare. Paul's trembling cock was already hard as he ran his fist over it's length. She saw a glisten as a bead of pre-cum leaking from the tip, at least it looked like the whole thing would be over quickly, she would have hated for things to drag on for more than a few minutes.
"Better open up!" warned Paul, his fist now a blur over his hard cock. He was briefly tempted to try and just cum over her face, but realised that if there was any hope for this to happen a second time he would be best to stick to the plan and unload in her mouth.
Bridget opened her mouth wide, leaning back slightly and sticking out her tongue, ready to receive his load. The feeling of giving Bridget her medicine was incredible and the sight of the gorgeous older woman, her mouth wide open and waiting for his cum was too much for Paul. His cock lurched as he wrung it in his fist, ropes of thick, sticky semen bursting from the tip.
Bridget's eyes went wide as the first blast of his cum hit her tongue and the top of her mouth. She fought the urge to pull away and kept her mouth held wide open as a second and then third blast splashed across her tongue.
Paul moaned, his knee's going weak as he unloaded into Bridget's beautiful mouth, he couldn't believe she was actually drinking down his cum.
"Oh God!" he groaned, squeezing his cock. Before his very eyes Bridget closed her mouth and visibly swallowed. She was actually drinking down his sperm!
The busty blonde licked her lips, slurping up a couple of errant drops of cum as Paul squeezed out the last few drips of his heavy, sticky load. He felt completely spent, his balls empty. That had been the single-most sexual moment of his nineteen years of life.
Bridget grimaced and swallowed again, unable to believe what she had just done. She gagged, almost throwing up at the thought of Paul's load sliding down her throat and into her stomach.
"You can lick me clean if you want," Paul said with a grin, shaking his cock in her face.
"Oh fuck off, you pervert," snapped Bridget angrily, her face filled with disgust as she pushed Paul back away from her. It was then that she realised the pain had gone. The old woman was right! Drinking the semen seemed to have stopped the pain, stopped the curse. "Oh my God!" she exclaimed happily. "It worked! It actually worked!"
Paul looked surprised, standing there, his now shrunken cock still dangling from the front of his open pants. "It worked?"
"Yes! The pain is gone!" Bridget smiled in joy, looking happier than he had ever seen her.
"Wow," breathed Paul, finally putting his dick back into his pants. "So the curse is real." He was overjoyed as well, that meant he would get to do this again in two hours. As spent as he was, he could hardly wait.
Bridget wiped her mouth, a shiver of revulsion going down her spine as she remembered the sight of Paul's penis. She could still taste his cum in her mouth. "Hopefully it doesn't come back," she commented sharply, standing up and hurrying off to the kitchen to try and find something to get rid of the taste.
"You're welcome," muttered Paul as she disappeared.
***
2.46pm. 2 hours and 14 minutes since last dose.
Amazingly it had been exactly two hours after swallowing Paul's load that the pains returned. Bridget tried to hold off and see if they would disappear, but they felt even worse than last time, stabbing through her stomach and chest like knives.
Bridget rushed out of her bedroom and crashed straight into Paul, who was coming the other way down the hallway, almost knocking him over.
Paul gasped in surprise, noting the feel of Bridget's heavy breasts crushing against him as they clashed.
"I need it now!" gasped Bridget, holding her stomach and wishing she hadn't waited so long after the two hour time limit.
"What?" Paul decided to tease her a little, playing dumb.
"I need another dose," she said impatiently.
Paul grinned widely, silently thanking whatever luck had brought this situation about. "Kneel down then," he told her, unzipping his fly.
Bridget immediately obeyed, kneeling down in the middle of the hallway as Paul stood above her, pulling out his cock once again.
Paul immediately started to stroke it, it felt very sexy and powerful to stand above the gorgeous older woman as she knelt submissively at his feet. He was incredibly turned on again, but felt that since he had cum so recently he should be able to last a little longer this time and savour the moment more thoroughly.
Bridget knelt with her hands on her knees, looking upwards at the head of Paul's cock as he stroked it in his fist, right in front of her face. She had her mouth wide open in front of his cock, and unlike the last time, she was now eager for his load. No matter how bad it tasted and how embarrassing it was, she could bare the pain no longer.
Paul rubbed himself rapidly, staring down at Bridget's lovely full lips, imagining what they were about to look like, once again splattered with his cum. He gazed at her big tits, pushing the front of her t-shirt out like an ample shelf beneath her chin. He had a sudden urge to pushed the tip of his cock into Bridget's mouth, but knew that would ruin his chances. As much as he would love to see his cock between those beautiful lips, he had to control himself and take whatever little pleasures he could get.
"Oh, this is so wrong," whispered Bridget, watching Paul's hand rapidly pumping his penis, masturbating for all he was worth. She wondered what sick thoughts were going through his head.
"But you need it don't you," replied Paul, biting his lower lip.
"Yes I need it," she replied reluctantly. It seemed to be taking an eternity, much longer than last time. No wonder really, as he'd unloaded in her mouth just over two hours ago. He seemed just as turned on though, his cock was rock hard in front of her face. He had his balls out of his pants this time as well, they were tight, ready to unload.
"Oh yeah!" breathed Paul. "Get ready," he pushed his hips forward slightly as though he were about to unload, the tip of his cock ever so slightly brushing against Bridget's lower lip.
The busty blonde didn't seem to notice the touch however, more concerned by the fact he didn't orgasm, pulling back slightly and resuming his stroking.
"Come on," she urged him, "cum in my mouth baby."
"Here it comes!" Paul said, again leaning forward, his cock bumping against her chin as if it were about to spurt, but nothing came.
Bridget was a little frustrated by now. The pains were getting worse as she needed his sperm. She remembered the way the nerdy young teen seemed to be obsessed with her tits, almost always looking at her in the chest rather than the face when he spoke to her.
She ran her hands up the sides of her ribs, cupping her own big tits through her bra and t-shirt and squeezing them seductively. She then leant forward and yanked downwards on the neckline of her t-shirt, exposing an expanse of creamy cleavage to Paul's suddenly bulging eyes.
"Oh shit!" Paul grunted uncontrollably as his cock exploded. Bridget leant forward, further exposing her magnificent cleavage as she held her open mouth in front of the tip of Paul's spurting cock. Sticky ropes of cum spurted from his cock, straight into Bridget's waiting mouth.
The climaxing nineteen year old groaned in pleasure as he unloaded into her mouth, once again brushing her full lips with the tip of his cock as he squeezed the last few drops of his load onto her hungry tongue.
Bridget closed her mouth, swallowing down his cum as she sat back on her heels. "Oh that's good," she breathed, letting his sticky seed slide down her throat, the intense pain in her torso immediately fading.
"I need to duck into work for about an hour," Bridget told Paul as she stood up, watching him stuffing his cock back into his pants.
"Okay, whatever," Paul replied.
"You'll still be home when I get back?" she asked, somewhat anxiously.
Paul grinned. "Don't worry baby," he assured her, "I'll be here to give you your medicine."
Bridget rolled her eyes. "You're such a pervert."
Paul ignored her insult. "Just don't be late."
Bridget nodded and headed back into her bedroom to get changed for work. He was right of course, she didn't the pains to return while she was at work. As much as she hated using Paul as source of cum, at least with him it could remain a secret, there was no one at work she could rely on.
***
5.15pm. Late again.
The car almost skidded to a halt in the driveway as Bridget slammed on the breaks and leapt out. The small jobs she'd had to fix up at work had taken longer than expected, and traffic had been much heavier. She was once again desperate for Paul's seed, as much as it irked her to rely on him for something so disgusting.
She rushed up the stairs to the front door, her high heeled shoes clicking on the concrete steps. She had got changed for work and now wore a crisp white blouse that was stretched across her ample bosom and tucked in at her narrow waist into a short black business skirt. The skirt clung to her curvy hips and perfect thighs, coming to about mid-thigh to display a good portion of her long, perfectly tanned legs. It was slit at the back, displaying a peek of her firm upper thighs with each step she took.
Driving in bumper to bumper traffic across town as the pain had kicked back in had been absolute agony and she was relieved to finally be home to Paul. Hopefully this time he would be quick as well.
"Where are you?" she yelled out as soon as she burst through the door.
"In the lounge!" he called out in reply.
She hurried into the lounge to find him there sitting on the couch watching music videos on the TV. She was a little disgusted to see that he was sitting there in his boxer shorts, his penis drooping out through the fly, obviously ready and waiting for her. "I see you were expecting me," she remarked dryly.
"What, no 'honey, I'm home'?" he replied sarcastically. Paul couldn't help but admire how sexy Bridget looked in her business attire.
"I need another dose," Bridget said, glancing around the lounge.
Paul grabbed hold of his dick, remembering how sexy Bridget had been kneeling in front of him in the hallway. "Kneel down there," he said, pointing to the floor in front of the couch with one hand and starting to stroke his cock with the other.
Bridget immediately complied without a second thought, kneeling down in front of where Paul sat, stroking his penis. Her skirt rode up her thighs a little, displaying plenty of leg to help her nineteen year old 'sperm donor' get in the mood. It seemed to work as quickly stiffened.
The pain in her torso felt worse than ever, it had been over two and a half hours since Bridget had last been fed her medicine.
"Can you hurry this up?" Bridget asked, eyeing Paul's hard cock as he stroked it rapidly in his right fist.
"Hey!" he complained, "it's only been a couple hours since the last time, so I've gotta get in the mood."
Bridget sighed in frustration, desperate for his cum. She reached up and unbuttoned the top two buttons on her blouse, yanking it open and thrusting her chest out at him, displaying plenty of cleavage. Paul could see the tops of her white and pink patterned bra, that pushed her big tits even higher. "Does this help?" she asked, using her forearms to press her breasts together and give Paul even more cleavage to feast his eyes upon.
"That's nice baby, show me those tits," Paul moaned, staring intently at her awesome hooters swelling up above the open neckline of her blouse.
After about thirty seconds with no sign of an impending orgasm, Bridget decided to push things even further. She reached up and unfastened the rest of the buttons of her blouse, shrugging it off her shoulders. Bridget's huge, round tits jiggled into view, encased in a white and pink patterned satin bra.
Paul froze in place, still holding his dick as he stared at her magnificent tits. The bra held the ample orbs in place, but plenty of flesh bulged up above the piece of skimpy lingerie, forming a lovely deep cleavage. Bridget's stomach was perfectly flat and toned, slightly concaved, even in her kneeling position.
"Oh God you're beautiful," he breathed in awe.
"Don't stop!" Bridget urged him impatiently.
Paul gurgled something incomprehensible in reply and resumed masturbating, his eyes glued to her bra-clad boobs. Bridget shook her chest and shoulders, causing her tits to jiggle enticingly in her bra, she then reached up and squeezed her own boobs through her bra, squeezing her nipples and doing her best to turn Paul on, but still he didn't cum.
"Damn it Paul! I really need your cum!" she begged him.
"I need to get more turned on," he told her. "Can I touch them?"
"My tits?" she asked in reply.
"Yeah."
Bridget hesitated for only a few seconds. "Okay fine, but hurry up."
A huge grin spread over Paul's face. He immediately let go of his cock and reached out with both hands, grabbing at Bridget's tits through her bra.
"Oh wow!" he gave a long moan of pleasure as his hands closed over Bridget's lovely big jugs. They felt immense, more than filling his hands, the satin of her bra incredible smooth against his palms. Paul's eager hands stroked over the considerable expanse of Bridget's tits, gently exploring their surface. He ran his fingers over the tops of her breasts, where they swelled up above her bra. His fingertips explored the bare skin of her upper breasts and traced the deep line of her cleavage. He stroked around the side of her bra-clad tits and then cupped the underneath, lifting the heavy melons up in his hands.
Paul gave another moan as he gave her tits a proper squeeze, watching his fingertips sinking in to the satin surface of her bra. "You've got such nice, big tits," he told her, massaging and groping eagerly, his hands moving all over her chest.
Bridget shook her head and sighed again, the expression on her face very unimpressed at the groping she was enduring. "Don't forget to play with yourself," she reminded him, nodding towards his erection.
Paul grunted in reply, giving her tits another hard squeeze with both hands, that caused Bridget to wince in pain. He then returned his right hand to his dick and started to stroke himself, his left hand remaining attached to her tits.
"I bet the doc had fun with these babies," breathed Paul, swapping hands so he could play with her tits with his right hand and stroke himself with his left.
"You're such a prick," murmured Bridget in reply, although she had a feeling that the doctor had enjoyed himself a little more than was professional.
Soon both of Paul's hands had returned to Bridget's breasts, his dick unattended as he squeezed her hooters through her bra. He then pinched at her nipples through her bra and gave Bridget's tits a jiggle, watching them quiver in her bra.
"Your dick," Bridget reminded him again.
Paul's hands remained stuck to her chest. "These fun bags of yours are way too nice," he told her. "I don't have enough hands. Can you do the honours?" he nodded down towards his crotch.
"What?" Bridget stiffened as she realised what he wanted of her.
"Come on baby," Paul urged, fondling her big tits with both hands as he spoke. "If you want me to cum quick you need to stoke it while I play with your tits."
Bridget glared at him. "You want me to touch that thing?"
"Come on, it's no big deal," he told her. "After all you've let me cum in your mouth twice, what's the problem with a little handjob?"
"I guess it'll speed things up," Bridget relented. She tentatively reached out with her right hand and took hold of Paul's rock hard erection.
He moaned as her cool, soft hand closed around his length. "Oh yeah, that's it baby," he breathed, continuing to stroke her tits through her bra, his hands once again exploring the uncovered upper portions of her breasts.



Bridget looked away from him as she started to stroke his cock, her soft hand forming a fist and starting to rapidly pump up and down on him.
"That's it," he moaned, hardly able to believe that Bridget was actually touching his penis. He closed his eyes, massaging her breasts as she rubbed his dick for him, this was almost too good to be true. There was a glaze of pre-cum coating Paul's hard erection, allowing Bridget's hand to glide rapidly up and down his shaft, sending pleasure through him.
Bridget's other hand reached out and gently cupped his balls in her palm as she jerked him off faster and faster.
"Oh yes!" groaned Paul, his hands slipping down inside the cups of her satin bra. Bridget didn't stop her stroking as Paul reached into her bra, his hands cupping her naked tits and squeezing eagerly. He moaned, feeling her bare nipples against his palms as he mauled at the soft melons that filled his hands.
"Oh fuck, here it comes!" he cried out, squeezing down hard on her tits.
Bridget leant forward, her hand a blur on Paul's cock as she lined her mouth up with the head of his dick. The teenager gave a cry of pleasure as exploded, white sticky cum bursting from his cock and spurting directly into Bridget's waiting mouth. The thick load splashed over her tongue, filling her mouth as he finally released his grip on her big tits.
Paul fell back into his seat, breathing heavily as Bridget released his cock and swallowed his thick load semen, the pain inside her immediately abating.
"Oh yeah," he moaned softly. "That was fucking brilliant."
*** 7.14pm. One minute till feeding time.
Bridget was determined not to be late for her next dose of cum, knocking on Paul's door at exactly one minute prior to the two hour time limit. The pains were beginning to arrive, but thankfully they were very mild at this point.
"Come on in," Paul called her inside where he was sitting on the bed reading a comic book. As she entered he stood up and took off his pants and underwear, sitting back down with just his t-shirt left on.
Bridget had got changed back out of her work clothes and was once again wearing her pink t-shirt and jeans. This time however she had taken off her bra just before coming to see Paul, hoping the sight of her hard nipples poking against the material of the shirt would help get him in the mood.
"You can do the honours," announced Paul as she sat down beside him. He leant back on the bed, spreading his legs a little to allow full access to his genitals. His soft cock dangled uninvitingly between his bare thighs.
Bridget wrinkled her nose but didn't bother to argue. After last time it was inevitable that she would have to help him out anyway. The buxom blonde leant over and reached into his lap, immediately starting to stroke his cock in her soft hand.
Paul quick stiffened, turned on by this new power he had over his father's lovely girlfriend. He never dreamt that any woman would be willingly giving him regular relief, let alone the gorgeous creature who's hand was currently wrapped around his dick.
He sat up and reached for her tits, squeezing one of the large jugs through her t-shirt and moaning when he realised she wasn't wearing a bra. "These feel so good," he murmured, using his hand to roll her boob around through her shirt. Her nipples were hard and as he squeezed her tits he could clearly feel them through the thin layer of clothing she wore.
"Take off your t-shirt," he said, more telling her than asking.
Bridget let go of his cock and pulled off her t-shirt, her heavy naked breasts swinging free.
"Oh. My. God!" moaned Paul in awe as he got his first look at her bare breasts. They were massive, seemingly bigger in the flesh, than when he had stared at them in her bra or with her clothes one. They were incredibly firm and high-placed with almost no sag despite their size. A magnificent sight to behold as they proudly thrust out from her chest, topped by dark, hard nipples. The thought that they were his to explore and play with at his leisure was almost too much for him to comprehend.
Bridget's hand returned wordlessly to his dick, resuming her stroking in a resigned manner. She hadn't said anything since entering his room, eager to get the whole thing over and done with as quickly as possible.
Both of Paul's hands hurried went to Bridget's bare breasts, squeezing and groping eagerly. His fingers sunk into the soft mounds of flesh as he groped her roughly, mauling the oversized melons with no care that she was attached to them.
Bridget felt his hard cock tremor in her palm and she increased the speed of her rubbing, her other hand toying teasingly with his balls as she gave him the handjob of his life.
Paul pinched her nipples, using the hard buds to lift her breasts up off her chest and then shaking them, watching the flesh quiver and shake delightfully. He slapped the side of one boob, bouncing it against the other one, before once again sinking all his fingers into her tits and squeezing roughly.
"Ow!" cried out Bridget, speaking for the first time. "Jesus Christ Paul, I'm attached to these things, take it easy!"
Paul relaxed his grip. "Oh, sorry. I'll be more gentle," he replied sheepishly.
Bridget glared at him, wishing she could walk out, but the growing pain in her stomach telling her otherwise.
As he resumed a more gentle fondling of her tits she started stroking him again.
About five minutes later Paul was ready. He pushed Bridget backwards on the bed, the topless blonde falling onto her back as Paul clutched his cock in his hand and climbed up onto the bed, kneeling over her bare chest and lining his dick up with her face.
"Open up!" he blurted, his hand rapidly stroking his cock.
Taken by surprise, Bridget had little choice but to open her mouth.
It was just in time too. Paul gave a cry of pleasure as his cock exploded, shooting semen in the open mouth of the prone blonde as he knelt over her face.
"Oh yeah, that was good," Paul moaned as he unloaded into her mouth and watched her swallow it down. He squeezed one last drop from the tip of his cock, pointing it downwards and gently touching the head of his cock against Bridget's lips. The blonde froze in surprise as he wiped the last drop of cum against her closed, full lips.
Paul grinned and rolled off her as Bridget licked up the last drop.
***
9.07pm.
Straight after dinner Paul decided that it was close enough to the two hour mark so he had Bridget give him a handjob at the table. While she jerked him off he lifted up her t-shirt and played with her big tits.
If it hadn't been for the need for her to dose up directly from the source he would have loved to cum on her dinner and have her eat from that. But sticking to the rules, at the last moment Bridget dropped to her knees and drunk down his load of semen.
***
11.05pm. A new regime.
As much as Paul was loving the handjobs and access to Bridget's voluptuous body he was finding it harder and harder to cum. His dick was sore, chaffed from the friction of all that jerking off and handjobs. On top of that it was getting late and he was tired and cranky and finding it tough to get into the mood.
So far the relationship seemed to be all one way, Bridget needed him more than he needed her. If things were going to continue he would have to get a little more out of it. It would have to be on his terms.
"We need to talk," said Paul, walking into the lounge where Bridget was watching television.
"Oh, medicine time," said Bridget wearily. She reached for the hem of her t-shirt.
"Wait!" snapped Paul. "Things need to change."
"What do you mean change?" asked Bridget, not looking too happy. "You know that I don't have a choice in this. I hate it as much as you do."
"Well I wouldn't say I hate it," murmured Paul, his gaze roving over Bridget's lovely figure. "But I'm changing the rules."
"What rules?" Bridget demanded with a frown, she was suddenly consciously aware of the dull ache in her belly.
"Well for one, my cock is sore from all this handling," said Paul.
"You know I have to have your cum every two hours," Bridget said helplessly. "What do you want?"
"From now on you'll have to have a more direct application of your medicine," he told her, studying her face to gauge her reaction.
"What do you mean?"
"If you want my manseed," he told her, using the same term the old Mexican woman had used to explain the curse, "you'll have to suck it out."
"Suck? You mean you expect me to blow you?" Bridget looked horrified. It bad enough to give him a handjob and let the horny teen touch her, but now he expected her to suck his cock?
"That's right baby," Paul replied with a smug grin. The horrified expression on her face was priceless. "I'm going to start enjoying this."
Bridget scowled at him, knowing she didn't really have a choice. "You've been enjoying all of this you prick."
"Now, now," Paul warned her. "You need to be nice to me, look at the time."
Bridget's heart sank. 11.07. Two hours had passed.
"Or we could fuck?" Paul offered, grinning wolfishly.
Bridget glared at him. "Not in a million years you bastard."
"Fine," Paul shrugged. "We're settled on a blowjob then." He unzipped his pants and sat down on the couch right next to Bridget, wiggling his cock suggestively at her with one hand.
Bridget rolled her eyes at the display. "I guess I don't really have a choice in this then," she said, resigned to her fate.
"Cheer up," Paul patted her knee. "I bet you've sucked a lot of these in your time."
Bridget gave him an angry stare, "Just shut up. I'll suck your cock, but don't expect me to enjoy it." She didn't give him a chance to reply, immediately leaning over his lap, taking hold of his soft, limp cock in one hand and bringing it to her lips.
"Oh fuck yeah!" groaned Paul in pleasure as he felt her mouth suddenly envelope his penis. He was still soft and she easily took the entire length of him inside her mouth. It felt warm and wet and soft, much nicer than another handjob, he gave a groan as his cock twitched and the blood immediately started flowing towards his flaccid organ.
Bridget drew her lips back up the shaft of his thickening penis, her tongue twirling around as Paul grew inside her mouth. She then dived back down, once again taking his whole cock into her mouth, her lips tight around the very base of his shaft. She bobbed her head a few more times, her mouth wet with saliva, and Paul's cock very quickly grew to full erection.
Paul leant back on the couch, luxuriating in the sensations her incredible blowjob were sending through him.
Bridget got up off the couch and knelt on the floor in front of where Paul sat, holding his now stiff penis in both hands. She teasingly slapped the head of his cock against her tongue a couple of times and then twirled her tongue around the tip, causing Paul to writhe in his seat.
Bridget then ran her tongue down the length of his shaft and lapped at his testicles. For someone who had seemed so reluctantly to part her lips, she was doing a very enthusiastic job.
Paul stared down at the kneeling woman, entranced by her beauty, he could hardly believe he was actually getting a blowjob from her!
Bridget's mouth moved back up to the tip of his cock, her lips forming a sexy oval as she once again sucked him into her mouth. Paul gave a moan of pleasure as she moved her lips down him, his cock sliding across her talented tongue as she sucked heavily on his cock.
She looked so sexy with her lips stretched around his shaft that Paul almost came, but he did his best to hold on, wanting to enjoy the blowjob as much as possible.
Bridget started to bob her head over his lap, now sucking him in earnest, taking a good three quarters of his length with every suck. Her lips moved rapidly up and down her shaft, almost as if she was jerking him off with her mouth, fucking him with her face.
"That's so good!" he breathed, reaching down and gently stroking her cheeks with both hands as she sucked him. He then reached lower, beneath her bobbing head to cup her full tits through her t-shirt.
Paul gave a groan as he squeezed her tits and she sucked his cock. This was his fantasy come true.
He rolled her big tits around in his hands and then leant back in the couch, letting his cock slide deliciously in and out of Bridget's pumping mouth.
"Suck that cock baby," he breathed, watching his length disappearing and then reappearing between her full red lips. He was hard as a rock, jamming against her throat whenever she took him deep, his cock ready to explode at any moment. "Faster," Paul urged her, gripping the couch in excitement.
Bridget seemed to obey, her head bobbing rapidly over his lap, Paul arched his hips up off the couch, pushing his cock deeper into her mouth as she slid her lips down him.
"Oh fuck!" he gave a sudden loud groan and his cock lurched in Bridget's mouth. Bridget kept her lips wrapped tightly around Paul's cock as he exploded, not wanting to waste a single drop of his seed.
Paul cried out in orgasm, thrusting against Bridget's face with his hips and shooting heavily into her mouth. In an effort to get as big a dose as possible, Bridget sucked hard, her cheeks hollowing.
"Very nice," breathed Paul once he was finally spent. Bridget slid her lips off his cock with a popping noise, his cock glistening with saliva. "I could definitely get used to this."
***
12.51am.
Paul slipped into Bridget's bedroom about fifteen minutes early, finding the light off and Bridget fast asleep in bed. He was completely naked, and very eager to further explore the depths of her skilful mouth.
Paul moved quietly around to the side of the bed, standing next to her bedside-table at the head of her bed, his already hard penis jutting out directly towards her sleeping form. He licked his lips and stepped closer, one knee coming up onto her pillow as he leant in towards her.
For a moment he admired her sleeping face, she was turned towards him and her beautiful features looked so peaceful, no sign of the usual bitchy expression she seemed to constantly wear in his presence. Paul held his erection in one hand at the base of his cock and aimed it towards her face. Using the tip of his erect penis he stroked her cheek, running his cock up her face and across her temple and then forehead. He traced the line of her nose and then softly brushed the head of his cock over her closed lips, remembering the way they felt wrapped around his dick as she blew him.
Unable to wait any longer, Paul slapped Bridget's cheek with his cock, "Wakey, wakey," he taunted her, "time for sucky, sucky."
Bridget woke with a start, jumping in fright at her abrupt, rude awakening.
"What the fuck are you doing in my room," she blurted in disorientation, her eyes widening as she saw his crotch and hard cock right up in her face.
"Time for your medicine," Paul eagerly told her, using his cock to slap her cheek at second time.
Bridget's jaw clenched in anger, she wanted so much to refuse him. She remained silent for a full ten seconds, trying to swallow her anger. Less than a day ago she never would have dreamt of being in such a predicament.
"Fine, let's get it over with then," she said at last.
"With pleasure," Paul grinned, resisting the urge to gloat. He lined his cock up with Bridget's mouth and pushed forwards with his hips, shoving his cock between her lips and into her warm mouth.
One hand reached down to hold the back of Bridget's head as he crouched over her face and pushed his cock into her mouth. Paul moaned as he drew out slightly and then pushed forward, shoving his cock deeper into her mouth. The last time she had given him a fantastic blowjob, this time he intended to fuck that bitchy mouth of hers.
"That's it baby," he moaned, keeping her head in place with one hand on the back of her head, his other hand reached down under the bedcovers and grabbed at her tits through the t-shirt she was wearing to bed.
Her massive jugs felt wonderful as always, while he slowly increased the pace of his cock sliding back and forth between Bridget's soft lips, he squeezed and kneaded the firm melons.
Paul tightened his grip on the back of Bridget's head and began to thrust his cock into her mouth for forcefully. Unfortunately the awkward angle and the edge of bed were making things difficult so he released her, his cock popping out of her warm mouth.
"What are you doing?" asked Bridget, her tone sounding slightly alarmed.
Paul chuckled. "Relax baby, you won't miss out on your manseed," he teased, remembering the old woman's description from the antiques store.
Bridget scowled at him but didn't say anything more.
Paul pushed down the bedcovers to Bridget's waist and yanked the bottom of her t-shirt up over her large tits, exposing them. The lovely blonde gasped in surprise at the teenager's forcefulness.
The horny teenager reached down and grabbed a plump tit in each hand, squeezing the firm mounds forcefully and causing Bridget to gasp a second time. He then moved onto the bed, straddling her torso, his hard cock flopping down into her cleavage.
Paul grinned as he took hold of Bridget's huge tits, pressing up together around the shaft of his cock.
"What the hell are you doing Paul?" snapped Bridget. At first she'd been half awake and compliant, but now she intended to regain control over a situation that was quickly getting out of hand.
"I'm just going to fuck these puppies for a bit," explained Paul.
"Like hell you are," said Bridget. "The deal is that I suck you off, nothing else. Now get that cock into my mouth and let me taste your cum."
Paul's eyes went slightly wide, as much as he liked the idea of fucking her tits, her dirty talk was far too appealing. Paul sat up on his knees and leant forward, aiming the head of his cock towards Bridget's lips.
Bridget's tongue came out and gave the head of his cock a tentative lick.
"Suck it!" ordered Paul, leaning further forward and forcefully pushing his prick into Bridget's mouth. He kept going until the head of his hard shaft was in her throat and her face was pressed up against his abdomen.
With a groan Paul immediately began to thrust, slamming his cock into Bridget's mouth like a piston.
It didn't take long. Paul's jackhammering into his blonde stepmother's mouth abruptly slowed and he gave a loud grunt of pleasure. The first blast hit the back of Bridget's throat and she nearly choked in surprise.
"Oh yeah!" groaned Paul pulling out, the next blast hit her in the face and splattering over her nose and right eye.
Bridget gave an alarmed cry and quickly recaptured the tip of Paul's spurting penis, sucking out the remaining drops of cum as if she was in the desert dying of thirst.
Paul let her suck him clean, all the while grinning down at her, watching her expression of alarm.
When she was finally sure there was no more cum she spat out his cock and shoved him off her chest. "You're a fucking asshole!"
Paul laughed as he got up off the bed. "See you in a couple hours."
***
3.25am.
Bridget awoke with a painful cramp clutching at her gut. She glanced blearily over at the clock beside her bed and saw that she was late for her next dose of semen.
"What did I do to deserve this?" she muttered as she climbed out of bed, doing her best to ignore the pain in her chest.
The gorgeous blonde was wearing only a g-string and a t-shirt as she headed down the dark hallway towards her stepson's bedroom. She hesitated outside the door.
"Fuck this!" she swore quietly. She was sick of going begging to that asshole. The world had gone mad! Begging to give him a blowjob!? He should be begging her. Actually, scratch that, there should be no cocksucking at all, this was just one giant clusterfuck!



Bridget make a face and spun around, heading for the kitchen. She still had a horrible taste in her mouth, no prizes for guessing what it was. She'd lost count of how much of Paul's cum was in belly.
***
3.28am.
The light was on in the kitchen so Paul headed that way.
He was immediately presented with the delightful vision of his gorgeous stepmother bent over in front of the open fridge. She was wearing a t-shirt and skimpiest g-string he laid eyes on.
Bent at the waist her taut, toned buttocks were thrust out directly towards him. They were framed by a barely-there g-string, the lush round mounds of Bridget's perfect buttocks left bare.
Grinning, Paul stepped up behind her and immediately grabbed her ass, squeezing the delightfully firm globes of her bum.
Bridget squealed in shock and straightened up as Paul's hands slipped around her waist, holding her tight against him.
"Hey sweet cheeks," Paul greeted, grinding his pyjama clad crotch against Bridget's ass, his hands holding her in place by her shapely hips.
"Fuck you gave me a fright!" gasped Bridget, her heart hammering. She then noticed that Paul apparently had his penis sticking out of his fly as she felt him grind it against the bare cheeks of her ass.
"Sorry I'm late," replied Paul. His hands slipped up from Bridget's hips, sliding up under the front of her t-shirt and closing over the heavy swells of her bare breasts, giving them a firm squeeze.
As Paul started to knead Bridget's bare tits, tweaking her nipples and mauling the ample sphere's, he continued to grind his cock against her g-string clad posterior, almost dry humping her as he began to stiff and thicken.
"I need that in my mouth, not my ass," said Bridget. She obviously relented to the idea that blowjobs were inevitable if she was going to continue to fight her curse.
Paul roughly squeezed her right boob as his other hand slid down across her flat stomach and rubbed across the front of her g-string, stroking her panty-clad mound. Bridget gasped and pushed his hand away.
"Fine," agreed Paul. "Hop up on the counter then."
Bridget managed to extract herself from Paul's groping hands, losing her t-shirt in the process and then climbed up on the kitchen counter at Paul's request. He instructed the topless blonde to lie back and lean her head over the edge of the counter as he stripped out of his pyjama bottoms and moved around to stand by her face, his erection jutting out towards her.
Despite her extreme dislike for Paul, Bridget had to admit that his ability to get an erection was impressive!
"I'm glad we've started having these chats," said Paul, grinning widely as he rubbed the tip of his cock on Bridget's face, tracing smears of pre-cum over her cheeks and forehead. Bridget leant back and tried to capture his erection in her mouth, but the nineteen year old quickly pulled teasingly away.
"Give me your cock you bastard!" snapped Bridget as Paul slapped her on the nose with his hard penis.
Paul gave a small snigger as he relented and fed the tip of his penis into Bridget's waiting mouth. The gorgeous blonde immediately began to suck hungrily on his erection, slurping noisily.
"You do give really good head," admitted Paul as he reached down to casually play with Bridget's big tits. The large melons thrust up from her chest like two mountains as she arched back, leaning over the edge of the counter to suck on her stepson's cock.
Paul roughly pinched her hard nipples, then gave the ample jugs a firm squeeze, his fingers sinking deep into the fleshy mounds. He gave her tits a shake, watching them quiver and shake on her chest. He'd dreamt of these hooters ever since he'd first met Bridget, and to finally have them as toys was wonderful.
While he was amusing himself with Bridget's fun-bags, she was doing a fantastic job sucking on his cock. Her head was bobbing back and forth and in her upside down position her darting tongue felt great along the top of his hard shaft.
Gripping tightly onto the upthrust mounds of Bridget's massive boobs, Paul began to thrust his cock into the blonde's heavily sucking mouth. The angle of her neck meant that her throat was open and he was able to shove himself right into her mouth, his cock bottoming out and his balls resting on her nose.
"Ah! Fuck that's good!" gasped Paul as he jammed himself in and out of Bridget's open mouth several times.
He then pulled out and took hold of his cock in one hand. "Lick my balls," he instructed her as he moved forward, straddling her face and dangling his heavy testicles over her mouth.
Bridget gave a slightly disgruntled moan, but nevertheless she obligingly swiped her tongue over his hairy scrotum. Her tongue gently toyed with each of his testicles and then she sucked one into her mouth.
"Ooo, that's it, suck those balls!" groaned Paul as she moved over to his other testicle.
Paul let her work his balls over for a few more minutes and then guided his cock back into her willing mouth. As Bridget resumed her cocksucking, Paul leant forward and licked her nipples, sucking the hard buds into his mouth causing Bridget to moan around his cock.
Paul pressed Bridget's big tits together and swiped his tongue down the length of her cleavage, God he loved her boobs!
"Mmmf!" Bridget gave a muffled protest as Paul reached down and slipped his hand down inside the front of her g-string, running his fingers through her pubic hair and rubbing across the slit of her pussy. The blonde tried to spit his cock out of her mouth, but Paul pushed forward with his hips, keeping himself firmly inserted deep in her throat.
Bridget moaned and twisted her head, trying to escape, as Paul slipped a finger up inside her cunt.
"Ah! What the fuck!" cried Bridget as she finally wrenched her mouth away from Paul's cock. She twisted herself up and shoved Paul's hand out of her panties. "What do you think you're doing?" she snapped angrily.
"Get the panties off," ordered Paul. "We're gonna fuck now if you want another load."
"Like hell we are!" replied Bridget furiously. "I need to swallow your cum."
"I'll pull out and shoot in your mouth, I promise."
"I don't care!" said Bridget, her voice still raised. "You're not putting that thing in my cunt!"
Paul scoffed. "Oh come on! It's spent most of the night in your mouth. It's not like you don't want or enjoy it."
"I'm not enjoying this!" yelled Bridget. "I've got no choice," she muttered.
Paul smirked. "Really? You're pussy sure felt wet to me."
"Fuck you!"
"That's kind of the idea here..." replied Paul.
"Just let me blow you again," pleaded Bridget, her voice had quietened back to normal volumes.
"I want some pussy," insisted Paul. "I think I've earned it, you've practically milked me dry." His raging hard-on and swollen balls seemed to suggest otherwise however.
"I'll let you fuck my tits if you want," suggested Bridget. "Come on, this is getting weird."
"Getting weird?" repeated Paul. "It's well past weird. Look, if you want another dose, you've gotta let me fuck you."
"Paul. We're not fucking," Bridget said very firmly.
Paul shrugged. "Okay fine. If it's just a blowjob on offer, then I might head off to bed, not worth staying up for only foreplay."
Bridget's jaw clenched as she stared crossly at Paul, her eyes narrowing dangerously. "No pussy."
Paul shrugged again. "Fine," he said, calling her bluff. He turned and started to leave.
"But I'll let you do me in the ass."
Paul stopped cold in his tracks and slowly turned back towards her, an impossibly wide smile spreading over his face. "Are you serious?"
"Let's just get this over and done with," snapped Bridget, hopping down off the kitchen counter. She turned around, and bent forward over the counter, pushing her spectacular, g-string clad ass out towards the stunned Paul.
Paul licked his lips and stepped eagerly up behind Bridget, laying his hands on the smooth, flawless globes of her ass. Paul had never seen such a perfectly shaped bum, let alone held it in his hands. He gave her ass a firm squeeze, fuck it was nice!
Paul reached up and yanked down Bridget's g-string, letting it slid down her long legs and drop around her ankles. He then gave her buttocks another squeeze, spreading them apart slightly to expose the rosebud of her bumhole.
His cock had sagged slightly during their argument, but now, as he massaged her full, taut posterior in his hands, it was back to full stiffness.
Bridget reached out across the kitchen counter, grabbing a bottle of vegetable oil. "Might need some lubrication," she told him, passing it over her shoulder to Paul.
Paul nodded mutely and took the bottle from her. He squirted a liberal amount over Bridget's spectacular ass, using his hands to rub it in and poking an exploratory finger up her anus.
"Ah!" Bridget gasped slightly at the invasion.
"Holy shit, I can't believe this is actually happening," murmured Paul. He leant forward, letting his hard cock rub against Bridget's oiled up ass. He ground against her, the stiffness of his erection sliding between the globes of her buttocks. Paul rocked his hips, letting his shaft nestle against her perfect ass.
"So are you gonna bugger me or what?" asked Bridget impatiently. Her gut was once again hurting and she desperately needed another dose of his spunk.
"Oh yeah."
Bridget grabbed tightly hold of the edge of the counter as Paul began to push his hard cock into her tiny back passage. The gorgeous blonde gave a slight whimper as Paul gave a harder shove and forced his whole dick up her ass.
"Jesus that's tight!" groaned Paul, pausing a moment with his cock bottomed out in Bridget's incredibly tight ass.
Paul drew out slightly and then stabbed forward with his cock again, shunting Bridget forward against the counter and causing her to moan noisily.
"Fuck that's good!" he gasped as he began to pound her against the counter top, his hips slapping against her buttocks with each hard thrust. He certainly wouldn't last all that long inside her perfect ass.
Paul moaned as he vigorous ass-fucked the gorgeous blonde, slamming hard and fast into her tight tunnel.
"Don't forget to cum in my mouth!" moaned Bridget, her breathing was fast and erratic.
"Uh huh!" grunted Paul, reaching around to squeeze one of her big tits as he bashed her ass with his cock. "Fuck, not much longer!" Paul managed to gasp. He'd barely been rogering her for a minute.
Bridget hurriedly pushed him back off her as she hastily dropped to her knees on the kitchen floor, recapturing his throbbing cock in her hot mouth and sucking furiously. If she was turned off by the taste of her own ass on his cock, she certainly didn't show any sign of it.
Paul, close to cumming, grasped her head in both hands and started to frantically fuck her face, his balls slapping her chin as he jammed himself into her throat.
"Fuck!" Paul cried out as he exploded across her tongue, shooting his thick load into her welcoming mouth.
Bridget moaned as she greedily swallowed down his seed, drinking every last drop.
Paul leant on the kitchen counter, breathing heavily as Bridget sucked his dick clean. "Well that was worth staying awake for," he commented, patting Bridget on the top of her head.
***
7.52am.
Just before 6am Paul had taken Bridget up the ass again. She'd woken him up with the look of a woman starving on her face and he'd fucked her doggy style right on the floor of his bedroom.
The old Mexican woman's antique store opened at 8, so Bridget had made sure Paul drove her down there as soon as possible.
After several minutes of Bridget pounding insistently on the shop door, it opened to reveal a middle aged man.
"Where's the old woman?" snapped Bridget demandingly.
The man frowned. "She's not here yet, she usually comes in around 8.30 -- 9 o'clock."
"I have to see her, let me in!" ordered Bridget.
"I'm sorry, we're not open yet..." the man began to protest, but Bridget forced her way through into the store.
"Where is she?" demanded Bridget, peering around the store in annoyance. There was no sign of the old woman.
"Ma'am, as I told you, she doesn't get in for at least half an hour," the man patiently explained.
"I need to see her. It's urgent!" insisted Bridget.
The man sighed. "You can wait out back there if you want. She does her fortune telling in the room there." He pointed towards a curtain off to the rear of the store.
"Fine," snapped Bridget in irritation. She stalked angrily off towards the room, shoving aside the curtain.
"Sorry," Paul said to the man with an apologetic grin as he followed hurriedly after his sexy stepmother.
***
8.48am. Bridget was in pain again.
"Where the fuck is that old bitch!" complained Bridget as she hunched forward in her chair, cradling her stomach.
Paul actually felt a little sorry for her.
"You can give me a blowjob if you want?" he kindly offered. "I won't even make you let me fuck you up the ass."
"Gee, thanks," replied Bridget sarcastically, but before Paul could even reply she was already reaching for the front of his shorts, unzipping his fly.
The lovely blonde pulled out Paul's still flaccid penis and bent over into his lap, sucking the soft organ into her mouth. Paul gave a small blissful sigh as she began to suck on him, her warm mouth filling with saliva as her skilful tongue massaged his limp penis.
"That's nice," murmured Paul as his cock began to stiffen inside Bridget's prettily pursed mouth, the tight ring of her lips sliding smoothly up and down his growing shaft.
Bridget began to slide her mouth diligently up and down Paul's cock, flicking her tongue around the swelling head on each upstroke.
In no time at all Paul's cock was fully erect and he placed a helpful hand on the top of her head, pushing her down into his lap so that she was completely swallowing his cock, her nose touching his pubes. Bridget gagged slightly at the sudden violation of her throat, but managed to regain her composure as resume sucking forcefully on his cock, deep throating his length effortlessly.
Paul tightly clutched Bridget's head while he forcefully throat fucked her for several minutes, his hips hunching up off his chair as he pushed her face down into his lap.
They were interrupted by the arrival of the ancient old Mexican woman stepping through the curtain and Paul released Bridget's head.
"Just one minute," said Bridget as her mouth popped up off the top of Paul's cock. "I'll be right with you."
The old woman watched in surprise as Bridget plunged her mouth back down onto Paul's cock, sucking his erection like a possessed woman. Completely unphased by her audience.
Within a couple of minutes Paul groaned and was squirming in his chair as he squirted repeatedly over Bridget's tongue and down her throat. The whole time the ancient Mexican woman merely stood watching, a slightly bemused smile on her wrinkled old face.
Bridget finished licking Paul clean and straightened up in her chair, wiping her mouth and chin with one hand as she turned towards the old woman.
"Have you discovered a way to get rid of this curse?" Bridget asked, her voice filled with hope.
"I have," said the old woman, nodding gravely, her expression stern.
"Well?" asked Bridget anxiously.
"Give me the idol," said the woman, holding out a wrinkled hand, palm facing upwards.
Bridget reached into her handbag that lay on the floor beside her chair and pulled out the small turquoise idol, placing it into the old woman's hand.
"Good, now give me fifty bucks," said the old woman.
Bridget frowned, but nevertheless she reached opened her purse and pulled out a few notes, handing them to the old woman.
"It is done," announced the woman solemnly.
"What?" remarked Bridget in surprise. "That's it?"
The woman cackled. "Yes. You are free."
Bridget's eyes narrowed suspiciously. "Wait a minute. Are you sure you're not ripping me off here? I'm not going to be back sucking on this asshole's pencil prick again in a couple of hours?"
"Hey!" complained Paul.
"The curse is now mine," said the old woman. "But as I'm too old to be of interest to Xochiquetzal it will not effect me."
Bridget frowned as she worked that through in her head. "So because you've gone through menopause you're immune."
The woman nodded and smiled, showing several missing teeth. "That's right."
"Okay, good," Bridget nodded doubtfully as she stood up then. "I'm going then, but if it comes back, I'll be back."
"Of course."
Bridget shot the woman one last look of suspicion and then turned on her heels and marched out of the shop.
Paul hesitated a moment. "Um, excuse me a moment?" he said, addressing the old woman.
The woman turned to him, "yes?"
"I don't supposed there's any chance I could borrow that idol?" he asked, thoughtfully watching the disappearing ass of his hot stepmother as she walked out the shop door.
THE END
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King Thomas gave a drunken roar of laughter and beer spurted from his mouth as one of his many courtiers's told a particularly ribald joke. Old King Thomas had ruled the Kingdom for over twenty five years, since his surprising ascent to the throne following his father's death at a rather young age.
The feasting and drinking were in full swing in the royal meeting chamber, something of a regular occurrence in the many long years of Thomas's rule. To the King's left sat Queen Brianna, rolling her eyes in disgust at her husband's bawdy behaviour. The Queen was dressed in an emerald green gown that looked absolutely stunning. Her flawless features and long blonde hair, not to mention her enticingly curved figure and generous cleavage had given her the reputation as one of the most beautiful women in the kingdom. She was in her mid-thirties but still outshone almost every other lady of the court.
In her youth Brianna had been known as the Flower of Rhoyne, the most precious asset of her father, Duke Khalan's, dukedom. She was said to be the mostly beautiful women in the world. Brianna's hand had been gifted to King Thomas in exchange for an alliance between the Kingdom and Khalan's much smaller, independent dukedom. Brianna had only been eighteen at the time, but Thomas, more than a dozen years her senior, had instantly fallen in lust for dazzling, young beauty.
King Thomas had always been renowned for his veracious sexual appetite, he was even known for taking his more attractive noblewomen advisors right in the middle of holding court. Upon his marriage to the radiant Flower of Rhoyne his reputation diminished somewhat, but although King Thomas's public dalliances declined, the newly crowned Queen Brianna was not foolish enough to believe her husband monogamous.
The party was in full swing, sitting opposite Brianna was Lord Athan, one of the more powerful and trusted members of the Kingdom's nobility. The nobleman was well into his cups, his lips stained with red wine as he grabbed one of the serving girls and was busily trying to explore the generous contents of the inside of her bodice. Even Vania, the ambassador from the nearby Amazon tribes was getting into the spirit of the feast. The six and half foot tall, statuesque blonde had grabbed a young attendant by the belt and had her hand stuffed down the front of his trousers, fondling the heavily blushing servant.
"Well gentlemen, it has been another evening of excellent conversation," announced King Thomas as he lurched unsteadily to his feet and slammed his mug of beer down on the table in front of him. He turned to his sexy wife, Brianna, and pulled her to his feet. "Enough drinking for me, it is time to indulge in some other pleasures!"
Brianna shrieked in surprise as the King threw her over his shoulder and staggered out of the room, patting her on her shapely arse as he carried her off towards their bedchamber.
There was a slight cheer from the rowdy feasting hall as they departed.
The Queen rolled her eyes as the King carted her off to bed. The middle aged royal had an incessant sexual appetite, but fortunately for Brianna, who wasn't particular attracted to her overweight husband, these days he more often than not took his sexual pleasures elsewhere. In fact, his visits to her bed were much rarer than the early days of their marriage. However, whenever she was forced to suffer his boorish touch, Brianna tried to endure things with as much patience as she could muster, after all, it was her duty to please the king. When they were first married he had reminded her of that fact often, usually just prior to pushing her head down into his lap or sticking his cock into her ass.
King Thomas threw his beautiful wife face down on the bed and yanked the hem of her long green gown up around her waist, revealing her long slim legs and shapely posterior. He fumbled at his own pants and dropped them down around his ankles, before climbing forward and straddling her perfect round ass.
Thomas reached down and guided the tip of his already erect royal member between Brianna's parted thighs and gave a grunt of satisfaction as he pushed himself up into her cunt from behind, pinning her to the bed. The King wasn't well known for his prolonged foreplay these days; usually he jumped straight to the fucking. Of course, Brianna wasn't too worried about that, the thought of leaning under the royal beer belly and sucking on the royal cock didn't appeal to her in the slightest and she was actually quite grateful for the King's aversion to foreplay.
"Ah!" the Queen cried out as her coarse husband thrust into her, his cock surging deep inside her despite the rather awkward angle.
The King's belly shook as he started to rut against his beautiful wife, slamming his hard cock into her from behind. His breathing quickly became fast and shallow as the out of shape royal became tired.
"You go on top," he instructed his wife as he pulled out of her and lay back on the bed, breathing heavily with his cock pointing skywards, slick with their combined juices.
Brianna rolled her eyes, hardly impressed with her husband's stamina. She got up, holding her dress up around her waist and straddling her prone king. She reached down and guided his erection back into her pussy and slowly lowered herself down on him.
"That's good!" murmured King Thomas, his breathing still fast and heavy. He immediately reached up and squeezed Queen Brianna's lovely big tits through her dress, letting the large melons fill his palms. He then yanked down on the front of her dress, ripping the material as her big breasts popped free, ruining the bodice of her expensive gown.
Brianna began to ride him, bouncing on his hard cock as she closed her eyes in mock arousal and he roughly played with her ample tits. Her thoughts drifted as she imagined she was riding the hard cock of a brave and handsome young knight rather than her middle aged husband, and her hand slipped down between her firm, creamy thighs and started to stroke her clit.
She was just starting to get into things when the King suddenly gave her nipples a particularly hard pinch. Her eyes opened as she saw Thomas arch his back on the bed and his cock lurched inside her.
"Argh!" groaned Thomas, his lustful grunt actually sounded more like a gurgle. His hands dropped away from her bust, falling to his sides as his eyes rolled back in head.
Brianna rolled her hips, grinding her cunt down hard on his stiff erection in an effort to push him over the edge.
Thomas lay still, his tongue poking out slightly from between his lips, a dribble of saliva running from the corner of his motionless mouth.
Something was wrong. "Thomas?" asked Brianna aloud, stopping riding his dick.
The Queen reached out, touching her husband's mouth. She couldn't feel his breath against her hand.
"Thomas?" she repeated, a little louder and slightly anxious now.
She slapped his chest. No response.
"Thomas!" it was more an alarmed shriek now. Her husband was dead.
Queen Brianna was a deathly pale as she lifted herself up off the corpse's cock, her pussy making a slight squelching noise.
The King was dead!
Long live the Queen!?
***
Bishop Davidian tightened his grip on his assistant's hair and pushed his cock deeper into her throat, causing her to gag slightly. The pretty young priestess, Sister Cathlen, breathed through her nose as the Bishop drove his cock lustfully into her mouth, face fucking her vigorously.
The Bishop was standing in the centre of his office and his lovely assistant was on her knees at his feet. They were both still wearing their priestly robes, although the skirts of Davidian's deep crimson robe was hiked up around his waist, his skinny white legs and thrusting genitals exposed.
"That's good Sister," he moaned, the golden chains of his office jingling as he slammed his cock repeatedly between her lovely full lips and his balls slapped against her chin. It was for Cathlen's talented tongue and seemingly bottomless throat that he'd chosen her as his assistant.
Suddenly there was a loud knock at the door.
"Bishop!" called a deep voice from the other side.
Davidian paused a moment, his cock still half buried in his assistant's mouth. "What is it?" he snapped in irritation. "I told you not to disturb me."
"It's an emergency, the king is dead!" replied the voice, a note of panic evident in the speakers tone.
***
It had been a sleepless night for Queen Brianna. Even after the pandemonium and panic which followed the death of the king had somewhat quietened down, she had been unable to get back to sleep. Every time she closed her eyes she imagined the king's dead prick pushing it's way into her cunt.
The King's body had been taken by the church, and members of the Inquisition were busy investigating the cause of Thomas's demise. Brianna herself wasn't too sure how she felt about this sudden change of circumstances. She hadn't exactly been madly in love with her pig of a husband, but at the same time they'd been together for many years, and he'd always been good to her. The only things about him that she disliked were his wandering eye and his lack of attention to her pleasures in the bedroom.
Now Thomas was gone, and it seemed that for once Brianna herself was in charge. It was hard to believe, but for once she was the master of her own destiny. Her whole life she had been controlled by men. First her father, Duke Khalan, who'd treated her as an asset to be married off to gain him power, and then by her husband Thomas, who'd treated her as an object for his sexual gratification. Now she was free of such oppression.
As it happened, her father was her first visitor that morning.
Duke Khalan, ruler of Rhoyne, neighbour to Thomas's kingdom and one of the most powerful and wealthy men in the land, second only to the now deceased King Thomas in fact, was a stern and forceful man. Khalan had always ruled his daughter, much as he did his own Dukedom, with an iron fist. His word was law, and Brianna had always respected and feared her father.
"Lord Athan has left the city already," remarked Duke Khalan, his voice cold and calm. "And I would not be surprised if more of the nobles follow him."
"He's probably plotting something," remarked Brianna rather sourly. She'd never liked the old nobleman, the stare he usually gave her was creepy, like he was undressing her with his eyes.
"Of course he is," snapped her father irritably. "He clearly isn't happy about your sudden elevation to power."
Brianna swelled up a little at this. She was in charge of the kingdom now. "He'll have to get used to it!"
Her father ignored her, "We need to ensure we have allies and our hold over the throne is secure."
"You don't think Lord Athan would actually try to usurp me?" asked Brianna in surprise.
"I wouldn't put it past the old bastard," replied Duke Khalan. "Without an heir, your marriage to Thomas can be quickly forgotten. Our position is very tenuous!"
"But I am the Queen!" protested Brianna. She didn't like the way this conversation was going. The idea of threats to her position was one that hadn't even crossed her mind.
"We need allies!" growled Khalan vehemently. "You will need to remarry Brianna. And soon."
The Queen's eyes went wide at that comment. She'd put up with Thomas's boorish groping for years and now that she was free of the yoke of a husband and finally had some power of her own, she had no intention of giving it all up and having another snorting beast of a man rutting between her perfect thighs. "I will not!" she protested angrily.
Her father gave her a cold stare. "You will do as I say. The political gain from marrying you off is far too valuable to forego, just to avoid inconveniencing you. I will find you a suitable husband, one that can ensure we remain on the throne."
Brianna bit her lip and scowled angrily at the prospect, but her obedience to her father was too ingrained for her to argue the point any further.
"Baron Manfred would be a good choice," murmured the Duke thoughtfully.
Brianna sneered at that. Manfred was about fifty years old, and he was a skinny, snivelling worm as far as she was concerned. Weak and cowardly. The only thing he had going for him was huge wealth and a large force of soldiers in his home city, Firestone.
"Of course you will need to ensure you don't make the same mistake you did with Thomas," remarked Duke Khalan.
"And what was that?" snapped Brianna. This conversation with her father seemed to be going from bad to worse.
"Make sure Manfred gets you with child. And quickly."
Brianna grimaced at even the thought getting anywhere near the frail and no doubt small cock of Baron Manfred of Firestone. "He's probably to old and fragile to even get it up," she scoffed.
A look of anger flashed across Duke Khalan's face and his hand shot out, roughly gripping Brianna's right tit through her dress. Brianna gasped, first in shock, and then pain as her father cruelly pinched and twisted her nipple through the silk of her gown.
"That's what these things are for," he growled, his voice low and dangerous. "You will marry Baron Manfred and you will make sure he gets you pregnant with an heir within the year."
Duke Khalan gave his daughter's ample breast one last squeeze before he dropped away his hand.
"I have arrangements to make," he snapped offhandedly as he headed for the door. "Make sure you put on a good show at the funeral today."
Brianna stared after her father as he left, pale and shaking in a mix of fear and anger. Perhaps being the Queen wasn't going to be quite the liberation she'd expected.
***
Unsurprisingly the King's funeral was a sombre occasion. King Thomas had ruled the Kingdom over many decades of peace and the realm had prospered throughout his rule. Even their ongoing war with the Amazon tribes had been brought to an end under the King's rule.
Nobility from all over the Kingdom was in the capital city for the funeral, and the funeral went without a hitch. Bishop Davidian presided over affairs and a number of nobles spoke about the glory of their king, as well as heaping praise upon their new ruler, Queen Brianna, who was very brave and noble in the aftermath of her husband's tragic end.
The funeral was followed by long hours of feasting and toasting that went on well into the early hours of the morning, and the following day, there were more than a couple of painful hangover's being nursed.
The investigation into King Thomas's death had been swift and shallow, with the church's Inquisition declaring Thomas had died of natural causes, his heart giving up on him as he slept.
Queen Brianna however, didn't believe a word of it. Her husband had been fit and healthy, and strong as an ox. He was not the sort of man to keel over and die just because he was sticking his prick into a beautiful woman. For some reason, she herself wasn't even certain of her own motivation; she was determined to reveal the truth.
***
Tessa, Queen Brianna's personal maid and lady in waiting was a stunningly beautiful, curvaceous redhead that frequently turned heads around the castle. However, she was currently standing naked in Bishop Davidian's office, offering herself up to the elderly religious leader.
"I was promised the Queen herself," murmured the Bishop, seated behind his desk. Despite his disappointment, he couldn't help but admire the flawless beauty of the beautiful young maid, not to mention the sinful curves of her completely nude body, right down to the excitingly flame coloured thatch of hair between her long, sleek legs.
"Queen Brianna said that she will come to you and perform her side of the deal," explained Tessa. "But right now it is too risky. She said that in the meantime you can have me. Any way you want."
Bishop Davidian raised his eyebrow at this, his complaints apparently silenced. "Anything?"
"Sure," agreed the sexy redhead with a shrug, her ample breasts jiggling enticingly at the movement causing the priest to lick his lips in appreciation.
"Come over here and sit on my knee," said Davidian, completely forgetting his lust for the seductive Queen Brianna for the time being.
The naked maid made her way around the Bishop's desk and perched her perfect bottom on his lap as he put one arm around her waist.
"I trust the Queen will not keep me waiting too long," said Davidian as he reached up and cupped one of Tessa's big tits, giving the ample breast a firm squeeze.
Tessa bit her lower lip as Davidian began to grope her perfect boobs, his fingers sinking deep in the large pillows of flesh as he squeezed and fondled. He gave her nipples a hard pinch and a twist, and then slipped his hand down across her flat stomach and ran his fingertips through her red pubic hair.
"Very nice," he noted, before leaning down and sucking one hard nipple into his mouth, his tongue sliding all over the expanse of her big breasts. As the priest nuzzled at Tessa's perfect breasts, he ran two fingers across the slit of her vagina and then slid them smoothly up inside her, causing her to gasp softly at the intrusion.
He gave her nipple a playful bite and then turned her face away from him and pulled her ass in close, so that she was sitting right over his swelling crotch. Tessa took the hint and began to grind herself back against the bishop's erection, using her gorgeous bottom to stir his cock to life.
As she humped back against him, his hands were back on her big tits, squeezing, fondling and groping the ample jugs.
After a couple of minutes Davidian gave Tessa's boobs once last hard squeeze and then pushed her up off his lap.
She stood leaning against the Bishop's desk with her back turned towards him as he stood up and hurriedly shrugged off his red priests robe. Beneath he was naked, his aroused cock jutting skywards, brought to life by the naked redhead in front of him.
"I think you know what I want," murmured Davidian as he reached out and cupped her left buttock in his palm. He gave her ass a squeeze.
"Of course," replied Tessa cooperatively. She leant forward over Davidian's desk and reached behind her, grabbing her buttocks and pulling them apart, opening up her ass for the Bishop's hard cock.
"Perfect," breathed Bishop Davidian as he stepped forward and guided the trembling tip of his hard cock into Tessa's perfect ass. The pretty redhead gasped as the old priest stuffed his hard prick into her bum.
Davidian grabbed Tessa's hips and pushed a little harder, wedging more of his thick cock inside her. He gave a moan of pleasure at the tightness of her ass around his hard shaft as he began to slowly rock his hips, sliding his cock in and out of the voluptuous maid.
"I can't wait until I get to bugger the Queen like this," he murmured as he started to fuck Tessa's ass with more vigour. "Holy God you're tight!" he cursed.
Tessa moaned as the horny priest pumped her ass and she pushed back to meet each of his thrusts, letting his cock sink deeper into her each time. Tessa wasn't a stranger to anal; in fact the now deceased king had even used her ass a number of times in the past.
It didn't take too long before Tessa's lithe young body writhing on his dick was too much for the dirty old priest. His body tensed and he thrust deep into Tessa's ass and let out a loud cry of unrestrained pleasure.
Bishop Davidian's hips lurched as he pumped the busty maid's ass full of cum.
"Consider yourself blessed my child," he said as he pulled his spent penis out of her tight ass.
***
Brianna was raging. Her husband had just died, under strange and mysterious circumstances, and as far as she could tell, no one seemed very interested in finding out the truth. And despite Brianna's sudden rise to power, she still felt like she had no control over her life, with her father, Duke Khalan, seeming to pull all the strings.



Her father's rule was most evident at this very moment, as she sat at her wedding feast beside her new husband -- the scrawny, meek and bookish Manfred Firestone, lord of the eastern part of the realm and liege to one of the largest armies in the kingdom.
Brianna's father had insisted on her marriage to the timid, middle aged nobleman, to ensure that the old man's powerful family remained her ally. It seemed that at the moment allies were somewhat thin on the ground.
Brianna's bitter machinations were interrupted by her brand new husband patting her hand, she turned and Manfred gave her a sickly weak smile, before his gaze unsubtly dropped to her expansive cleavage and the older man licked his thin lips.
The Queen gave a sigh, she supposed she should count her blessings. Manfred was clearly not a boorish hulk as her previous husband had been. He was weak and easily controlled and although they were now married it was her that was the Queen, as her consort he had no real power himself. Their marriage was purely to unite their families and nothing more.
Duke Khalan had spent most of the wedding feast moving around the room, speaking with various noblemen and ensuring they still had support. He spoke briefly with a Baron from one of the Northern provinces and then moved over to stand behind Brianna, leaning close to whisper into her ear as she took a long swallow of wine.
"Make sure you get with child quickly daughter," he hissed into her ear. "I want this marriage sealed as soon as possible. We need the support of the Firestone's."
Brianna's heart sank, having Manfred's slimy hands crawling over her was the last thing she wanted.
"Yes father," she murmured in reply, trying to conceal her grimace.
The rest of the wedding feast went by in a blur. Brianna's pathetic worm of a husband made a brief toast, as did her father. Then, before she knew it, Brianna was standing alone in her bedchamber with her new husband. The moment she had been dreading.
"You look very beautiful," murmured Manfred, breaking the uncomfortable silence. He looked very nervous and Brianna doubted that he had ever been with a woman despite the fact he was almost twenty years older than her.
The Queen sighed. "Well, it is our wedding night so I expect we'd best get on with things," she announced in a matter of fact tone. She was used to her former husband having his way with her body, so she knew that she could endure whatever Manfred wanted of her.
"G...get on with things?" Manfred stammered.
Brianna rolled her eyes, it was clear that he was not going to take the initiative here, which was quite unlike her dead king.
"Yes. I do assume you want to fuck?"
Manfred's eyes were wide. "Ah... you are very beautiful Queen Brianna, truly you are the Flower of Rhoyne."
Brianna remembered the way Manfred had been ogling her cleavage all evening throughout the feast, it seemed as good a place to start as any. She reached up and started to unlace the bodice of her wedding dress. "Do you like my breasts?" she asked, faking a seductive smile in an effort to bring her shy husband to life.
Manfred swallowed as she stepped closer, the front of her bodice falling open and giving him a perfect view of her ample breasts, and impressive cleavage, her nipples barely hidden. "You have beautiful bosoms," he managed to squeak.
Brianna was almost ready to give up on the timid little man, but she remembered her fathers words, it was essential that she consummate this marriage tonight. She reached out and grabbed Manfred's right hand and lifted it to her chest. The middle aged nobleman gave a small peep of excitement as she guided his hand inside the front of her dress and pressed it against her bare breast.
"Oh my," he breathed, his voice quivering with fear and excitement as he felt the hard jut of Brianna's stiff nipple against his palm. Emboldened by his new wife's encouragement he gave her large breast a gentle squeeze, marvelling at the firmness of the ample orb and the sheer size of it. Brianna had been correct in her estimation; Baron Manfred was doubtless still a virgin.
The nobleman gave a moan of appreciation as he gave Brianna's big jug another squeeze, a little harder now as he seemed to realize she was not about to slap him for groping her. His hand slid across to her left breast which he also cupped and squeezed, as if testing how it compared to the right one.
Encouraged by the small signs of interest from Manfred, as he felt her breasts, she reached out and cupped his crotch, feeling a definite hardness there.
"So I see you do like me after all?" she murmured as she rubbed his stiffness through his pants. He didn't feel all that big, but at least he was hard.
"You're beautiful!" murmured Manfred as he pinched one of the Queen's nipples.
"Let's get undressed and fuck then," she said, eager to get things over with. This certainly seemed like a lot more effort than putting up with old King Thomas's rutting had been.
Manfred reluctantly let go of Brianna's boobs and hurriedly started to strip out of his clothes as she did the same. His body was scrawny and pale, just as Brianna had suspected and his almost concave chest had a thin layer of grey hair all over it. Between his skinny legs, Manfred's cock was quite small, but it was currently stiff and pointed straight out towards his beautiful bride.
Brianna lay back on the bed and beckoned her husband over to her, her sleek, well toned thighs parted and ready for him.
The thin nobleman climbed onto the bed, his hands shaking with nervousness as he moved between Brianna's parted legs, his bony hips digging into her inner thighs. He gave one of her big tits a quick squeeze and then wiggled his hips, trying to slide his cock into his sexy new wife.
"Is it in?" Brianna felt nothing as Manfred squirmed on top of her and she briefly wondered if it was just that he had a tiny dick.
"Not yet," he replied, reached down between their bodies and fumbling around with his prick.
Brianna sighed impatiently and pushed away his hand, reaching down between his legs to guide his cock into her. To her surprise his previously erect penis now felt soft and rubbery in her hand.
"It's gone soft," she said in surprise with a frown of annoyance. The beautiful Queen had never had a cock go soft on her before, but then again, she'd never slept with an old man like Manfred. She started to stroke the limp organ in her soft hand in an attempt to bring it back to life.
"Sorry," mumbled Manfred uneasily as he awkwardly lay on top of her and she rubbed away at his flaccid member.
"Suck on my tits," suggested Brianna, using her other hand to pull his face down into her bosom as she remembered how her big breasts had previously turned on the weedy nobleman.
Manfred enthusiastically did as he was told, slurping one of Brianna's hard nipples between his lips and sucking eagerly. He moaned and pressed his face into her big tits, flicking at her nipple with his tongue.
"It's not working," Brianna announced after a few minutes of fumbling at his cock and him dribbling and drooling all over her tits. "Roll over."
Manfred climbed off her and lay back on the bed as she took the initiative. Even the mere thought of sucking on her pathetic new husband's cock made Brianna's skin crawl, but she was desperate to get him hard and it was the only trick that came to mind. She actually yearned for her former husband's rapid fire fucking at this point, Manfred was proving to be a lot of work, and dirty work at that.
"Oh my!" gasped Manfred as he watched Brianna bend down over his lap and felt her warm breath on his crotch. Was the stunningly beautiful Queen really going to put his penis in her pretty mouth?
Queen Brianna grimaced as she got up close and personal with the scrawny nobleman's groin. His small cock was completely soft and flaccid, lying lifelessly on his thigh, the tip glistening with a drop of precum, no doubt from his previously aroused state.
Brianna gingerly reached out and took hold of his soft penis with one hand, holding it between her thumb and forefinger. In it's unaroused state his dick looked even smaller than she'd first thought, barely a couple of inches. She used the thumb of her other hand to wipe away the sticky precum from the tip of his cock. The Queen took a deep breath and then leant down, reluctantly opening her lips and putting her hot mouth down over his cock.
"Oh!" gasped Manfred with a short, sharp whimper as his cock was suddenly bathed in the wet warmth of Brianna's mouth. The feeling was amazing, even better than the joy of touching her big tits. His cock immediately began to stir as her tongue rubbed against him, and the sight of her beautiful face, stuffed with his cock was absolutely mind boggling.
Brianna gave a moan of encouragement and began to suck on Manfred's cock, heartened as she felt him slowly start to thicken and grow in her mouth. She bobbed her head over his lap, using her lips to pull and stroke on his cock as her tongue swiped all over the short length of him.
"Oh!" gasped Manfred again, his hips lurching up off the bed, yearning to meet the bobs of Brianna's mouth over his cock. He was now close to hard again and Brianna increased the pace of her sucking. Due to the small size of his penis she easily took the full length of him into her mouth, each time her lips moved down his shaft they pressed right against the very base of his cock, her nose burying in his pubic hair.
"Ahhh!" Brianna was taken by surprise as Manfred abruptly cried out. His body jolted on the bed and his cock started shooting into her surprised mouth, thick ropes of sticky cum spurting across her tongue.
Brianna snatched her head back, coughing and spluttering at the surprise mouthful of cum.
"Oh!" groaned Manfred as another spurt of cum launched from his twitching cock and splashed into the Queen's surprised face.
It took all of Brianna's considerable will and self control to suppress her anger as she sat back, using the sheet of their bed to wipe Manfred's stick load from her face. She leant over the edge of the bed and spat, trying to get the horrible taste of his sperm from her mouth. It seemed her blowjob had been perhaps a tad too effective at restoring her husband's arousal. Cum on her face wasn't exactly going to get her pregnant.
"Sorry," mumbled Manfred, although the blissful expression on his face suggested he wasn't particularly remorseful. "Do you want to try again?"
Brianna scowled down at Manfred's cock, which was once again flaccid and lifeless and now sticky with cum and her saliva. Her whole body was immediately nauseated at the thought of putting him back into her mouth and trying to once again suck him to life.
The buxom Queen gave a sigh, "We'll try again tomorrow."
***
The following night however, Queen Brianna found she had other duties to attend to first.
"I'm so glad you finally called for me," murmured Bishop Davidian as he entered Queen Brianna's room, pulling shut the door behind him.
The Queen was seated in front of a mirror, brushing her long blonde hair, dressed in a silken nightgown.
"We did have an agreement," admitted the Queen. "I trust Tessa was suitably compliant."
Davidian gave a lecherous grin as he fondly remembered the thorough buggering he'd given the pretty young redhead. He stepped up behind the Queen. "She was an adequate distraction, but not what I was promised."
Brianna tried to repress a shiver of revulsion as the Bishop placed his hands on her shoulders. The middle finger on his left hand was adorned with the oversized golden ring of his office.
Davidian licked his lips as he looked down at the beautiful Queen. The liberal swells of her breasts were framed by the low cut neckline of her nightdress and the priest had a wonderful view down into her deep cleavage.
"So you have the information I requested?" asked Brianna stiffly as she felt Bishop Davidian's hand slide down from her shoulder.
"Yes, the king did not die of natural causes, he was poisoned," Davidian gave a low murmur of appreciation as his hand closed over Queen Brianna's full right breast, cupping the ample globe through her gown.
"Exquisite," said Davidian as he squeezed Brianna's breast. His groping hand slid over to her left breast, which he also grasped firmly, enjoying the way the large round melon overflowed his palm. "The poison was an unusual one, known as Angeldust Root."
"Why did your Inquisition announce he died of natural causes then?" asked the Queen in confusion, momentarily ignoring the Bishops rough handling of her tits as he squeezed and mauled her through her gown.
"It was at the request of your father," replied Davidian. "I thought you knew that."
"Oh, of course," agreed Brianna, trying to hold back the anger that was rapidly growing inside her. "My maid said you took her in a most unnatural way," she said, her voice sounding slightly unnerved. "I trust you do not have the same intentions for your Queen?"
Davidian slipped his hand down inside the neckline of Brianna's nightdress so that he could caress her bare breasts. "I will be satisfied by just seeing your royal lips wrapped around my holy sceptre," he replied as he pinched the Queen's nipple.
"Very well," agreed Brianna with some relief.
Bishop Davidian grinned and let go of the Queen's big breasts. He moved around to stand in front of the gorgeous blonde, between her chair and mirror, in her seated position her face was right at his crotch level, the perfect height for what he had in mind.
"I have dreamt of this moment since we first made our bargain," Davidian said as he pulled up his ceremonial robe. His cock was erect and poking out towards Brianna's regal face. "Why don't you give my little choir boy a kiss your highness?"
"Of course your holiness." Brianna leant forward and pressed her full lips against the head of Davidian's cock, tenderly kissing the trembling tip of his manhood.
The Bishop gave a moan of pleasure as her soft lips touched him, his cock lurching in anticipation. He could feel her warm breath on his dick and he couldn't wait to see her beautiful face impaled on the end of his penis.
"Suck it," he ordered anxiously when Brianna didn't do anything following the teasing kiss.
Brianna grinned playfully up at him and then obligingly parted her lips and formed a perfect oval with her mouth.
Davidian was about to thrust into that inviting orifice when there was a sudden loud knocking on the door.
"Are you in there Brianna?" it was frail the voice of Manfred Firestone, the Queen's husband.
Bishop Davidian cursed as he dropped his heavy robe back down, covering his now painfully erect penis. It seemed that his reward would have to wait for another day.
The Queen's Consort Manfred entered, and was quite surprised to see Bishop Davidian. "Oh, your holiness!" squeaked Manfred anxiously. "I did not realise you were with the Queen."
"Never mind," replied Davidian somewhat brusquely, trying to conceal his disappoint and frustration.
"The Bishop was advising me on spiritual matters regarding my late husband," explained Brianna. "He was just leaving."
"Yes," agreed Davidian reluctantly. He cleared his throat, "I was just leaving."
With that he strode irately from the room, leaving Manfred alone with his new wife.
After the disastrous blowjob on the first night of their marriage, Brianna had avoided Manfred all day and didn't catch his eye once. There were a few minutes of uncomfortable silence before the introverted old nobleman finally spoke.
"I just need to use the chamber pot," he stammered, quickly heading across the room.
While Manfred took a quick piss in the chamber pot, Brianna quickly got up and slipped into bed, hoping to avoid any chance of a repeat performance of the previous nights clumsy oral encounter. Before she had a chance to fake sleep however, Manfred and returned and moved around to her stand by her side of the bed.
"You know that th...thing..." stammered Manfred, obviously nervous. "That thing you did."
"What are you talking about?" demanded Brianna with irritation.
"That thing you did on our wedding night. With your mouth?"
Brianna made a face at the memory. "A blowjob. What about it?"
"C...can we do that again?"
Brianna froze. Sucking Manfred's cock again was the last thing she wanted to do. However she had to ensure their marriage lasted, her own secure position on the throne depended on it.
"Fine," she agreed brusquely.
Manfred grinned widely at her compliance and he immediately dropped his trousers, his soft penis dangling between his skinny thighs right in front of Brianna's face.
Brianna grudgingly reached out and took hold of Manfred's flaccid cock in her soft hand. She could hardly believe she was doing this. Here she was, Queen of the realm, the most powerful woman in all of the land, and she was obliged to suck this pathetic little man's soft penis.
The Queen gave a sigh of defeat as she lifted Manfred's tiny little dick to her lips and slipped her mouth down over him. Manfred stood at the edge of the bed, grinning like an idiot as she started to suck noisily on his limp penis, bathing him in her warm saliva as she bobbed her head over his groin.
"You're so beautiful," Manfred breathed as his sexy wife reluctantly gave him head and his small cock began to stiffen and grow between her talented lips. He reached down and slipped his hand down the front of her nightdress, grabbing one of her large breasts and giving it a squeeze as she sucked him.
"This is wonderful," he added, his hips rocking slightly as he fed her his dick. He was now hard but she still effortlessly took his whole penis into her hot mouth. Manfred squeezed harder on Brianna's large breast, kneading the delightfully big orb as he began to actually thrust with his hips, pushing his cock harder into her mouth with his other hand resting on the back of Brianna's head to guide her movements.
Brianna let him fuck her mouth for about five minutes, the hand on her breast become rougher and rougher as he got more and more turned on.
Manfred suddenly stopped his movements, letting his hard cock pop out of the Queen's sexy mouth. "I think I'm ready to fuck," he told her as he climbed into bed on top of her.
Brianna pulled up the hem of her nightdress as her scrawny husband clambered on top of her, his knee painfully bumping into her thigh as he squirmed on top of her.
"Stick it in me then," whispered Brianna, trying to urge him on. Her father would be pleased at least.
Suddenly Manfred stopped moving on top of her. "Sorry," said, his voice filled with disappointment.
"Shit!" swore Brianna in disgust. What was wrong with him?
"I'm sorry," repeated Manfred as he straightened up, still kneeling between her sexy thighs.
Brianna sighed in frustration.
"Can I stick it back in your mouth?" he asked hopefully. He wiggled his soft dick with one hand.
"Fine," agreed Brianna in a mix of disgust and defeat.
***
The first thing the next morning, Brianna immediately confronted her father.
"Poison!?" she yelled angrily as she stormed into his room. She froze as she took in the sight that greeted her.
Duke Khalan, her father, was kneeling on his bed completely naked. Kneeling in front of him, getting vigorously rogered by the older nobleman, was a pretty young maid, blonde with big tits. The maid was of similar age and build to Brianna herself.
"Brianna?" replied Khalan mildly in surprise, stopping his thrusting against the maid's naked bottom. The girl's heavy tits swung beneath her curvy body.
"Ah..." Brianna stammered, the wind somewhat removed from her sails. "Can we, er... speak for a moment."
"Of course my dear," agreed Duke Khalan. He slapped the maid across the flank. "Leave us."



The made hurried extracted herself off the end of the Duke's erection and grabbed her clothes, scurrying from the room.
Brianna quickly turned away as her father's raging erection came briefly into view, before the old duke climbed slowly off the bed and grabbed his trousers.
"So what can I do for you?' he asked as he slowly tugged on his pants.
Brianna was still turned away from him. "Did you have Thomas murdered?" she demanded, still angry but not as furious as she had been moments before walking in on her father fucking a maid.
"Murder?" repeated Khalan in mild surprise. "I believe the King died of natural causes."
"Don't play the fool with me father!" snapped Brianna. "I know Thomas was poisoned, and that you ordered the investigation stopped."
Duke Khalan sighed in apparent frustration. "Brianna my dear, does it really matter how he died? You didn't even like the fool. I remember you crying and begging me not to make you marry him."
Brianna spun back around, and was relieved to see her father had pants on. "It matters to me!" she cried.
Khalan shook his head patiently at his daughter. "Look Brianna. Yes I did get the investigation closed, have you stopped to think how it would look if it came out that the King was poisoned? And that he was with you at the time? That you were fucking him at the time?"
"I..." Brianna stammered, not sure how to answer. Why did she care about how Thomas died anyway?
"No, I didn't have him murdered," he father assured her, although Brianna wasn't sure she was convinced by him. "Just let it go Brianna. It's better for me, it's better for you, and it's better for our family, and it's better for the Kingdom."
"Fine," replied Brianna stiffly, her jaw set with determination suggesting she wasn't quite ready to let this go at all.
***
As it turned out, Angeldust Root was indeed a very rare and deadly poison. In fact there was only one person in the whole city who could supposedly source the lethal substance, a master poisoner who went by the name Greythorn.
Bravely, perhaps foolhardily, Queen Brianna decided to meet this master poisoner alone. Her main reason was the sensitive nature of her enquiries; her father's warning had definitely given her some pause for thought.
The master poisoning business seemed to be treating Greythorn rather well. Brianna met the poisoner in his large, richly decorated townhouse which was not far from the centre of the city. Greythorn's manservant led the Queen to a rooftop garden that was carefully maintained and was decorated with a number of rare plants and trees. The weather was fine and the surroundings unexpectedly tranquil for such a sinister meeting.
Greythorn, the master poisoner, was a rather unimpressive middle aged man. He was average height and weight, possessed average looks and was all in all rather average. Brianna had perhaps been expecting some menacing master criminal, but instead met with what appeared to be a very normal man. Even his handshake had been rather weak.
After Greythorn's servant served them spiced wine and a small selection of delicious looking cakes, they got down to business.
"What can I do for you, your majesty?" asked the poisoner as he took a small sip of his wine.
Brianna reached for her wineglass, and then thought better of it. She was having afternoon tea with a master poisoner after all. Instead she took a deep breath and cut right to the chase. "Angeldust Root," she said, watching Greythorn's face closely for his reaction. "Have you heard of it?"
Greythorn hesitated only a moment. "I am familiar with the substance," he replied guardedly.
"I am told that you are the only person in the city that can source the substance," Brianna told him.
"More than likely," allowed Greythorn. "In my line of work the competitors often meet premature ends." Greythorn reached out and grabbed one of the cakes, popping it in his mouth and chewing noisily.
Brianna tore her eyes away from the plate of cakes, "Have you sold any recently?" she asked.
Greythorn raised an eyebrow at this question. "I'm sorry your highness, but I'm not in the business of revealing my business."
"Listen," snapped Brianna, "I..." her throat caught and felt like it was frozen. Brianna's eyes widened as she felt every muscle in her body abruptly go slack and she collapsed down out of the chair, falling on the grass floor of the townhouse roof.
Greythorn smiled smugly. "Very clever not tasting my cakes or drinking my wine your highness," he said as he stood up from his seat and moved around the table to where Brianna was lying.
"Your caution was completely pointless of course," added Greythorn as he crouched down beside her paralysed body. "You are dealing with a master poisoner after all."
Brianna focussed and strained, trying to will be her limp muscles back to life. It was a hopeless effort however.
Greythorn held up his hands, palms facing towards Brianna. "A contact poison. Applied to my hands. You absorbed it into your skin when we shook hands. I myself have built up a resistance to the substance of course."
Inwardly Brianna was cursing and panicking all at once. What did this bastard have in store for her, he knew she was the Queen after all. Ransom? Execution? This was not good.
To Brianna's complete astonishment, Greythorn's hands dropped down, pressing onto the upthrust sphere's of her breasts, cupping them through her dress. Brianna's futile attempt to regain control of her muscles resumed as the master poisoner squeezed her big boobs in his hands.
"A perfect pair of breasts," he murmured in admiration.
Brianna's mind was racing, what the hell was going on? Had he poisoned her with the intention of raping her? But she was the Queen! Was it him that had poisoned Thomas?
Greythorn hummed softly to himself as he began to unlace the bodice of Queen Brianna's dress.
"I always like to sample from my more beautiful customers," Greythorn told her, his tone was very matter of fact and conversational. Inside Brianna was raging; it felt so galling to be incapable of stopping this man from having his way with her while she was completely conscious. And she was the Queen! How dare he defile her in this manner!
Greythorn pulled open the front of Brianna's bodice revealing her bare breasts. The two mountainous globes thrust up from her chest, full and plump, topped by nipples that had hardened in the cool air.
"Magnificent," breathed Greythorn in admiration. "The royal bosoms," he added as he reached into her open bodice, helping himself to a good hard squeeze of Queen Brianna's ample boobs.
"I imagine only kings have touched these puppies," said Greythorn as he groped and massaged Brianna's perfect jugs.
Queen Brianna's eyes went wide as Greythorn leant forward and pressed his mouth against hers. His tongue darted into her lifeless mouth as his bulk pressed down on top of her. As his tongue probed deep into Brianna's unconsenting mouth, he ground the bulge of his crotch against her thigh.
"Very tasty," murmured the master poisoner as he broke off their one-sided kiss. "Now let's see what you have under here." He dragged up the hem of her skirt, exposing her long slender legs and her regal pussy.
"Superlative!" exclaimed Greythorn as he ran one hand up the length of Brianna's right leg, admiring the smoothness of her warm skin. His groping hand slipped up between Brianna's thighs and cupped her pussy.
Brianna's nostrils flared slightly, the only sign of her anger as the poisoner slipped a finger up inside her moist cunt.
"Excellent," breathed Greythorn, sawing the digit in and out of her most intimate orifice. "The poison also acts as a mild stimulant," he explained, "which is why you are lubricated. Kind of a nice bonus really."
Greythorn lifted himself up off the prone, helpless blonde and began to unfasten the front of his trousers. He pulled out a rock hard erection.
"Now for my favourite bit," he told her, reaching down and giving her right breast a firm squeeze, rubbing his thumb across her hard nipple.
Greythorn positioned himself between Brianna's thighs, taking his erection in one hand and guiding it to the wet entrance to her sex. He rubbed the tip of his cock against the lips of her vagina and then slowly pushed forward.
The master poisoner gave a long, satisfied groan as his hips surged forward and his stiff pole penetrated the Queen's defenceless twat. "Oh yeah! That's the trick!" he groaned as he felt her tightly clutching pussy around his throbbing member.
"I wonder if it's treason to fuck the King's wife?" he said enquiringly as he pushed forward with his hips, feeding more of his length into Brianna's snatch. When he had bottomed out, the entire length of his hard cock inside her, he leant forward on his elbows, pressing his weight down on top of her, and positioned himself to vigorously fuck her.
Greythorn gave a low, throaty groan as his hips started to pump and he began to ram his hard cock into Brianna, his loins bouncing briskly between her perfect thighs. As he fucked her, one of his hands slipped down, sliding across her shapely hip and reaching beneath her to grasp the taut sphere of her left buttock, squeezing the peachy globe eagerly as he pulled her up against his thrusting pelvis.
"Ah, that's it!" he gasped as he humped rapidly into the Queen's cunt, the small rooftop garden filled with the sound of slapping flesh.
As he fucked her, Greythorn dipped his head down and captured the tip of one of Brianna's heavy breasts, sucking eagerly on her nipple.
To the shocked Queen's dismay, as the crazy poisoner got into a rhythm, his hips pumping and bucking wildly, he began to whistle to himself. He was clearly thoroughly enjoying fucking her, almost like taking a walk in the park.
It didn't take much longer, Greythorn's hard-on surged inside Brianna's now soaking pussy, cum squirting deep within her as he loudly cried out in orgasm. The poisoner's body tensed on top of the Queen's, his toes curling inside his socks as he spent himself deep with the gorgeous woman.
"A perfect fuck," he told her as he slowed the rhythmic grinding of his hips, milking out the last of his semen into her pussy.
***
After getting raped by Greythorn, it had taken only about fifteen minutes for the poison he had drugged her with to wear off.
Brianna had been livid at first, ready to kill the nasty little man, but when he'd offered her the information she was after she managed to hold herself back.
Even now, back at the castle, Queen Brianna had been very tempted to send the guards over to imprison or behead the poisoner, but she decided that depending on where her inquiries led, the assistance of a master poisoner could prove rather useful.
Other than her father, Duke Khalan, there was only one other person that Brianna still trusted. Tessa, her personal maid and lady in waiting.
When Greythorn had told her that he had sold the Angeldust Root to a lowly guard by the name of Mat, she had decided to send Tessa to pump the guard for information rather than going herself. After all, it wouldn't really do to be seen visited the castle barracks, far too many watching eyes and gossiping mouths.
Tessa, ever obedient, had immediately made her way to the castle barracks and tracked down the guard called Mat.
Mat was quite young, probably about eighteen or nineteen, and clearly not the sharpest. When Tessa had given him her most seductive look, and dragged him into the laundry room, he hadn't immediately got the hint.
"Um, I can't really help you fold the laundry sorry ma'am," he told Tessa as she shut the laundry door and stepped close up in front of the young soldier. "If Captain Ramsay finds me away from my post I'll be in big trouble."
Tessa, the gorgeous, buxom redhead, took Mat's hand in hers and tugged off his leather glove. She lifted it to her lips and softly kissed his palm, causing the surprised young guard to frown.
"Ah, I thought you said you wanted some help with some clothes?" he said. He gave a snort of surprise as Tessa sucked on the tip of his index finger, her lips pressing firmly around the digit and her tongue twirling interestingly around it as she moved his finger slowly back and forth between her lips, almost as if she was..
Mat gasped as she drew his hand down to her chest, the vast globe of her ample right boob pressing against his palm. Mat swallowed as Tessa's other hand closed over the top of his, encouraging him to squeeze her large breast.
"I do want help with some clothes," Tessa purred, grinning up wicked at the young guardsman. "You can start by helping me out of this dress."
"Oh," squeaked Mat. He wasn't exactly the best looking young man, this kind of thing didn't happen to him.
Tessa turned away from him, looking back over her shoulder. "Can you undo the back of my dress please sweetie?"
"Sure," agreed Mat, his voice cracking slightly and going up half an octave. With shaking hands he reached up and untied the back of Tessa's dress. The gorgeous redhead, pushed the gown off her shoulders and let it drop to the floor. Beneath she was completely naked. Mat's gaze dropped down to Tessa's bare ass, admiring the smooth, flawless globes of her buttocks and the enticing crack that separated them.
"Oh!" gasped Mat as she turned back around and he saw he massive tits and the scarlet thatch between her sleek thighs. The poor young lad almost fainted at the magnificent sight.
As Mat started dumbly at Tessa's sensational body, the busty young maid's hands were at work between his legs, unfastening the front of his leather pants and pulling out his cock. Mat gave a small whimper as Tessa's cool fingers stroked his painfully erect penis.
"Very nice," murmured Tessa as she stroked playfully on the guard's cock, one of her hands reaching down to toy with his testicles at the same time.
As the gorgeous redhead tugged on Mat's erection, his hands almost unconsciously rose up and grabbed her big bare breasts, giving them a probing squeeze.
"So where do you want to stick this big thing?" asked Tessa as she mischievously licked her lips. Her hands were now moving quite rapidly over Mat's cock, stroking the hard length in her fist.
"Huh?" mumbled Mat as he squeezed Tessa's big boobs, he was still kind of bewildered by the pretty maid's sudden advances.
"In my mouth?" suggested Tessa, pouting slightly to make her lips more inviting. "Or maybe in my pussy?" she asked, smiling wickedly as she watched Mat's eyes go wide at that suggestion. "Or perhaps in my ass?"
"Ah..." Mat stammered, his hands frozen over Tessa's tits as his mind tried to process the gorgeous redhead's staggering question.
"Come on big boy," pressed Tessa, her voice husky. "Which hole do you want?"
"Pussy," whispered Mat, barely able to speak. The young guard couldn't believe his luck.
"Good choice," murmured Tessa. She let go of his cock and spun around, leaning forward over a nearby table that was covered with freshly washed and folded piles of clothing, mostly guard tabards.
"Knock yourself out," she offered, her pert backside jutting out towards the young guard she was seducing.
"Oh wow!" murmured Mat as he stepped up behind her. His cock was hard as a rock from the attention that Tessa had been giving it, and it was now lining up perfectly towards her delicious bottom.
The guardsman reached down and took hold of Tessa's curvy hips as he moved close behind her, the tip of his dick nestling in between her thighs towards the moist entrance to her pussy.
"Ugh!" he gave a grunt as he thrust himself into Tessa's delightful pussy, his hips slapping against the flesh of her ass as he penetrated her.
"Oh God that feels good!" Mat groaned as he slowly started to screw the gorgeous maid, his hips pumping, driving his cock in and out of Tessa's tight vagina. "Oh thank you so much for letting me do this!"
"Just shut up and fuck me!" snapped Tessa. He was a cute enough kid, but she could do without the grovelling.
"Oh shit!" swore Mat as he suddenly started cumming, his seed flooding Tessa's pussy prematurely.
Mat's groans of orgasm suddenly dropped to a strangled gurgle and his weight fell forward on top of Tessa's back. She felt his dick pop from her pussy and a spurt of cum splash against the back of her thigh.
"Huh," grunted Tessa as she pushed the young guardsman off her. She lifted herself up off the table and glanced at the still body of the guard. "Looks like this poison business is spreading."
...to be continued...
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Queen Brianna was certain that there was a conspiracy afoot now. Not only had her husband, the king been murdered, but now she was sure that there was a cover-up to conceal who killed him and why. And Brianna was determined that she would get to the bottom of it!
The Queen stormed through the hallways of the castle, straight down to the barracks and into the office of the Captain of the Guard.
"Captain Ramsay, I demand some answers!" Brianna snapped as she slammed shut the door behind her.
Ramsay was a young officer in his early thirties, about the same age as the Queen herself. He was a good looking soldier who'd quick risen through the ranks to take on command of the King's personal protectors.
"Your majesty!" Ramsay gave a flourish and a low bow. "What can I do for?"
Brianna's eyes narrowed as she noticed the handsome young guard captain's gaze wander down over her voluptuous body, lingering on her ample bust and impressive cleavage.
"I am informed that one of your soldiers died today?" said Brianna, her initial anger somewhat dampened as she remembered she still had to be a little careful about her own personal little investigation. The last thing she wanted was for word of her enquiries getting back to her father.
Captain Ramsay's line of sight flickered from her face to her bosom and back again. "Yes, that is correct your majesty."
Brianna hesitated a moment, deciding how best to play this out. Her eyes flicked coyly up and down Ramsay, he was a good looking man.
Brianna took a deep breath, the carefully practised action causing her large breasts to swell up, her cleavage threatening to pop out from the top of her bodice. The Queen gave a small smirk as she saw the Captain's eyes immediately drawn to the display.
"I need information Captain," said Brianna, her voice slightly husky. She stepped closer, reaching out and gently touching the soldier's arm. "I want a full investigation into the guard's death. An in depth investigation."
"I see," replied Ramsay, sounding a little uncertain. "My sergeant tells me that Mat died of natural causes."
Brianna gently stroked Ramsay's strong jaw line, feeling the scratch of his stubble against her soft hand. "If you get me what I want to know then I will be very grateful Captain," she breathed, moving closer still. The generous curves of her body were almost touching the Captain now.
Ramsay swallowed. "Of course your majesty," he said with a nod.
Queen Brianna leant forward, her face right next to Ramsay and the ample swell of her bosom touching his chest. "I will very, very grateful," she murmured, her soft lips gently brushing his earlobe.
***
That evening, Queen Brianna dined alone with her consort, Baron Manfred of Firestone. The dinner conversation was sparse and boring as they had very little in common.
Admittedly, Brianna was distracted. Thoughts of her secret investigation into Thomas's murder were flying around in her head, and every time she looked up at her elderly husband, she couldn't help but shudder, her fathers strict instructions to get pregnant as quickly as possible almost making her want to flee the city.
"You know, not long after I was first married to Thomas, he jumped me during dinner," said Brianna.
"Excuse me?" exclaimed Manfred in surprise, almost choking on the chicken wing he'd been daintily nibbling on.
"He took me right on the table," she added.
"This table?" blurted Manfred, not sure how to respond to the Queen's bizarre admission.
"No," the buxom blonde replied with a frustrated sigh. "It's been replaced years ago, but my point still remains."
"Your point?" asked Manfred witlessly.
"You do find me attractive right?" asked Brianna.
"Of course," said Manfred hurriedly. "You're beautiful. And your breasts are absolutely magnificent."
"Then fuck me!" she snapped. "Rip my clothes off and take me. Right now!"
"Oh... err... right," stammered Manfred, looking as nervous as hell. He stood up uncertainly and approached Brianna's end of the table. He was still holding his half eaten chicken wing in one hand, the grease dribbling down to his wrist.
Brianna remained sitting, wanting to give her spineless husband a chance to take control.
"Right," he coughed. "I'll... take you right now on the table." He frowned down at the piece of chicken in his hand. Manfred swallowed and then hurried dropped it on the table next to Brianna's plate.
He reached out and grabbed Brianna's right breast, giving it a squeeze. Manfred then noticed that his hand was still covered in grease from the chicken and he'd just made a mess of the Queen's gown.
"Oh, er, sorry," he apologised, immediately letting go of Brianna's big tit and wiping his hand on the back of his trousers.
"Oh come on Manfred!" exclaimed Brianna in frustration. "Bend me over the table and screw me!"
"Yes...of course," he agreed meekly. "Let the...er... fucking begin!"
Manfred awkwardly guided Brianna to her feet and started to bend her forward over the edge of the table.
"Wait, I..." Brianna protested as she saw that she was about to get pushed into a bowl of gravy.
"Shut up wench!" snapped Manfred, attempting to assert his dominance. He pushed his wife forward, her chest descending directly into the gravy, soaking the bodice of her dress.
"Shit! The food!" snapped Brianna angrily.
"Oh!" yelped Manfred in surprise, letting go of her.
"Fucking hell!" complained Brianna as she turned slightly, displaying the brown goop that had drenched the front of her dress.
"Sorry," apologised Manfred immediately.
Brianna had to bite back her anger as she realised their lovemaking was once again heading into disaster territory. "Forget it. Let's just get on with this."
Manfred reached out and scooped some gravy out of her cleavage with one finger. He brought it to his mouth and licked it clean. "Delicious!" he announced.
Brianna shook her head in dismay and turned around, pushing away the gravy bowl and bending back forward over the table, this time of her own volition. "Take me Manfred!" she cried dramatically, trying to get back into the spirit of things.
"Prepare to be mounted wench!" announced Manfred, starting to tug up the back of her dress. It seemed his idea of wearing the pants in their relationship involved calling her wench.
Manfred pulled the back of her dress right up to her hips, exposing her deliciously round and bare ass. He immediately grabbed her right buttock and gave it a squeeze.
Brianna heard some rustling and fumbling behind her, presumably it was her husband removing his trousers. Then she felt his hands of her ass once again. There were a few clumsy squeezes, followed by a finger crudely inserted into her pussy, causing her to gasp aloud in surprise. She felt something squidgy rub against her pussy and the back of her thigh.
"Hmm..." murmured Manfred.
Brianna craned her head back over her shoulder to see what the hold up was, only to see Manfred move around the side of the table to stand by her head, his soft cock held in one hand, right in front of her face.
Before Brianna could complain, the old man guided his flaccid penis towards her mouth, rubbing the slimy tip across her closed lips. "Just for a few minutes, please," begged her hopeless husband.
Brianna closed her eyes and opened her mouth, letting Manfred's limp dick slide in between her lips. She closed her mouth around his rubbery shaft and began to obligingly suck.
Manfred gave a small, happy whimper, one hand dropping onto the back of Brianna's head and holding her in place. It was a rather awkward position, lying over the edge of the table, her body pressed down and her head turned to the side, her cheek still resting on the surface of the table and held firmly in place by her husband.
"That's it wench, suck that cock!" moaned Manfred as he began to move his lips, sliding his cock back and forth between her lips, the shaft quickly swelling and hardening from her skilful suction.
It took about thirty seconds for Manfred to go from flaccid to fully erect, his cock jutting upwards against the inside of Brianna's cheek. He was not ready to leave her mouth however.
Manfred tightened his grip, pinning Brianna's head down against the table as he started to pump his skinny hips faster, thrusting his cock deeper into the beautiful blonde's mouth.
"Oh yeah!" groaned Manfred as he fucked Brianna's mouth, driving his erection deep between her lips.
After about a minute he drew out and Brianna's heart rose, was he finally going to actually fuck her pussy?
Manfred held his erection by the base and slapped the Queen's cheek with the end of his cock. He then rubbed her cheek with the tip of his penis, leaving a smear of pre-cum that glistened in the candlelight from the chandelier above them.
Manfred's gaze flicked down to the back end of his wife, where her dress was still bunched up around her waist, her bare ass sticking up in the air. He gave a small moan as his gaze returned to her face and her full, pouty lips.
"Can't help it," he whined as he tightened his grip on Brianna's head and shoved his cock back into her mouth.
Brianna gagged slightly at the unexpected re-entry, her eyes going wide.
Manfred pulled her head across closer to the edge of the table and started to fuck her mouth, thrusting for all he was worth.
The elderly nobleman grunted as he humped his beautiful young wife's face, repeatedly plunging his cock deep between her lips and into her throat. His eyes were closed and his back arched as he fed his erection into her reluctantly sucking mouth.
Brianna realised she wasn't going to get his cock out of her mouth until he squirted, so she did her best to suck and lick on his madly thrusting manhood.
"Ah yeah!" groaned Manfred, pumping faster and faster. "You love sucking that cock, don't you wench!"
He gave a final cry as he clutched Brianna's face in against his crotch, his scrawny buttocks clenching as his cock spurted.
"Uh!" Manfred grunted as his balls churned and unloaded, his thick jizz shooting deep into Brianna's mouth and down her throat.
Once again Queen Brianna swallowed her husband's seed. It wasn't going to get her knocked up inside her belly, she knew that for a fact.
***
It wasn't until two days later that Queen Brianna finally heard back from Captain Ramsay. Unfortunately the Captain didn't come to her, she had to track him down, finally locating him in the armoury doing an inventory of the castle's weapon and armour stocks.
"Ah, Captain Ramsay, I finally track you down," said the Queen as she entered the armoury and found Ramsay bent over a barrel counting the arrows inside.
Ramsay spun around in surprise. "Oh, your majesty," he gave her a quick bow. "Ah, what can I do for you?"
He didn't seem to be very pleased to see her, no doubt the investigation was not progressing as Brianna had hoped. Perhaps Ramsay lacked the proper motivation.
The Queen immediately moved across the room, standing close to the anxious soldier. She reached out and took hold of his right hand, squeezing it through the leather gauntlet he was wearing. "Captain Ramsay, I've been looking everywhere for you."
"Oh. Um, stock take," he replied, gesturing rather lamely with his free hand. He swallowed as Brianna's other hand stroked his bare wrist, just above where his glove ended.
"We haven't spoken since our discussion on your deceased guardsman," she the Queen carefully. She reached out and gently touched her palm to the Captain's chest, feeling the muscle beneath his tunic.
"Yes, well," Ramsay stammered a little. "Ah, investigations have been somewhat slow..."
"What have you got?" snapped Brianna impatiently.
"Well not a lot," admitted the Captain. "Although I have discovered some rumour of Mat having a lover. A secret lover."
"I see," remarked Brianna taking interest. "Who is she?"
"Er, we...that is I, don't know," Ramsay's gaze flicked down for a quick peek at Brianna's cleavage which was spectacularly on show as always.
"Captain Ramsay," began Brianna with a sigh. "I don't think you understand how important this is to me."
"I...it has my full attention," he tried to assure her.
Brianna cast her gaze disdainfully around the armoury. "I can see that," she replied sarcastically. "Listen. You will find out who this woman is, and you will also find out how the guard died and what he was up to before his death. I want to know everything."
"Yes your majesty."
Brianna slowly drew Ramsay's hand up to her bosom, his gloved hand instinctively closing around the ample mound of her right breast, squeezing through her gown. "When you are successful I will be very grateful. Very grateful indeed."
Ramsay's eyes were glued to the Queen's chest, watching his own hand as it squeezed and massaged Brianna's heavy tit through her gown. He licked his lips, sliding his hand over to her left breast which he also groped eagerly.
As Ramsay fondled her breasts, Brianna slipped one hand up between the Captain's thighs, squeezing his crotch in her palm, feeling the hardness there. "I will be candid Captain Ramsay," she said, her voice husky as she traced the outline of the Captain's hard cock through his trousers. "My husband is not the most reliable in the bedroom, and I have my needs. If you rub my back, I will be more than willing to rub yours."
Ramsay gave a small moan from the back of his throat. His other hand came up to join the first, squeezing the Queen's immense knockers ardently.
Brianna gave Ramsay's hard-on one last squeeze and then reached up, disengaging his groping paws from her chest. "But until you have some information for me, some real information, you'll have to stick to fucking your own hand instead of something much, much sweeter."
She spun around and marched out of the armoury. Hopefully that would give the Captain the incentive he needed.
***
Duke Khalan entered his daughter's chambers. Inside Brianna's maid Tessa was busy polishing a set of silver cutlery.
"Where is my daughter?" asked the Duke as he approached the pretty young redhead.
"The Queen has gone to church I believe," replied Tessa, putting down the silver gravy bowl she had been cleaning.
The Duke moved behind Tessa, standing uncomfortably close. "I see," he replied slowly.
Tessa tensed as she felt the Duke reach up and grab a lock of her red hair, running his fingers through the burgundy strands. "Your hair is quite striking," commented the nobleman.
Tessa swallowed nervously. "Thank you m'lord."
Duke Khalan ran his hand down from Tessa hair along the length of her spine. His palm stroked over the curve of her inner back and down to the swell of her firm posterior. Tessa gasped as his hand slid down and cupped one of her buttocks, giving it a squeeze through her dress.
"How long have you worked for Brianna?" asked Khalan as he moved in close, pressing himself against Tessa's back, his hands moving up to hold her by her shapely hips.
"Several years," whispered Tessa in reply. She felt the hardness of the Duke's crotch rubbing against her ass.
Both of Khalan's hands slipped up from Tessa's waist to cup her big tits through her dress, giving them a hard squeeze.
"I...I should probably get back to work m'lord," hinted Tessa as the older nobleman ground his bulging erection into her round bottom. The hands on her breasts began to knead her full jugs.
"Hmm, very nice," breathed Khalan as he mauled her hooters and ground his cock into her ass. "So did the King ever have his way with you too?" he asked.
"Yes, I gave King Thomas pleasure sometimes," whispered Tessa, grimacing as the Duke gave her breasts a particular hard squeeze.
"So you've fucked Thomas, Thomas fucked my daughter, and now I'm about to fuck you," murmured Khalan. He reached up and grabbed Tessa's dress, up near her shoulders. He gave a small grunt of effort as he yanked the dress off her slim shoulders, causing it to rip slightly. Tessa gasped as the Duke wrenched the dress down to her waist, leaving her topless.
Duke Khalan gave a murmur of appreciation as he slid his hands back up to cup her now bare breasts, squeezing the large, warm flesh of her melons in his hands.
"What about Manfred?" asked Khalan as he pinched Tessa's nipples, rolling her big tits around in his hands. "I bet that horny old bugger has done you as well?"
"Er, no your lordship," replied Tessa.
"Hmm..." murmured Khalan thoughtfully. He let go of Tessa's breasts and reached for her dress once again, this time pushing it down over the curvy swell of her hips and stripping her completely naked.
The old duke's hands stroked across Tessa's bare back and down over the smooth roundness of her bare bottom. "Gorgeous," he murmured.
He spun her around to face him, both his hands rising to grab her big breasts, lifting the firm young jubblies as he leant forward to taste them. The old Duke gave a moan as he swiped his tongue up the length of Tessa's cleavage and then turned to suck one of her hard nipples into his mouth.
Khalan sucked on Tessa's nipples for a few moments, licking each of her breasts hungrily.
"Down," he instructed, placing his hand on her head and urging her to kneel down at his feet. The duke then unfastened his trousers, dropping them to the ground. As Tessa had felt against her bum previously, he was already hard.
The gorgeous maid gave a surprised gasp as Khalan grabbed a handful of her red hair and yanked her head in close to his crotch. Unexpectedly though, he didn't shove his cock into her mouth, instead he wrapped her soft red hair around the shaft of his dick and started to stroke himself.
Tessa glanced up nervously at Duke Khalan, not sure what she should be doing as he stroked his cock in her hair. The elderly duke had his mouth open and his tongue poking a little out as he rubbed his hard shaft with her soft locks. Tessa winced as he pulled slightly on her hair while pleasuring himself.
After a couple of minutes, the duke reached down and pulled Tessa roughly back onto her feet. He spun her around and bent her forward over the table, in the process knocking the silver gravy bowl onto the floor.
Khalan placed one hand on Tessa's ass, giving it a squeeze as he reached out with his other hand and grabbed handful of her hair. Tessa gasped as he tugged on her hair, pulling her head back and arching her back, the motion causing her delightful ass to jut out towards his erection.
"That's good," breathed the duke as he lined his cock up with Tessa's pussy and then thrust into her.
Duke Khalan pulled hard on Tessa's hair as he pumped against her ass, slamming his hard cock deep into her pussy. The lovely buxom maid arched her back, grinding her ass back against him to meet his thrusts. Despite the fact she didn't share the duke's obvious eagerness, she was eager to make this carnal encounter as quickly over as she could.
Khalan moaned, both his hands moving to grip Tessa's shapely hips as his own bony hips thrust faster, his hard cock pumping in and out of the delicious young cunt in front of him. There were definite perks to nobility.
The room was filled with Khalan's grunts and the sound of his hips slapping against Tessa's shapely buttocks. "Uh!" Khalan's breathing became faster as he approached orgasm. Suddenly he pulled out of Tessa's inviting cunt, and almost immediately his cock spurted, thick ropes of cum splashing across the beautiful maid's ass and lower back.
"Mmm, very good," breathed Khalan as he wiped his dick on the girl's ass.
"You didn't cum in me?" remarked Tessa, more out of surprise than any concern.
"That's right. Can't be having any bastard children, now can we," explained the ever-careful duke.
***
Queen Brianna was in an irate mood the next day. Not only had she still heard nothing of use from Captain Ramsay, she'd also had a rather unpleasant rude awakening that morning.



Her deep sleep had been awakened by a heavy weight on her chest. She had opened her eyes to see her new husband Manfred naked, and straddling her chest, waving his surprisingly hard erection in her face. Not exactly the first thing she wanted to lay eyes on when she woke up.
Reluctantly, Brianna had let the puny old man push his dick into her mouth and fuck her face. The old nobleman had grabbed hold of her hair and pumped his cock in and out of her unenthusiastically sucking mouth, pushing her head back down into her pillow with each thrust of his bony hips. Brianna had been under no illusions that he was going to pull out and fuck her, and frankly she was too annoyed and tired to try and coax him into her twat.
Manfred had eagerly made love to his pretty young wife's mouth, finally shooting his copious load down her throat. It hadn't been the best start to the day for Queen Brianna.
Not long after Queen Brianna had finally got the foul taste of Manfred's cum out of her mouth, she had an unexpected visitor.
"Sister...Cathlen was it?" remarked Brianna tentatively as the pretty young priestess entered.
"Yes, your highness," Cathlen curtseyed low. She dressed in traditional black and white priestess garb, but even those thick, unflattering garments did little to disguise her beauty.
"The Bishop sent you?" guessed Brianna.
"Yes your highness," Cathlen nodded. She glanced around the room and appeared nervous.
Queen Brianna sighed. "What does Davidian want?" she asked. "You may speak frankly, sister."
"Thank you, your highness," Cathlen gave another curtsey. "The Bishop sends news. Information."
One of Brianna's carefully plucked eyebrows rose slightly at this. "Tell me."
"The Bishop understands you are asking questions about a guard?" probed Sister Cathlen cautiously.
"Yes. Mat, the dead guard," agreed Brianna.
"Bishop Davidian told me to tell you that the guard had a mistress."
"Yes, yes," snapped Brianna impatiently. "I know this already."
"The mistress is your maid, Tessa."
Queen Brianna's blood ran cold. "You are sure of this?" she demanded.
"Yes, your highness. Bishop Davidian was most specific," replied Cathlen.
"I see," said Brianna through gritted teeth. She had not been expecting that name. Tessa was the only person she trusted, and that included her father.
"The Bishop was also very specific about receiving his reward," added Cathlen.
Brianna gave the priestess a sharp glare. "Reward?"
Cathlen swallowed, clearly nervous. "Yes, your highness. Davidian, I mean the Bishop said that he is sick of waiting."
"Is he?" remarked Brianna coldly.
"Yes," Cathlen quietly replied. "The Bishop said he wants your ass."
***
Captain Ramsay's gaze boldly moved down across the lush curves of Queen Brianna's body as she entered the soldier's chambers. He grinned broadly as she approached and he slowly licked his lips.
"You can wipe that smirk off your useless face right now!" snapped Brianna, not in the mood to play with the young guardsman.
"Excuse me?" blurted out Ramsay, taken aback. He'd clearly been expecting more of the Queen's flirting.
"The lover, I know who she is!" barked Brianna.
"Your highness?"
"Tessa!" hissed Brianna, her tone filled with fury.
Ramsay frowned. "Who's Tessa?"
"My maid!" cried Brianna angrily. "That little bitch is behind this!"
"I see," replied Captain Ramsay uncertainly. "We will have her arrested, you can count on that."
"I want her captured right now!" snapped Brianna in fury. "And you will see to it personally Captain."
"Yes, your highness," Ramsay gave a low bow. When he straightened up, his gaze was on the Queen's cleavage. "Perhaps we could discuss incentives again?" he suggested cautiously, licking his lips and letting his stare rest meaningfully on Brianna's bosom.
"Just get the bitch and bring her to me," growled the Queen through gritted teeth.
"Of course Queen Brianna," replied Ramsay with a smooth bow.
***
"Would you like a slice of cake perhaps?" offered Greythorn gallantly as the master poisoner sat calmly observing his surprise guest.
"No thanks," replied the beautiful young redhead opposite him. Tessa, maid to Queen Brianna.
"A shame," said Greythorn. "The Queen was also rather wary of my cakes, and they are so wonderful I can assure you. So what doesn't the Queen require of me now?"
"Angeldust root," replied Tessa.
"Yes, I have already discussed this with the Queen, and she is aware of the purchaser," explained Greythorn, picking up a small, delicately iced cake and popping it into his mouth.
"No, this time she wishes to purchase some Angeldust root herself."
"Ah, I see," said Greythorn, his mouth full of half chewed cake as he replied. He swallowed noisily before continuing. "I have a small amount of the root still left, however it is difficult to come by and the price is considerable."
"That will not be a problem for the Queen of the realm of course," said Tessa.
"I require payment in advance," added Greythorn.
Tessa seemed taken aback by this. "The Queen's word is not good enough for you?"
Greythorn's eyes narrowed as he regarded the buxom maid. "I admit that the Queen has been very... accommodating to me. However I do insist on payment up front before I will hand over the root."
Tessa shifted uncomfortably in her chair. "That is unacceptable. The Queen requires me to return with the poison this very day."
Greythorn stroked his chin thoughtfully. "You are not here on behalf of the Queen, are you?"
The red haired maid paled slightly. "I need that poison."
Greythorn smiled, "I'm afraid that I'm not in the charity business. No money, no Angeldust."
Tessa took a deep breath, the action causing the impressive front of her bodice to swell up enticingly. She slowly and seductively traced her upper lip with her tongue. "Perhaps we can work out some other payment method?" she suggested. "I know you have a reputation for...enjoying your female clients from time to time."
Greythorn waved off her offer. "I think not my dear. I could fuck without your consent with the smallest application of one of a number of substances, something which I am right now considering in fact. I fail to see any value in what you are offering when I can easily have you for free."
Tessa's eyes narrowed angrily. "As I said, I am aware of your reputation, and also the manner of your conquests. But I am offering you something very different."
Greythorn frowned. "What is that?" he asked, his curiosity piqued.
"Consent," replied Tessa.
The poisoners frown deepened. "I'm not sure I understand what you mean."
"You always poison women to have your dirty way with them," explained Tessa. "What I am offering you is something better. Consensual sex. You might get your jollies sticking your prick into a lifeless pussy or a slack, dribbling mouth, but have you experienced someone actively slurping on your cock? A tongue swirling around the shaft, a pussy tightly clutching your dick. Have you ever had a woman ride you? Call out your name in passion? Or do you just want a lifeless doll to stick your cock into?"
Greythorn's mouth was dry at Tessa's vivid descriptions. "Deal."
Tessa grinned victoriously. She stood up and walked over to Greythorn, smoothly perching her peachy bottom down on his lap and wrapping her arms around his neck. "Just out of interest, were the cakes poisoned?"
Greythorn nodded. "If you'd eaten one, we wouldn't be having this conversation, your slack, paralysed mouth would have been stuffed full with my cock."
Tessa grinned. "You are a wicked man Greythorn. I'm actually looking forward to this."
Not waiting for an answer, Tessa leant forward and hungrily pressed her mouth to the poisoners, kissing him passionately. Greythorn moaned and kissed her back, his tongue eagerly seeking hers. Tessa had been correct in her guess; the poisoner had never had consensual sex with anyone.
Greythorn slid his hand up from where it was resting on Tessa's hip, sliding up her side to cup and squeeze one of her substantial breasts through her dress.
Tessa broke off their kiss and seized Greythorn's hand, prying it off her tit. "Uh ah," she scolded him. "I'm in charge here. This time you're the passive one."
The gorgeous flame haired servant slid down off Greythorn's lap, moving to her knees at his feet. She slid both her hands up along the inside of the poisoner's thighs, cupping the swell of his crotch with both hands and giving it a firm squeeze through his trousers. "I see you like that idea," she commented as she reached for the lacings on his pants.
Tessa reached into Greythorn's pants and drew out his cock. It was erect and rigid, pointing stiffly up in the air and ready for action. Tessa gave a small murmur of appreciation as she leant forward, lightly brushing Greythorn's cock against her soft lips. The beautiful red head then blew lightly on the tip of his shaft.
Greythorn watched the busty maid, spellbound by the tender attentions she was giving his penis. The gorgeous maid's tongue slipped out from between her lips and teasingly lapped at the head of his cock, delicately tracing the slit with the very tip of her tongue. Greythorn gave a low grumble of pleasure as Tessa's tongue swirled around the head of his cock.
"Mmm, I like your cock," murmured Tessa as she slipped her warm mouth down over the head of his penis, suckling the trembling shaft and causing Greythorn to moan in approval.
Tessa spent a few moments slurping noisily on the end of Greythorn's cock, sensing the poisoner's frustration as his hips lurched up off his seat and he tried to stuff more of his length into her mouth.
Smiling around the mouthful of cock, Tessa shifted her position to get a deeper angle and then plunged her mouth right down on Greythorn's cock, taking the whole length inside her talented mouth.
"Ah fuck!" groaned the poisoner as his manhood was abruptly swallowed by the skilful cocksucker.
Tessa lips bottomed out on the very base of Greythorn's trembling shaft, her nose buried in his pubes and her lower lip actually touching the top of his ballsack. Greythorn leant back in his seat, groaning noisily as Tessa moaned around his cock, forming an impossibly snug envelope around his entire shaft with her hot, wet mouth.
The deep throating maid held his cock there for a moment and then drew back up to the head of his cock, swirling her tongue around the tip and then planting a soft tender kiss on it.
"Mmm, delicious," she said, taking a deep breath before once again descending down his cock, swallowing the long shaft right into her throat.
"Oh yeah!" Greythorn was in heaven as Tessa began to bob her head over his cock, her deep throating was amazingly effortless.
Tessa sucked the poisoner for a few minutes, her head bobbing rapidly up and down as the tight seal of her lips slid up and down his hard shaft. When she was satisfied that Greythorn was sufficiently ready she stood up, giving his hard cock one last stroke with her hand before reaching for the lacings on her bodice.
"Time to fuck now big boy," she told him and she pulled open the front of her servant's dress and pulled it down off her shoulders.
Greythorn let out a sharp gasp of admiration as the redhead's sensational naked body was revealed. Tessa was tall and slender, her body well toned but also sinfully curved in all the right places. The maid's breasts were full and ample, topped by hard nipples, and the red hair of her pubes was glistening slightly with moisture, clearly turned on and ready for him.
Tessa placed her hands on Greythorn's shoulders and leant forward over him, letting her heavy breasts fall forward into his face. The grateful poisoner immediately captured the tip of Tessa's right breast in his mouth, sucking eagerly on her nipple as she rubbed her expansive cleavage into his face.
After a moments suckling, Tessa moved forward, straddling the sitting man's cock. She reached down between her firm thighs and grasped his stiff erection, aiming the trembling tip towards the dripping entrance to her sex.
"Are you ready Mr Master Poisoner?" asked Tessa as she rubbed the tip of his cock against the lips of her vagina.
"Ah!" groaned Greythorn. "I'm beyond ready Miss Queen's Maid."
"Fuuuccck!" Greythorn let out a long groan of pleasure as Tessa lowered herself down onto his cock, her hot pussy clutching at the shaft as she pressed herself down onto his lap, his hard cock filling her.
"Ahh!" Tessa gave a moan of her own as she started to grind herself on Greythorn's lap, bouncing slowly up and down as she ride his erection.
"Oh yesss!" gasped Greythorn as her cunt milked his erection, her peachy ass bouncing rapidly on his lap.
Tessa's ample breasts jiggled in front of Greythorn as she fucked the older master poisoner, and his hands finally left his sides for the first time since she'd mounted him, reaching up to squeeze and grope the ample melons as they fucked.
Greythorn squeezed tightly onto Tessa's big tits, his hips hunching up off the chair and his hard cock lodging deeper into Tessa's snug cunt as she ground down to meet his thrusts.
It didn't take long for Greythorn to be pushed over the edge. With a long groan and a lurch of his hips, his cock surged inside Tessa, thick spurts of cum shooting up into her as the poisoner pitched back in his seat, still gripping tightly onto Tessa's knockers.
The pretty redhead rocked her hips down onto Greythorn's spasming cock, milking every last drop of his cum from him.
"Wow," breathed Greythorn when he was finally spent. "You were right, that was something I've never done before." He pinched the maid's hard nipples as she rose up off his glistening cock.
***
Later than evening, Queen Brianna was in a rather foul mood, she still hadn't had any word from Captain Ramsay about the whereabouts of her missing maid. Unfortunately she didn't have the time to track down the lazy Guard Captain and find out what was going on because she was busy entertaining her elderly husband.
These days entertainment, as far as Manfred was concerned, involved shoving his penis repeatedly into his pretty young wife's hotly sucking mouth. An understandably entertaining diversion.
Brianna wasn't quite sure how she'd come from Queen of Realm to an old man's cum drinker, but there she was, kneeling in the centre of their room as the old Baron gripped her long blonde hair and enthusiastically fucked her mouth.
The Queen was still wearing her gown, however the bodice was gaping wide open and her heavy breasts spilling out, her nipples brushing against Manfred's skinny thighs as he rammed his cock between her pursed lips.
"That's it wench, suck that big cock!" grunted Manfred, happily thrusting away, using her mouth as if it was her cunt. The old Baron had recently taken to calling her a wench while he was getting blown, not something the Queen was particularly pleased about. She would have to put her consort in his place at some point in the near future, however she was currently sidetracked investigating her deceased husband's murder and the likely involvement of her maid, Tessa.
Manfred tightened his grip on his new wife's blonde locks and increased his pace, shoving his cock into her mouth and full force. Brianna made a small gagging noise at his crude thrusting, but managed to deep throat him without choking, taking his cock right to the hilt so that his balls actually touched her chin each time he pushed forward against her face.
"Ah, that's it!" groaned Manfred, clutching Brianna's head tightly against his groin. The lovely Queen sensed that it wouldn't be long before he came, and she briefly considered getting him to switch to her pussy, or at least trying to.
However, before she could do anything the door of the room swung open and Brianna's father, Duke Khalan entered. Brianna's eyes went wide in surprise, unable to say anything with her mouth stretched into a wide oval around the shaft of Manfred's prick.
"Good evening your majesty," said Khalan with a smirk as he glanced down at his lovely daughter on her knees before her new husband, her ample breasts uncovered and glistening with some saliva that had dripped down from her chin.
"Oh...Duke Khalan!" said Manfred in shock, releasing his wife's head.
Brianna fell back off Manfred's cock, coughing and gasping for air.
"Please," said Khalan politely. "Don't stop on my account."
"Oh," replied Manfred, looking a little unsure of himself. Without really thinking the old Baron grabbed hold of Brianna's head and shoved himself back into her mouth.
Brianna gagged in surprise and shoved the old man back away from her, again coughing and sputtering. "You idiot!" she snapped angrily at her husband, before glaring up furiously at her father.
"Hmm, perhaps I should wait in the dining room," said Khalan, turning smoothly on his heels and leaving the room, a large smirk on his face.
"Um, sorry about that," said Manfred meekly, wincing as he looked over at the expression of rage on his pretty wife's face.
"Just get your pants back on and we'll go find out what was so urgent that my father walked in on the royal bedchamber," growled Queen Brianna, starting to lace up the front of her bodice.
"Yes my dear," agreed Manfred timidly. Funnily enough he wasn't calling her wench in her current mood.
They quickly made themselves decent and went to the dining room to meet with Brianna's father. The Duke had already poured three glasses of red wine and was looking rather pleased with himself.
"Something to celebrate father?" asked Brianna calmly as she sat down at the table, ignoring the glass of wine.
"Indeed!" replied Khalan. "There is good news from the provinces. We have received word from Lord Athan, congratulating you on your recent wedding as well as promising his support to the throne."
"Good news indeed," agreed Manfred. The old Baron knew he was out of his depth around the powerful Duke Khalan so he picked up one of the wine goblets and took a long swallow, before hesitantly taking a seat.
"Yes, it seems that our alliance with your family has paid off Baron," granted Duke Khalan. "And Athan's return will ensure that the Amazon's don't get any ideas about breaking the peace treaty."
Brianna chewed her lower lip, barely paying attention. She couldn't help but think about her maid, the traitorous bitch Tessa. The Queen briefly considered bringing up the matter with her father, but based on their previous conversation on the subject he wasn't likely to be happy to hear about her ongoing enquiries.
"Well," said Khalan after a moment's uncomfortable silence in which it became obvious that Brianna had nothing to add to the news. "I realise I was interrupting you newly weds, so I think I shall depart and let you get back to it."
Brianna shot a dark glare at her father as he departed. Sometimes her father was a real asshole.
Manfred however, was on his feet as soon as the door closed, one hand fumbling at the front of his pants, the other tipping his goblet back to slurp down the last of his wine.
"What on earth are you doing?" snapped Brianna, looking over at her husband in disgust. After that interruption and with her racing mind, the last thing she wanted was suck the old bastards prick back to life again.
"I'm going to fuck my wife is what I'm doing," replied Manfred, his voice sounding unusually proud.
Brianna glanced down at Manfred's groin and was surprised to see a stiff penis jutting out from the thatch of grey pubic hair between his legs. "You're hard?" she remarked in surprise.
"That's right wench!" growled Manfred. "Now bend over the table and lift your skirts."
"Er..." Brianna was taken aback. "You don't want me to give you another blowjob?"



"Hurry up and bend over wench!" ordered Manfred, his voice cracking slightly.
The stunned Queen got to her feet. Whatever had come over Manfred, she might as well go with it. The voluptuous blonde hiked her gown up around her waist as she bent forward over the dining table, sticking her exposed bum out towards her clearly ready husband.
Manfred held Queen Brianna by her shapely hips as he shuffled up behind her and lined his cock up with her startled vagina.
"Here I come wench!" he grunted as he thrust forward, shoving his erection into his beautiful young wife.
Brianna grunted as she was penetrated, his hard cock sliding deep into her, despite it's usual diminutive size she felt it filling her.
"Ah, yess!" groaned Manfred. "I'm inside you! I'm actually inside your pussy!" He sounded very pleased with himself.
Queen Brianna gritted her teeth as he thrust again with his hips, shoving his cock deeper. He was definitely inside her, but that certainly wasn't her pussy!
"Oh yeah!" groaned Manfred as he started to fuck his lovely wife's ass, his hips slapping against her round buttocks as he stuffed himself deep into her ass. "God you're tight he groaned!"
Brianna moaned herself as her ancient husband rutted against her bum. This was hardly going to knock her up, but she didn't really have the heart to tell him, despite the unpleasant sensation of his erection pumping her back passage. No doubt the Bishop would be rather jealous of course.
"Ow!" gasped the Queen as Manfred gave a particular hard and deep thrust into her ass. She felt his small cock lodge right to the hilt in her rectum and the weight of his body fall down over her back.
Brianna hesitated a moment and felt that Manfred had stopped moving.
"Manfred? You okay?"
No reply.
"Manfred! Get off me!" she snapped irritably.
Still no reply.
With a grunt of effort, Brianna used her arms to leverage herself up off the table. Manfred's cock slipped out of her and the old man slumped to the ground with a crash.
"Are you okay?" asked Brianna, felling some concern. She crouched down to check on her apparently passed out husband. Only he was dead.
"Not again..." whispered Queen Brianna in horror.
***
Captain Ramsay leapt onto the anchored ship, nodding at the captain and displaying his coat of arms.
The ship's captain, realised Ramsay was one of the King's Guard did not protest at his boarding.
Sporting a satisfied grin, Captain Ramsay immediately headed below decks, one hand resting on the hilt of his sword. With a definite sense of purpose, the captain strode straight down to the cabin at the far end of the hallway and shoved open the door without knocking.
Tessa, former maid to Queen Brianna, spun around at the sudden intrusion, gasping in surprise.
Captain Ramsay smirked and raised one eyebrow as he saw that the traitorous, red haired maid was completely naked. The abundant and sexy curves of her fantastic body uncovered, and on display. He licked his lips as he eyed up the sexy woman's figure.
"Well, well, well," he muttered stepping forward towards the maid.
Suddenly he felt the ship lurch beneath his feet and he glanced up.
"We're casting off," explained Tessa.
"So soon?" replied Ramsay, not seeming too concerned by the fact the ship was leaving the city.
"Well we did murder a king and by now a duke as well," explained the naked redhead. "It didn't seem prudent to hang around any longer."
"Duke Khalan?" asked Ramsay in surprise.
"The old prick decided to fuck me, just like King Thomas did to both me and my mother before that," explained Tessa. "He had it coming. Poison wine."
"I see," remarked Ramsay stepping closer to the gorgeous maid. He ran one hand up over her shapely hip, up towards the ample globe of her right breast. He paused, inches away. "You're not planning on poisoning me for fucking you I hope?"
"Don't be silly darling, with you, it's a pleasure," replied Tessa, taking the captains hand in hers and drawing it up to her breast, she then leant forward and passionately kissed him.
"Mmm," breathed Ramsay in appreciation as they broke off their kiss and he gave her bare breast a firm squeeze, marvelling at it's size and firmness. "And the Amazon's payment is with Lady Valeria?" He asked, his fingers seizing Tessa's hard nipple and giving it a playful pinch.
"That's right," said Tessa, grinning broadly. "I would have taken half the amount, but mother insisted on bargaining. Despite the fact she wanted Thomas dead, even more than I did."
"Well, here's to happily ever after," said Ramsay, pulling Tessa's lush naked body against him and kissing her powerfully.
THE END



        Busty Space Pirates Ch. 06

        Not forgotten, the buxom crew is still out there..

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/busty-space-pirates-ch-06

Title: Busty Space Pirates Ch. 06

Author: GeorgeTasker

Category: Sci-Fi & Fantasy

Description: Not forgotten, the buxom crew is still out there..

Tags: deep throat, bet, blowjob, big tits, anal, titfuck

Series: Busty Space Pirates


Chapter Six: In Transit
"Ah yes, it's good to be the Captain!" groaned Captain Lex McGinnity as the gorgeous ship's doctor, Carmen Taylor, slid her hot mouth down over the top of his erection and slurped noisily on his rod. The dark haired beauty swirled her tongue around the head of Lex's cock and then plunged her mouth down on him, taking him deep into the back of her mouth, a good two thirds of his cock enveloped in the wetness of her mouth.
As the sexy doctor sucked his cock, Lex turned his attention to the other beautiful crewmember in his chambers, the ample chested Kelly Clayton, assistant mechanic. Lex drew the pretty blonde's head towards his and passionately kissed her, sliding his tongue deep into her mouth as he reached up and cupped one of her massive bare breasts in his palm, jiggling the oversized melon roughly.
Although all four members of Lex's original 'Scarlet Rapier' crew were constantly willing and ready to play, recently he'd been a little restricted in his fun time, so the chance to have a ménage a trois was a welcome diversion from the burdens of leadership.
Hired by a mysterious alien by the name of Dominor, Lex and his crew had joined forces with another crew of space pirates from the ship 'The Buccaneer's Revenge' to complete a well paid intergalactic delivery job. The two crews had been mashed together on the large cruiser 'The Mermaid's Pride', the cargo hold filled with their top secret consignment. Whatever was in that hold, Dominor was paying well for it to be delivered quickly and discreetly to the planet Ormond.
"Have I ever told you that you have fantastic hooters Kelly?" asked Lex as he squeezed and kneaded one of Kelly's huge F cup jugs in his left hand. The vast orb overflowed his fingers, but that didn't stop him from mauling and groping ardently at the big boob.
"More than once," replied Kelly, smiling at the compliment. The short haired blonde arched her back, proudly thrusting her gigantic breasts towards her captain for him to play with.
Hard at work, rapidly bobbing her head over Lex's cock, Carmen gave a small muffled moan of protest, worried the Captain wasn't paying enough attention to her hot mouth on his prick.
"Mmm, don't worry baby, you're doing a great job down there," Lex assured the gorgeous doctor, reaching down and running his spare hand through Carmen's dark, wavy locks and pushing her face down harder on his cock, silencing any additional complaints.
Fortunately, when the two crews had combined, Lex had kept his role of Captain, with the other ships captain, Holly Sharp, assuming the role of first mate. Much like his original crewmembers, Holly Sharp was beautiful and well endowed. In fact Lex had tried on a couple of occasions to get into her panties, but had so far been refused. Still, as far as he was concerned, it was just a matter of time.
In fact, in Lex's opinion, the gorgeous blonde would make a rather nice permanent addition to his crew. So long as she learnt to put out like his other girls of course. The same could not be said for the rest of Holly's crew however. As far as Lex was concerned, the sooner he got rid of those four ugly miscreants, the better. They were cramping his style.
"Why don't we take this over to the bed," suggested Lex as he released his grip on Carmen's head and let her hot mouth slid up off his cock.
Lex stood up and led the two beautiful and busty space pirates over to his bed. They were both completely naked, their fantastic, curvy bodies completely uncovered.
"How do you want us Captain?" asked Carmen with a wide, eager smile.
Lex grinned back. "Why don't you begin by putting that talented tongue of yours to work on our good assistant mechanic's twat," suggested the captain. "I rather fancy sticking my cock between those great big knockers she's got."
"Sounds good to me," cut in Kelly, moving onto the bed. Truthfully she was a little annoyed by Lex referring to her as the assistant mechanic. For some reason that she couldn't fathom, when the two crews had joined forces on the Mermaid's Pride, Jim Savage, the other ships mechanic had got the top job and she'd been stuck as his assistant. The bastard had even made her blow him, supposedly so he could get rid of his headache, but Kelly had her doubts.
As soon as the lithe blonde was lying on the bed, Carmen moved between her shipmate's slender thighs, spreading them wide and dipping her head between them towards the mechanic's already moist pussy. It wasn't often that the Captain asked them to pleasure each other, usually he was more interested in being on the receiving end of any tongue lashings. Carmen didn't exactly hate the thought of going down on a woman, but she would definitely have preferred to have Lex's hard cock back in her mouth if she'd been given the choice.
Kelly gave a moan of appreciation as Carmen's tongue rapidly lapped at her clit and slit. Lex was right, the doctor had a talented tongue.
While Kelly was eaten out by Carmen, Lex climbed onto the bed and straddled Kelly's torso, guiding the long hard length of his erection down between the vast, upthrust globes of Kelly's huge tits. The captain reached down and took hold of Kelly's enormous norks, giving them a hard squeeze and then pressing them together to form a snug sheath around his cock.
"That's it Captain, fuck my big titties!" moaned Kelly, thoroughly enjoying the attentions of both Carmen and Lex.
Lex gave a grunt as he started to thrust his hips, pumping his dick back and forth in Kelly's cleavage, enjoying the feel of the ample soft mounds hugged tight around his penis. As he fucked Kelly's perfect F cups, he pinched her nipples and groped the huge melons. Each thrust of Lex's hardon through the sheath formed by her cleavage caused Kelly's bountiful breasts to jiggle and shake enticingly.
Lex leant forward to get a better leverage, thrusting faster with his cock as Kelly reached up and took over holding her breasts, pressing them together around Lex's cock, sandwiching the hard shaft in her abundant titflesh. Lex groaned as he bucked his hips, fucking her gorgeous melons with his stiff prick. As he thrust forward, the head of his cock poked out the top of Kelly's cleavage, bumping into her chin.
The Captain titfucked Kelly for several minutes, enjoying having his way with her gigantic jugs. "Time for some fucking!" he announced as he climbed off Kelly.
Lex saw that Carmen was still on her knee's between Kelly's thighs, her agile tongue tunneling into the busty blonde's soaking cunt. Of course, the kneeling position meant that Carmen was perfectly situated for some fucking.
The Captain moved behind Carmen, lining his hard cock up with the already wet and ready entrance to the beautiful doctor's sex. Lex held Carmen by her shapely hips and thrust forward, sliding his erection smoothly into her tight pussy and causing her to moan into her faceful of Kelly's cunt.
"Oh fuck that feels good!" groaned Lex as he held himself buried balls-deep in Carmen's clutching pussy, the buxom doctor pushing back with her ass against him. "I definitely needed a fuck."
As Lex started to thrust against Carmen, shoving his hard prick deep into her snatch, Kelly suddenly gave a loud cry of pleasure. The voluptuous blonde writhed on the bed, pressing her thighs together around Carmen's head and pulling the doctor's face in against her crotch and she thrust upwards and her whole body arched in pleasure.
Lex didn't slow the humping motion of his loins, his hard cock slamming into Carmen from behind as Kelly climaxed on the lovely doctor's face.
Kelly finally released Carmen's head and rolled over on the bed, breathing heavily as she glanced down and watched the Captain fuck the women who'd just eaten her out so expertly.
Freed from between the busty ships mechanic's thighs, Carmen glanced back over her shoulder at the captain, her face glistening with Kelly's juices. "That's it Captain, shove that big thing into me!" she moaned, loving every minute of the thorough fucking she was receiving.
The Captain's hips were pumping wildly, his hard cock jack-hammering into Carmen's tight pussy and the chambers were filled with the sounds of their slapping flesh. At the top end of the bed, Kelly watched on in post-orgasmic bliss with obvious enjoyment at the sight of their enthusiastic fucking.
"Oh!" moaned Carmen, her voice high and clearly excited. "Fuck me Captain! Fuck me!"
Carmen was moaning loudly now as Lex pistoned into her from behind. His own explosion was not far away now.
In the end it was timed perfectly. Carmen let out a high pitched squeal as she came, and moments later Lex let himself go over the edge. The Captain shoved his throbbing cock deep into the cumming brunette, his balls tightening as he exploded, flooding her hot pussy with his spurting seed.
Carmen moaned in orgasm as Lex's cock lurched inside her, the Captain himself moaning loudly as he came.
"Wow," breathed Kelly in admiration as she watched the pair of them cum.
***
At the other end of the Mermaid's Pride, Billy Cameron, the young gunnery officer was heading down a corridor on the port side of the ship, heading towards the cargo area of the cruiser. As the handsome twenty one year old passed an intersection he stopped in his tracks.
Down the corridor to his left he saw the most gorgeous posterior he'd laid eyes on. The beautifully round bottom belonged to Elizabeth Holmes the communications officer. The sexy, long haired brunette was bent over at the waist, apparently checking some of the wiring in one of the ships intercom units. Elizabeth's flared golden skirt was short enough to give Billy a perfect view of her exposed ass, clad in a skimpy golden g-string that left her delicious looking buttocks mostly bare.
Billy paused, admiring Elizabeth's flawless bum as she worked.
The young gunner wasn't used to having so many beautiful women in the crew. Sure, they'd always had their ultra hot captain, Holly Sharp, but the rest of the crew were a bunch of ugly old men. Having the four busty beauties from 'The Scarlet Rapier' aboard was tough to adjust to. Billy was just glad that Holly had came to see him recently and had allowed him to let off some steam in her pretty little mouth.
Elizabeth seemed to suddenly become aware of his presence and she straightened and turned around. "What's up?" she asked him cheerfully.
If Billy was disappointed at losing the excellent view of Elizabeth's lush posterior, he was placate d by the sight of the gorgeous brunette's magnificent C cup breasts, barely contained by the ultra sexy top she wore which consisted of little more than two vertical strips of gold material that left a considerable portion of cleavage on display.
"What you up to?" Billy asked.
"Just trying to fix the intercom system, it gone a bit haywire," explained Elizabeth. "They seemed to have used some pretty low budget wiring to put it together."
Billy nodded. "I'm glad they didn't skimp on the weapons systems then."
Elizabeth shrugged, the motion causing her tits to jiggle about and almost threaten to pop out from their precarious cover in her skimpy top. Billy was a little disappointed with they remained tucked away from his eager gaze.
"Ah, what do you know about this cargo we're carrying?" he asked her curiously, giving her his most charming smile. So far he'd noticed that their new crew members seemed to react quite well to a little flirting, well except for Kelly and Carmen that is. He and Jim and tricked those two into sucking their cocks back on Clammix 18, before the two crews had even met each other. They still seemed to hold a bit of a grudge, but Elizabeth and Red were definitely warming to him. Probably because he was by far the best looking of his crew. Only the rather distinguished looking Captain Lex gave Billy a run for his money in that department.
Elizabeth shook her head. "No, it's definitely a mystery. The Captain and Red are keeping pretty tight lipped about it. Actually I'm not even sure Red knows what's in there."
Billy nodded. "Yeah Holly hasn't told us squat."
"I'm sure it's something dodgy," decided Elizabeth with a grin. "We are pirates after all."
Billy nodded again. "Still, I'd love to know what's in there...wanna go look?"
Elizabeth looked surprised at this. "What? Break in to it?" she looked a little worried at his suggestion.
"I dunno about that, not break in exactly," replied Billy uncertainly. "I just want to get a closer look. See if we can work out what's in there. I don't want to get into trouble or mess anything up."
"Well I am pretty curious as well," allowed Elizabeth hesitantly.
"Let's go check it out!" said Billy, his eyes glinting roguishly.
Elizabeth couldn't help but share his conspiratorial grin. "Okay."
***
"So how's she going?" asked Pete Munroe as he stepped onto the bridge of the 'Mermaid's Pride' to watch over Red as she piloted the ship. The old pirate was still getting used to the idea that he wasn't the pilot and although he was technically higher ranked as second mate, he was finding it a little difficult to relinquish control of the ship to the fiery young redhead currently sitting at the controls. He was almost in his sixties and was far too old for changes like this. At least it wasn't his usual ship, the 'Buccaneer's Revenge', that was a small consolation.
Alison 'Red' Turner glanced back over her shoulder at the second mate. "Smooth sailing so far, but we're running a little behind schedule."
Pete frowned and took a seat in the co-pilot's chair beside Red. "Problems?" He couldn't help but admire the young pilot's incredible body. She was wearing her assigned gold uniform. Skin tight pants that clung to every curve of her long legs and succulent ass, complete with lacings along the sides that left most of her tanned legs uncovered. The uniform was completed by a sexy golden halter top that displayed the woman's ample D cups to excellent effect and Pete's gaze was repeatedly drawn to her impressive cleavage.
Red shook her head. "She seems to be running fine, just a little sluggish. I can't really put my finger on it," the busty red haired explained. "We should still reach Ormond within a few days."
"Mmm," murmured Pete with a nod, a slight frown on his face.
"So how long have you been on Holly's crew?" asked Red conversationally.
"Um, ever since she's been captain," replied Pete. "I actually piloted for her father on the 'Buccaneer's Revenge' for many years. When Holly inherited the ship I guess I came with it."
"I see," nodded Red, turning her attention back to the controls. There wasn't actually a lot of work to do when they were just cruising along, but she didn't really know Pete well enough to have much of a conversation with him.
They sat in silence for several minutes; the only sound was the gentle humming of the ship's engines.
"So are you a natural redhead?" asked Pete, breaking the silence.
"What?" asked Red, surprised by the question. She turned to face the older officer.
"You know," urged Pete. "Are you red downstairs as well as on top?"
"Of course I am, why the hell do you want to know that?" asked Red, not angry, but mildly annoyed by his cheeky question. She would have expected that from a young guy like Billy perhaps, but not someone Pete's age.
Pete had the decency to look embarrassed. "Well I kind of made a bet."
"A bet?" repeated Red in surprise. "Who with?"
"Holly."
Red's eyes narrowed slightly. Although the busty redhead hadn't had much to do with the ship's new second in command, she already didn't like her much. After all, Holly had taken her place as first mate and it also looked to Red like Lex was getting far too close to the busty blonde. The bitch was probably fucking him, or at least giving him head, thought Red jealously.
"So are you going to prove it?" asked Pete.
"I guess so," replied Red, turning to loosen the lacings down the side of her golden pants. It took a minute, but she eventually peeled down her trousers, revealing a skimpy gold colored g-string. Red hooked both thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pulled the front down and forward, flashing Pete a glimpse of her neatly trimmed, and definitely red pubic hair.
"Hang on a sec, let me see," said Pete sitting on the edge of his seat and gesturing for Red to move closer.
The beautiful young pilot rolled her eyes, but did move in front of her older colleague.
Pete boldly reached up and pulled down the front of Red's panties, once again exposing the auburn thatch of her bush. Red gasped as Pete reached up with his other hand and ran his fingers through the small curly hairs. He rubbed his fingertips over the top of Red's pubic mound, and lightly grazed across the slit of her pussy, burying his hand to the wrist inside her g-string.
"Whoa there big boy!" yelped Red, grabbing Pete's hand by his wrist and extracting it from the front of her panties.
"Well, you're definitely a natural redhead," announced Pete.
"So who won the bet?" asked Red.
"Holly did."
The corner of Red's mouth twitched a little at her disappointment. The last thing she wanted to do was help out that bitch. "So what were the stakes?"
Pete hesitated a second before replying. "Well if I win she had to blow me. If she wins I have to go down on her."
"Wow," breathed Red in surprise. She hadn't expected that, especially from an old bugger like Pete. Perhaps the new crew were not all that different from her, Lex and the other girls.
"But there was more to the bet, so I haven't lost yet," Pete told her, his gaze roving over Red's magnificent figure. The statuesque redhead seemed completely unaware she was standing there in just a g-string and a halter, her fantastic body on display.
"Oh really?" Red raised an eyebrow. "What's the rest of it?"
"Your tits," said Pete, nodding towards Red's ample D-cups. "I bet they weren't real."
"Weren't real?" gasped Red in surprise, feeling a little insulted. "These are all mine big boy!"
"Damn. Can I feel them to be sure?" asked Pete.
Red was getting annoyed at Pete, how could he let Holly win the bet over such obvious things? "I can't believe you think my tits are fake!" she complained.
"Well, they're pretty spectacular," noted Pete. "Now about that feel..."
Red ignored him, but she was somewhat mollified by his compliment. "What about Holly's tits? They're almost as big as Kelly's, they have to be fake."
"Holly's breasts are magnificent," replied Pete, his eyes drifting away as he mentally pictured his captain's wonderful E cups.
Red scowled. "I bet my tits are way better than her ridiculous udders."
"Well get those puppies out and let me see then," instructed Pete.
Motivated by her dislike of Holly, Red pulled off her halter, exposing her flawless D-cups. They were large and firm, topped by dark nipples. The pale flesh of her ample jugs was silky smooth.
"Nice," breathed Pete. "Lean forward."
Red bent forward, offering up her big tits towards the ships second mate who eagerly accepted her gift. He gave a small murmur of appreciation as he reached up and cupped Red's big breasts, immediately giving them a hard squeeze, his fingers sinking deep into the soft melons.
"Very nice. And real."
"I told you," said Red as the older man started to squeeze and knead her vast knockers.
"You've got great tits," Pete told her as he fondled and massaged the huge globes, his hand stroking all over the substantial spheres.
"They're better than Holly's right?" asked Red, glaring at Pete as if daring him to say otherwise.
"I dunno," replied Pete uncertainly as he squeezed a little harder on Red's funbags, almost mauling them now. "It's pretty close. Hard to decide."
"Bah!" snapped Red, pulling away from him, her big tits slipping out of his groping paws. "Mine are definitely nicer."



"And definitely real unfortunately," added Pete.
Red frowned, remembering that Holly was still winning their bet. The last thing Red wanted was to be the cause of Holly receiving any pleasure. "Was there any more to the bet?"
Pete paused, frowning in thought.
Red's eyes narrowed suspiciously. "Are you just making this up as you go along?"
Pete hurried shook his head. "No, no. I'm just trying to remember. That's right. Holly bet you couldn't deep throat me."
Red smiled smugly at this. "Oh I can definitely deep throat you."
"You have to take it all," said Pete warningly. "Lips touching my ballsack. Otherwise it doesn't count."
"No problemo," replied Red confidently. Lex was always very complimentary of her cocksucking skills, and she'd deep throated him on numerous occasions. "Get that thing out big boy," she said to Pete as she dropped to her knees in front of his chair, determined to triumph in this challenge.
Pete pulled his golden trousers down around his ankles, exposing his penis and rather skinny hairy legs. His cock was limp, although slightly swollen; he was clearly somewhat aroused from groping Red's substantial knockers.
"It has to be hard or it doesn't count," advised Pete.
"And I suppose you want me to do the work getting it up?" asked Red.
Pete merely smiled and quietly nodded.
Red gave a sigh and reached out, taking his semi-erect penis in her soft hand and giving it a gentle stroke. He didn't look too big in her small hand, she should be able to do this no problem.
The busty redhead leant forward, bending down into Pete's lap and planting a soft, wet kiss on the top of his dick. Her agile tongue slipped out and swirled around the head of the old man's prick and she felt it lurch in her hand. Red grinned and then slurped Pete's penis into her mouth, bathing him in wetness as she began to suckle on his organ.
The gorgeous redhead gobbled down the entire length of Pete's still only half erect dick, pressing her lips right down to the very base of his cock and sticking her tongue out to lap at his balls.
"Doesn't count unless it's completely hard," Pete reminded her.
Red moaned around her mouthful of cock and started to suck him in earnest, bobbing her head over his lap as she slid her lips and down the length of his hardening prick.
Although Pete was on the receiving end of the occasional sexual rewards from Holly, it had been quite a while since he'd had a blowjob, and sure enough his cock rapidly began to throb with blob and harden in Red's sucking mouth.
Red's eyes went wide as her lips were stretched and Pete's cock grew, and grew, and grew.
"I think we're ready now," announced Pete as Red drew up off his cock, stroking it in her soft hand.
"Wow," breathed the voluptuous redhead as she stared down at the old guy's cock. It looked like it was at least ten inches long, possibly bigger. Definitely a step up from Lex's. Perhaps this would be a challenge after all.
"Let's see this deep throating then," said Pete in eager anticipation.
Red took a deep breath, staring down at the old pilot's surprisingly large cock and tenderly stroking it with both hands. "Here we go," she whispered before leaning forward and slipping her mouth back down over the top of Pete's erection.
Pete gave a moan of pleasure as Red started to slide her lips down his shaft, the head of his cock sliding across her twitching tongue and lodging in the back of her throat.
Suddenly Red's eyes went wide and she gagged, retreating from his cock with a cough and splutter.
Red looked back down at Pete's dick and shook her head, this was ridiculous. He wasn't all that much bigger than Lex who had a very respectably sized penis. She was somehow psyching herself out. She could easily do this.
Red's mouth dropped back down onto Pete's huge cock, more determined than ever. She swiftly sucked over half his thick shaft into her mouth, her lips stretching wide around his manhood. Red gagged slightly again, but this time didn't stop, pushing past it and swallowing about three quarters of his dick, the head slipping right into her throat.
She seemed to have bottomed out or something as she didn't go any further, a small trail of drool sliding from her mouth and down the underside of Pete's hard cock.
Red backed off again, gasping for air. "Damn it!" she swore.
"I guess I've lost this bet too," said Pete.
"No!" snapped Red. "I can do this!"
Once again the busty redhead plunged her mouth down on Pete's erection, sucking forcefully as she again attempted to swallow his entire length.
***
"Fucked if I know what it is," muttered Billy as he and Elizabeth slowly circled the massive crate that filled the cargo hold of the 'Mermaid's Pride'. Although there was still a fair amount of room left in the ship's cargo bay, there was no way the huge package would have fitted in the much smaller 'Scarlet Rapier'.
"Do you think we'll be able to open up without leaving any signs?" asked Elizabeth as she moved closer, inspecting the side of the immense steel box.
"I can't even see a door or hatch," said Billy with a frown. "It seems to be sealed on all sides."
"What about on the roof?" suggested Elizabeth, glancing up towards the top of the wall of the crate, about ten feet high.
"I'll give you a boost," suggested Billy, lacing his fingers together and holding them out for Elizabeth to stand on.
"Righto," agreed Elizabeth, stepping up on Billy's hands. Billy couldn't help but admire the brunette's long slender thighs, fuck she had great legs.
With a grunt Billy lifting Elizabeth upwards so that she could reach the rim of the crate. With her weight supported on her hands, Elizabeth stepped off Billy's hands, her feet scrabbling at the side of the steel crate as she struggled to lift herself up on top of the container.
Unable to help himself, Billy reached up and placed both hands on Elizabeth's ass, giving it a squeeze and a push as he tried to help her up onto the crate. From this position he could look straight up her skirt, and the view was spectacular.
Despite the groping, the push seemed to help and Elizabeth fumbled her way onto the top of the crate.
"Nothing up here either," she called down.
Billy shook his head in disappointment. He had no real reason to worry about the contents of the cargo, that was for Holly and Lex to worry about, but there was still something nagging him about it. He frowned and then pressed the side of his face against the crate's wall.
"Do you hear that?" he called out to Elizabeth.
"What?" she called down.
"It's humming. I can hear a hum."
There was a moment's silence as Elizabeth listened herself. "It's nothing. You're imagining it."
"No, I can hear it!" insisted Billy.
Another moment's silence. "It's probably just the ships engines."
Billy's frown deepened, he was unconvinced. "Ah well, fuck it. We're not going to find out what's in there now I guess."
"Yeah, I'm coming down," called down Elizabeth.
Billy got into position to make sure he got the best vantage point to look back up Elizabeth's short skirt as she climbed back down to the cargo bay floor. The contents of the crate were momentarily forgotten as he gazed up at her stunning g-string clad ass.
***
"Fuck!" swore Red in frustration as she recovered from another coughing and gagging fit. "I can't do it."
"That's alright," Pete assured her. "You definitely tried hard." His big cock was hard as a rock and glistening with the gorgeous pilot's saliva.
"Did you bet anything else?" she asked hopefully. Red was determined to make Holly suck this old man's cock.
Pete nodded.
"What was it?"
"We bet you wouldn't take it up the ass," said Pete, watching Red's reaction carefully.
The busty redhead barely blinked. "Did you bet I would or wouldn't?"
"I said you would."
"Fine. I'll show her!" said Red as she stood up and peeled off her panties, leaving her completely naked. She turned and got on her hands and knees, poking her beautiful round ass out towards Pete. "Come on then big boy," she said, the nickname she'd innocently given him earlier had turned out to be a lot more accurate than she'd expected and she didn't particularly relish the old guy's huge cock stuffed in her anus, but she was determined to win. "Stick it up my ass."
Pete grinned as he dropped down behind Red without delay, both his hands reaching out to squeeze the girl's perfect round bottom.
He lined the tip of his throbbing erection up with the puckered entrance to Red's tight little ass. He wasn't really sure if Red actually enjoyed anal, or if she was just saying she did to help him win the bet. Frankly he didn't really care.
"Uh!" with a grunt Pete thrust forward, his hard cock forcing it's way into Red's ultra-tight asshole.
"Ah!" Red cried out at the sudden entry, feeling the old pilot's huge cock stuffed inside her ass.
"Fuck that's tight!" breathed Pete. His dick was about half burying in the redhead's gorgeous ass.
The old pilot got a good grip of Red's shapely hips as he began to fuck her ass in earnest. Red let out a groan as he stabbed his dick into her, thrusting hard and fast. He couldn't believe how tight she felt, he wouldn't last long.
Pete moaned as he continued pounding Red's bum, the busty beauty gasping erratically as her rectum was stuffed full of thrusting cock. Each time Pete slammed into her, Red's huge tits slapped together underneath her body, swinging wildly as she was rogered.
"Fuck, I'm gonna cum soon!" groaned Pete as he lustfully bashed Red's ass.
"Ah!" gasped Red, barely able to speak as the old man eagerly buggered her sweet ass. If his cock had felt huge in her mouth, it felt even bigger up her ass.
"Here it comes!" Pete gave a bellow of pleasure as his cock exploded. He moaned noisily as he shot his spunk deep into her ass, his hips pumping fitfully as he unloaded into the gorgeous redhead.
"Holy fuck that was good!" gasped Pete when he was finally spent, his glistening cock slipping out of Red's tight ass.
It took Red almost a minute to catch her breath. "Well I guess you're in for a blowjob from Holly then."
"Huh?" stammered Pete.
"You know, the bet."
"Oh right. That. Yeah guess I won."
***
Down in the engine room Kelly heard some grunts and curses coming from the main engine bay. She was still in a good mood from her recent threesome with the Captain and the Doctor and didn't really feel like ruining it by having a run in with the clearly grumpy chief mechanic, but from the sounds of Jim's swearing, something serious was going on.
"Everything okay chief?" asked Kelly, leaning around the door to see what Jim was up to.
"No!" snapped Jim Savage irritably. He'd been on his hands and knee's examining the base of the energy crystal capacitors, but as Kelly entered he stood up.
"What is it?" asked Kelly in concern.
"The ship is fucked!" growled Jim angrily. His bushy moustache was almost quivering with his anger.
Kelly frowned. "Are you serious?"
"Yes damn it!" he snapped. "Get the Captain on the intercom. There's no way we can make it to Ormond without stopping for repairs."
***
"Port Perilous? Are you sure?" asked Holly Sharp uncertainly. The gorgeous busty blonde first mate had a look of deep concern on her pretty face.
Harry nodded. "It's the only spot of civilization this side of Ormond." Harry Barnes, the ship's navigator was a small stunted dwarf with a pockmarked face.
"Shit!" swore Lex. "I'd hardly refer to Port Perilous as civilization." he leant back over to the intercom. "Jim, Kelly. Are you sure the engines can't hold out to Ormond?"
"No way Cap'n!" was Jim's gruff reply. "If we don't dock for some repairs as soon as possible she'll blow."
"Shit!" swore Lex again.
Harry had triple checked the navigation charts but it seemed that their only hope was to dock in the nearby space station Port Perilous. Lex had been to Port Perilous a couple of times before, early in his pirating career. The place was a hive for scum and villainy. Even Space Pirates avoided the place if at all possible.
Lex sighed and turned to Red. "Okay Red. Looks like we have no other choice. Set a course for Port Perilous."
"Aye Captain!" replied Red, shuffling in her seat slightly. She was still rather sore from the buggering Pete had given her.
...to be continued...
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Danny's heart beat faster and he sucked in a deep breath as the gorgeous older woman loomed over his prone form. He was lying on his back on the woman's elaborate 4-poster bed as she straddled his legs and leant down towards him.
The woman casually flicked her long, raven locks over her shoulder and bent forward, pressing the lush curves of her body against him. Danny gave a quiet sigh as he felt the heavy weight of her ample breasts press against his torso, he could even feel the hard jut of her nipples through the thin material of her black dress.
Danny's breathing sped up as he felt her hot breath against his neck and the gentle tickle of her nose on the underside of his chin as she nuzzled in against him, her gorgeous body pressed fully against his. His cock was hard as a rock inside his jeans, a he almost unconsciously humped upwards with his hips rubbing his crotch against the woman's hip as she pressed herself down on top of him.
"Mmm," the dark haired woman gave a soft moan as her tongue flicked out and teasingly traced the line of Danny's collar bone up towards his throat. She planted a gentle kiss against the side of his neck, her lips were cool and moist.
"Ah!" Danny's nostrils suddenly flared and his eyes went wide as he felt the sudden intense pain of her sharp fang's piercing the flesh of his neck. As often as he'd felt her bite in the past, it never got any easier.
The woman gave a deep moan of apparent sexual pleasure as she gently ground her curvaceous body against the teenage boy beneath her and began to slowly drink his blood.
"Mmm, Sylvia," moaned Danny after about a minute. He reached up and gently touched her upper arm.
Sylvia gave a murmur of disappointment as she lifted her head up from the eighteen years young throat. "Enough already?" she asked, her voice husky with longing.
Danny nodded, his head spinning.
"Fine," agreed Sylvia in frustration, her tongue lapped briefly at his throat, tasting the clotting blood that leaked from the tiny wounds her fangs had left. Feeding in this manner was so infuriating; she much preferred using her fangs to rip the throat of her victim so that she could drink deeply of their blood. Sipping Danny's blood for brief snacks was so unsatisfying, barely enough to sustain her.
Sylvia sat up, still straddling Danny's upper thighs.
Danny's felt a little light headed from blood-loss as he gazed up at the gorgeous vampire. Sylvia was a stunning creature. He had no idea how old she actually was, but she looked about thirty. She had long dark black hair that fell to her waist and had a stunning shimmer in the dim lighting of her bedroom. Sylvia's skin was pale and almost pure white, and soft and smooth and flawless. Her lushly curved body was every teenager's wet dream, full, ample breasts, long slender legs, a slim waist and full, deliciously curved hips. Danny always thought of her as a gothic, ultra-sexy version of snow white.
"I guess it's time for your payment then," said Sylvia, reaching towards Danny's crotch.
The smile on the eighteen year old's face widened as the gorgeous, busty vampire unzipped the fly of his jeans and reached her soft hand inside, drawing out his already hard penis.
Sylvia slid down and dipped her beautiful face down into Danny's lap, taking his hard cock into her warm mouth, being very careful not to scratch him with her long, sharp fangs.
"Oh, shit that's good!" gasped Danny as Sylvia's hot mouth plunged down on his erection, sucking noisily.
Sylvia and Danny were neighbours. Danny lived next door with his parents and went to the local college. For the past six months Danny had known that his strange, beautiful neighbour was in fact a vampire. One of the undead. It was crazy, like something out of a movie or horror novel.
The two of them had come to a rather unconventional arrangement. In return for Danny providing a regular, if somewhat unsatisfying, supply of fresh blood, Sylvia gave Danny a regular, and completely satisfying supply of blowjobs.
Every night, Danny would visit his voluptuous, sexy neighbour and let her snack on his blood. She would then suck his cock, giving him some of the best head he'd ever experienced.
"That's it baby," groaned Danny, his fingers running through the soft locks of dark black hair on Sylvia's bobbing head.
Sylvia's mouth slid down Danny's hard cock, her tongue playfully massaging the underside of his cock as she sucked hard on his length. The gorgeous vampire effortlessly sunk her mouth right down to the very base of Danny's hard cock, her lips stretched wide as her nose was pressed into the eighteen years old pubic hair.
"Fuck!" grunted Danny, his entire cock lodged in Sylvia's mouth. She was an incredible cock sucker!
Danny gripped Sylvia's head in both his hands and humped up with his hips, thrusting upwards against Sylvia's sucking mouth. Not needing to breathe, Sylvia effortlessly took his entire cock into her throat without gagging.
"Yeah baby!" he gasped, slightly relaxing his grip on her head. Sylvia immediately began to bob over his lap again, the tight noose of her lips sliding rapidly up and down Danny's stiff erection.
"Lick my nuts as well Sylvia, honey," he instructed.
Sylvia gave a small moan as she lifted her mouth back up off Danny's cock and dipped her lips down towards his balls. She silently noted that the cock sucking always seemed to last much longer than the blood sucking.
Danny moaned happily as Sylvia's soft tongue scraped across his scrotum, licking his testicles and then teasing them with small circles of the very tip of her tongue. As she worked over his nutsack, her hand came up to stroke and tug on Danny's erection, making sure to keep him hard as a rock and ready to unload.
"Yeah, that's nice," groaned Danny as Sylvia feasted on his testicles.
After a few minutes her mouth began to work it's way back up to the base of his shaft and she skilfully licked her way back up to the head of Danny's cock. She was about to plunge her mouth back down onto Danny's cock when he stopped her.
"Wait, I'm gonna cum soon, let me fuck you," he said.
Sylvia chuckled and shook her head. "Uh ah," she refused him with a shake of her head. "Blood for oral is the deal."
"Let me fuck your face then," said Danny.
Sylvia shrugged. "Sure. If you want."
Danny grinned as he sat up on the bed. "Get on your knees," he told her as he stood up in the middle of the bed.
Sylvia knelt at Danny's feet and immediately resumed working over his cock with her talented mouth. The gorgeous dark haired vampire bobbed her head over Danny's cock, slurping noisily on his hard length.
Danny gave a moan and reached down, getting a tight grip on Sylvia's head with both hands and taking control of her sucks. His hips swung as he started to thrust his erection into Sylvia's mouth at full force, shoving his cock right into the back of her throat, his balls slapping against her chin.
"Fuck yeah!" grunted Danny as he happily used the busty vampire's mouth for his pleasure, slamming his cock repeatedly back and forth between her full lips. With each thrust her face pressed right in against his crotch, her chin on his balls and her nose in his pubes.
Danny gave a final grunt of pleasure as he exploded, clutching Sylvia's face tightly in against his groin as he unloaded straight down her throat, thick ropes of cum spurting from his convulsing penis.
Sylvia effortlessly drank down his load, savouring the hot salty semen. Although blood was what sustained her as a vampire, she also enjoyed all warm human fluids, and eagerly swallowed Danny's seed.
When Danny was finally spent, he let go of Sylvia's head and she sat back on her heels.
"That hit the spot," said Danny as he stared down at the raven haired beauty. Standing over her, he had an excellent view down into her deep cleavage, the low cut neckline of her black dress giving him plenty to look at.
Sylvia wiped a trickle of leaked cum from the corner of her mouth. "A pleasure; as always."
"God I wish you'd let me fuck you," remarked Danny as he tucked his dick back into his jeans.
Sylvia climbed off the bed and sauntered seductively over to a table on the far side of the bedroom, her womanly hips swaying as she walked. "Perhaps there's a way you can," she said, lifting a glass of red wine up and taking a long swallow.
That had Danny's attention. "Really? What do I need to do?"
Sylvia had another sip of wine. "I want you to do a favour for me," she replied. "If you do, you can have me."
"Really?" repeated Danny animatedly. He wasn't a virgin, but not exactly experienced either. The idea of fucking this gorgeous older woman excited him greatly. "You mean more than just head right? I get to fuck you. Your cunt."
Sylvia rolled her eyes at the young human's crudeness. "Yes. You can have me any way you want."
"Anal?" questioned Danny.
"Anything," agreed Sylvia.
"Awesome. So what do I have to do?" Danny got down off the bed which he had still been standing in the middle of.
"You can drive right?" she asked.
Danny nodded. "Yeah, I've got my license."
"Good. I need to go on a trip, but unfortunately my...aversion to sunlight makes it rather difficult to travel by conventional public transport. I need you to drive me."
"I can do that," said Danny with a shrug as he walked across the room to stand beside Sylvia.
"It'll be a two day journey each way," explained Sylvia. As she spoke Danny reached out and casually cupped Sylvia's ample right breast in his hand, giving it a squeeze through her dress. "What are you doing?" she demanded in annoyance, staring down at his hand.
"Just sampling the goods," replied Danny with a smirk. He gave her breast another squeeze. "I need to know what I'm buying here."
Sylvia sighed but didn't remove his hand. "Are you paying attention to what I'm saying?"
"Sure, sure. Two days drive, no problem." Danny groped Sylvia's right tit through her dress, rubbing it in a hard clockwise motion as she replied. "What makes you want to head across the country anyway?"
"I've got to meet with my brother and sister," replied Sylvia as Danny continued his enthusiastic fondling of her boobs, moving his other hand up to her chest so that he held a large tit in each palm.
"Wow, I didn't know you had any family," said Danny, grinning down at Sylvia's chest as he squeezed her jugs with both hands. It wasn't the first time he'd played with her tits, but she didn't usually let it go on for so long.
"Well, not family in the way you think of it," the buxom vampire explained as the teenager roughly groped her knockers. "We all had the same creator so to speak. It's more like a council meeting I guess."
"So a two day drive...we'll need to stop so I can rest."
"We'll stay in a motel on the road. The booking has already been made," replied Sylvia.
Danny grinned and let go of Sylvia's boobs. "So that's where I get to fuck you then?"
"No," replied Sylvia. "We'll make our usual oral transactions, but the fucking will have to wait 'til we get back.
"Aw, come on Sylvia."
The gorgeous vampire shook her head firmly. "You get paid when you finish the job."

..to be continued
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That morning at 5am, well before the sun was up, Danny and Sylvia hit the road.
Sylvia and Danny were neighbours. Danny lived next door to Sylvia with his parents and went to the local college. For the past six months Danny had known that his strange, beautiful neighbour was in fact a vampire.
The two of them had come to a rather unconventional arrangement. In return for Danny providing a regular, if somewhat unsatisfying, supply of fresh blood, Sylvia gave Danny a regular, and completely satisfying, supply of blowjobs.
Every night, Danny would visit his voluptuous, sexy neighbour and let her snack on his blood. She would then suck his cock, giving him some of the best head he'd ever experienced.
The previous night, after shooting a copious load of cum down the gorgeous vampire's throat, Danny had agreed to drive Sylvia across the country to meet with her brother and sister. Well not her actual brother and sister, but the three vampires had all been turned into bloodsuckers by the same elder vampire and apparently in their world that meant they were family.
Sylvia's car turned out to be a very nice black limousine, not the most subtle vehicle, but it had specially darkened windows and a black screen that separated the front seat and the back, which all meant that the gorgeous vampire would be safe in the back during the daytime.
As it was still dark as they set off, the screen was currently down.
"What have you told your parents?" asked Sylvia.
"I said I had a school trip. They're not expecting me back for a week."
"Good," replied the gorgeous vampire.
"So I guess you don't travel much then?" asked Danny as he steered the limo down their quiet street, heading towards the freeway.
"Not far," agreed Sylvia with a yawn.
"Couldn't you just turn into a cloud of bats and fly there or something?"
Sylvia rolled her eyes and shook her head. "Vampires can't turn into bats Danny," she explained with a sigh. "I've explained all that."
"Yeah, yeah," agreed Danny. "I know. All the legends aren't true."
Sylvia smiled. "It's getting close to daybreak, so I'll need to put the screen up soon. Remember, no matter what you can't open the doors or the screen until it's completely dark. No matter what."
Danny frowned. "What if the cops pull me over or something?"
"Get rid of them. Tell them there's no one back here or something. Whatever you do, you can't risk opening the door. Even the slightly sunlight will horribly burn me, or possibly even kill me."
Danny swallowed, "gotcha. So what do you do back there during the day? I thought the dead wouldn't need any sleep."
"It's not sleep exactly," explained Syliva. "It might look a little like it, but I'm actually in a very deep trance like state. It'd take a hell of a lot to wake me."
"So I can listen to some music then?"
"Be my guest."
As Sylvia raised the darkened screen between the front and back of the limo Danny turned on the car radio and grinned as Jon Bon Jovi's voice cut through the silence; 'Until I'm six feet under I don't need a bed. Gonna live while I'm alive, I'll sleep when I'm dead.'
Danny drummed to the beat on the steering wheel with one hand as the limo pulled onto the freeway and accelerated towards their destination. This would no doubt be an interesting road trip, and there was a sweet prize waiting for him at the end of it. He was pumped!
***
They drove throughout the day, arriving at sundown, right on schedule at the motel.
As Danny drove the limo into the motel car park, Sylvia lowered the screen between them.
"No problems?" she asked her driver.
"All good," said Danny. "Sleep tight?"
"Like a baby," replied Sylvia with a grin.
"Just in time for your morning coffee then," Danny told her as he turned off the engine.
"I'd prefer a morning drink of something else." Sylvia had a wicked grin on her face as she licked her dark red lips.
"I'll see if I can get it up for you honey," replied Danny, knowing full well it was his blood, not his cock she was after.
They got out and checked in under the names Don and Sarah Smith. Danny saw the jealous, hungry expression that the middle aged clerk gave Sylvia. He was probably wondering how a teenager like Danny had scored such a sexy and glamorous older woman like Sylvia.
As soon as they were alone Sylvia had locked the door and shoved Danny up against the wall inside, pressing her generous curves up against him, her lips brushing his ever so softly.
Danny slid one hand down from Sylvia's hip to cup and squeeze the firm, round globe of her ass through her dress, pulling her tighter against him, the rapidly swelling bulge of his crotch pressing insistently into her warm thigh.
"Travelling makes you horny I see," murmured Danny playfully.
"Not horny, hungry," Sylvia corrected, both her hands sliding up Danny's slender torso to his face, holding his head in both her cool hands. She turned his face to the side and slightly upwards, exposing his warm throat. She leant in, her soft lips resting tenderly against the vein of his throat, feeling his pulse acutely on her lips.
Sylvia's nostrils flared as she smelt his scent, her tongue coming out to teasingly lick the corner of his jaw, her nose gently nuzzling his earlobe.
Danny gave a small moan as he felt her fangs puncture his flesh, the blood rising to her waiting tongue. The hand on her ass squeezed harder at the slight pain and his cock ground against her thigh insistently.
"Mmm," Sylvia gave a moan as his warm blood trickled down her throat, sending waves of pleasure through her body. Her fangs had only partially penetrated his flesh, had she been feeding in earnest those needle-like teeth would have ripped his throat entirely open and the blood would have flooded her mouth.
"Sylvia," Danny gave a gentle murmur as he reached up and touched the back of her head in warning.
Sylvia gave a frustrated groan, grinding herself against Danny, her breasts rubbing against his chest and her soft thigh pressing up against the bulge between Danny's legs.
"Sylvia," Danny repeated.
"Ah!" Sylvia pulled away from Danny's throat and moaned in irritation. As always, her brief taste was never enough to sate her endless thirst. She leant back in and lapped up the small trickle from the rapidly clotting wound on his throat.
"Shall I suck you off now Danny?" she asked.
"Yeah, but I think I need to sit down," murmured Danny in reply. He was still a little lightheaded from her blood drinking and didn't rate his chances of staying on his feet if she gave him head right there in the doorway.
Danny staggered a little as he entered the unit's main room and slumped down on the couch. Sylvia glided to her knees at his feet and started opening the fly of his jeans.
"Don't suppose you've reconsidered that fuck?" asked Danny, ever hopeful.
Sylvia grinned up at the persistent teenager. "Just a blowjob today, sorry sweetie." She drew his hard cock out of his pants, already fully erect from their encounter at the doorway.
"I didn't know vampires were so stubborn," said Danny with a groan as she stroked his erection in her soft hand.
Sylvia leant forward and licked the tip of his stiff prick. "If I gave it away for free you wouldn't have any incentive to help me out."
Danny's only reply was a loud moan as Sylvia's mouth plunged down over his cock, her lips sliding down over his hard shaft, enveloping him in warmth and wetness.
"Ah fuck!" he groaned as Sylvia started to suck, her head bobbing over his lap as her cheeks hollowed and the tight seal of her lips sliding deliciously up and down the rigid pole of his erection. As Sylvia expertly sucked on his length, her tongue pressed and licked against the underside of his shaft, driving him wild with lust.
"You give fucking incredible head," groaned Danny. Fortunately Sylvia seemed well aware of her fangs and Danny never had to worry about getting his cock bitten off. Sylvia's fangs, although sharp, were not as long as the big vampire teeth that Danny had seen in the movies, barely longer than the rest of her teeth in fact.
Sylvia gave the head of his cock a lingering slurp, her tongue swirling around the tip of him. "I like to please," she told him with a wink, sliding his cock back into her mouth and sucking forcefully.
Danny moaned again. "So you really don't need to breathe?" he asked her.
Sylvia popped her mouth back off his dick again. "If you keep interrupting me I'll never get you off."
Danny smirked, "I don't think there's any danger of that baby."
"Well back to your question, no, I don't need to breathe. I'm a vampire. One of the undead." Sylvia resuming sucking on Danny's cock, her head bobbing over his lap, as she took his erection even deeper than before.
Fascinated by the notion of her not breathing, Danny reached down and pinched her nose closed with his thumb and forefinger, meaning the only way she could breathe, had she needed to, would be through her mouth which was currently stuffed full of his penis.
Sylvia glanced up in surprise as Danny blocked her nose. Knowing exactly what he wanted, she pushed her mouth down further on his erection, taking his cock right into her throat, her lips pressing right down against the very base of his penis and blocking off her airways.
"Oh fuck!" moaned Danny, keeping a tight seal on her nose as she deep throated him. His other hand grabbed the back of her head, pulling her down harder against him and his whole dick was buried inside her magnificent sucking mouth.
As if to show Danny how effortless it was for her, Sylvia's tongue poked out, the tip teasing the base of his ballsack as she deep throated him.
"Uh!" groaned Danny. "That's fucking amazing!" He was tempted to fuck her throat and finish, but then had a better idea.
He released Sylvia's head and she came up off his cock, not in the least bit breathless.
"That old dude said there was a spa pool right?" asked Danny.
"Yeah I think so," replied Sylvia uncertainly. "Don't you want me to finish you off?"
"In the spa," replied Danny.
"I don't have a swim suit," complained Sylvia. Vampire's weren't really known for their sunbathing after all.
"Neither do I," said Danny. "Just wear your bra and panties, no one will be there."
Sylvia sighed but decided to humour Danny, stripping off her black dress to reveal a set of lacy black lingerie beneath. Danny stripped down to his underwear and they both wrapped themselves in towels and headed for the motel's spa pool.
Sure enough there was no one else there, much to Danny's relief.
Danny dropped his towel on the bench against the wall and watched in admiration as Sylvia removed her towel.
Sylvia's body, as always, took his breath away. Her skin was a flawless creamy white, contrasting starkly with her long, raven black hair and black lingerie. The sexy curves of her voluptuous body were magnificent, her large round breasts swelling up enticingly from the lacy cups of her bra and her firm, round ass beautifully framed by her skimpy black panties. Sylvia's wonderfully flat stomach and impossibly long legs completed the perfect visage of splendour. Danny could barely believe that he had suck a beautiful creature so willing to suck his cock on a daily basis, all for just a few drops of his blood.
"God you're beautiful," murmured Danny as he stepped close to the vampire, reaching up and cupping her full breasts and squeezing them through her bra. He ran his thumbs across her nipples, feeling their stiffness through the lacy material of her bra, and then squeezed her tits together, watching her cleavage well up excitingly. Unable to help himself, Danny bent down and ran his tongue up the length of Sylvia's cleavage as his hands slipped down and reached around to cup and squeeze her firm buttocks and pull her lingerie clad body against him.
Danny moaned as he nuzzled into the crevice between Sylvia's plump hooters. "So are we getting in then?" asked Sylvia, lifting Danny's face from her bosom.
"That's the plan," agreed Danny, reluctantly releasing the curvy beauty from his arms.
Sylvia turned and climbed into the spa pool as Danny turned on the jets, hopping into the hot bubbling water from the other side.
"I don't think I'll need these," announced Danny, pulling off his underwear and tossing them over in the corner of the room. He then swam forward, pressing Sylvia up against the edge of the spa pool.
Danny grinned at the gorgeous brunette, as he reached up and squeezed her big boobs through her bra. "You sure you don't need to breathe?" he asked again.
"Vampire remember?" Sylvia replied.
Danny grabbed Sylvia's head in both hands and pushed her down under the bubbling spa water, right down until her head was level with his crotch. Danny gave a small moan as he felt Sylvia dutifully take his hard cock into her mouth and begin to give him an underwater blowjob.
"Ah, this is the life," he groaned as the gorgeous vampire started to bob her head beneath the water, sliding his erection in and out between her lips, devouring his rigid prick.
As she blew him, Danny reached down and unhooked the back of her bra, pulling it off and letting it float away towards the far side of the spa, Sylvia's heavy breasts floating free. His hands quickly closed over the ample melons, squeezing them and feeling the hard jut of her nipples against his palms.
Sylvia had been down under the water for just over a minute when the door of the spa room swung open. Danny quickly leant forwards, leaning against the edge of the pool with Sylvia's head trapped between him and side of the spa, his cock still buried in her sucking mouth.
"Oh, sorry I didn't realise anyone was in here." It was the clerk from the front desk. The one who'd checked them in earlier. "I thought someone had left the jets on."
"Long day on the road," explained Danny. "Enjoying a soak." He rolled his hips a little, pushing his cock harder against Sylvia's still sucking mouth, knocking the back of her head against the fibreglass wall of the pool. With the bubbles and the angle there was no way that the clerk could see Sylvia under there.
"No problem," replied the middle aged clerk. "Just make sure you turn it off when you're done." If he noticed Sylvia's black bra floating on the other side of the pool he didn't say anything.
"Will do," agreed Danny, slowing thrusting his cock in and out of Sylvia's mouth.
"I'll leave you to it then," said the clerk, taking one last glance around the room before stepping back and closing the door.
Normally in this situation the girl sucking his dick under the water would have burst up gasping for air, but with an undead vampire that wasn't necessary. Danny chuckled and reached down under the bubbling water, holding Sylvia's face against his crotch with both hands as he spun around to rest his back against the side of the spa and enjoy his underwater blowjob.
Leaning back, Danny was able to thrust his hips to meet Sylvia's bobbing head, face fucking her in earnest. The resistance of the water meant that his pumps were a little slower than normal, by the smooth wetness of the underwater sucking felt amazing. Keeping one hand on the back of Sylvia's head as he sawed his cock in and out of her mouth, he reached down with the other hand to squeeze and play with her bare tits.
Danny gave a moan as he fucked Sylvia's mouth, she'd been down under the water for at least five minutes now. There was no longer any doubt in his mind about her need for breathing. This was by far the hottest blowjob he'd experienced in his life.
"Oh yeah!" groaned Danny with a sudden lurch as he jammed his cock deep into Sylvia's submerged mouth and exploded. Thick spurts of his seed squirted from his cock, filling Sylvia's mouth and mingling with the spa water.
"Oh!" groaned Danny again as he spent himself. He couldn't tell if Sylvia was swallowing him as she usually liked to do or letting his seed wash away in the spa pool. By the time she finally surfaced he was grinning like an idiot.
"Well that was different," remarked the topless vampire as she ran her fingers through her long wet hair, sweeping it back from her face.
"That was awesome," said Danny.
They gathered their towels and wet clothing and made their way back to the motel room. Danny was careful to shut off the spa jets before he left to avoid pissing off the clerk.
Danny was feeling exhausted from the day driving, not to mention completely spent from the ball-draining blowjob he'd just received, so he climbed straight into bed while Sylvia got dressed again. She'd of course spent the day sleeping, or in whatever that trance thing was, so she wasn't exactly ready for bed herself.
"So what can we expect when we get there, what's your brother and sister like?" asked Danny tiredly from the bed as he watched Sylvia stuff her immense knockers into a black satin bra that matched the fresh g-string she'd already pulled on.
"Well my brother's name is Christian, he's not that different from me. Like's to keep his feeding to a minimum. He's pretty pleasant as far as vampires go. My sister Anita is another story. You'll have to be careful around her, and whatever you do, don't let her drink your blood."
"Why's that?" asked Danny.
Sylvia pulled on her familiar black dress. "Anita has a tendency to get carried away. She doesn't know when to stop. And I doubt she'll give you head in payment. Anita usually takes what she wants."
"I see," replied Danny hesitantly. "So what's the big meeting about anyway?"
Sylvia shrugged as she pulled on her stiletto heels, "I'm not sure, Christian called the meeting. I guess I'll find out when I get there. He said it was important though."
"Where are you going?" asked Danny with a frown as she headed towards the door.
"Out," replied Sylvia. "You get some sleep, you've got a long days driving ahead of you tomorrow."
Danny nodded and lay back on the bed as Sylvia left. He'd kind of been looking forward to cuddling up with the curvy beauty in bed. He was still a little hopeful that her resolve might crumble and he'd get into her panties during the night, but he guessed that was not to be.
...to be continued
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Danny and Sylvia were on the road well before daybreak. Sylvia, being a vampire had a rather intense aversion to sunlight which necessitated the early departure. She and her eighteen year old neighbour were travelling across the country to meet with Sylvia's brother and sister vampires.
The two of them had a rather unusual relationship, where Danny would let Sylvia snack on a little of his blood and in return Sylvia would give him head.
They'd spent the previous night in a motel room and were due to arrive at their destination late that evening. Danny was acting as the beautiful vampire's driver in return for a promised full sex session with her. Up until now he'd only had his cock sucked, but Sylvia had promised to let him do whatever he wanted with her if he did her this favour. For a horny eighteen year old it had been an offer too good to refuse.
That very morning before they set off Danny had asked Sylvia for a blowjob to get rid of his morning wood, but she'd refused him, wanting to beat the sunrise and get on the road right away. He was a little disappointed, but figured it was probably fair enough as she hadn't drunk any more of his blood since the previous evening's spa pool oral session.
He drove for about five hours before stopping to grab some lunch at a gas station. Danny was half tempted to climb in the back of the limo and see if he could take advantage of the sleeping vampire back there, after all Sylvia had said that it was a very deep trance and she'd be almost impossible to awaken. He wondered if sticking his cock in her butt would wake her up.
In the end he'd eaten his sandwich in the front seat and resumed the journey without venturing into the back of the limo. His conscience had got the better of him and he decided he'd never forgive himself if he ruined this free supply of blowjobs by getting Sylvia burnt to a crisp in the sunlight.
***
It was almost ten thirty when they finally reached their destination. For about the last hour, once the sun had definitely gone down, Sylvia had ridden in the front of the car, giving Danny directions to an old unused factory on the industrial side of town.
Danny parked the limo next to the only other car, a black Porsche with darkened windows.
"Now when we're in there I want you to act subservient," instructed Sylvia.
"Don't worry honey," replied Danny with a smirk, patting Sylvia's thigh. "I'll be a meek little blood slave."
"I'm serious," Sylvia insisted. "Especially around Anita. I'll make it worth your while and be your meek little cocksucker when we're alone."
Danny swallowed and nodded. "Deal."
They got out of the limo and entered the run down looking factory building. The inside was pretty much empty apart from a couple of ancient-looking, unidentifiable machines and a wooden stairway leading up to an office at the rear of the factory floor.
"Upstairs," instructed Sylvia leading the way. Danny followed along silently behind her, admiring the sexy sway of her ass in her tight black gown as she climbed the stairs in front of him.
In the office at the top there were already two people waiting for them, Sylvia's brother and sister Danny assumed.
Christian, Sylvia's brother, looking a couple of decades older than Sylvia, roughly in his late forties. He had dark hair speckled with silver and a deeply lined, but handsome face. He was dressed, like Sylvia, all in black, wearing a well tailored black suit, black silk shirt and a black tie.
The woman beside him was much younger. She looked about twenty and had dark red hair and blood red lip-stick. She was dressed in a pair of blue jeans, black high heeled boots and a black AC-DC t-shirt. The t-shirt had a picture of two cannons and the caption 'Fire Your Guns' written across it. Danny's mouth went dry as he noticed almost immediately, just how well the woman filled out the front of that AC-DC t-shirt. Her expansive bosom swelled out rather impressively, straining against the black cotton of the t-shirt. She definitely had some rather remarkable guns, possibly even bigger than Sylvia's impressive rack.
The rest of the young woman's body was almost as good as her cannons. She had long, slender legs, a slim waist and a ripe, full ass which her jeans clung snugly to.
"Good evening Christian," said Sylvia with a smile. She stepped forward and warmly embraced her brother. Danny noticed somewhat jealously that one of the older vampire's hands rested on Sylvia's firm right buttock as they hugged, giving it a very slight squeeze.
"It's been too long Sylvia," said Christian as they stepped back.
"Where's Anita?" asked Sylvia and Danny realised that the red haired girl was probably Christian's blood supplier, not another vampire.
"I'm right here," they all turned as Anita entered the room, followed by a lanky, pale looking young man.
Anita was unlike any vampire that Danny had ever seen or imagined, not that he'd seen any other than Sylvia. Unlike Sylvia however, Anita's hair was blonde and her skin olive and well tanned, Danny presumed it was a fake tan given her vampiric aversion to sunlight.
Anita's body was clearly in perfect shape, slim and well toned and excitingly proportioned. She had long, slender legs, a ripe full ass and voluptuously large breasts that appeared to defy gravity. She was dressed in high heeled black shoes, a very short black skirt that would have left plenty of her impossibly long legs on display if not for a pair of dark black tights, and her royal blue satin blouse was partially unbuttoned, revealing a tantalising hint of her deep cleavage.
The young man shuffling along behind her was so pale his skin almost looked translucent. He had limp brown hair that looked like it hadn't been cut in months and hung messily around his gaunt face and his eyes had a vacant listless look about them. Danny quickly realised that he was probably in this state from feeding the supposedly ravenous Anita on a daily basis. Danny quickly decided he was very lucky to have such a generous, self-controlled vampire as Sylvia for a neighbour.
"So what's all the urgency about?" asked Anita. Danny noticed that Christian and Sylvia did not greet her with the same warmth that they'd greeted each other with.
"Let's go into the back office," suggested Christian.
The three vampires headed through the back door, leaving Danny alone with the busty red haired metal chick and wasted, heroin-addict looking dude.
"I'm Danny," he offered uncertainly as he took a seat against the wall. For some reason in the company of these two he felt every inch the meek blood slave that Sylvia had wanted him to act like. The lifeless looking young man in particular made Danny feel uncomfortable.
"Sharon," replied the curvy red head.
Danny looked over to Anita's blood donor who was standing silently in the doorway.
"His name's Justin," offered Sharon.
"You've met?" asked Danny in surprise. He didn't think Sylvia had met with her siblings or whatever they were in a long time.
"About six months ago," replied Sharon, not offering any further explanation. "He didn't look like that though." Sharon seemed just as disquieted by Justin's pale, sickly appearance as Danny was. Given they were both presumably giving blood to vampire's Danny hoped they wouldn't end up in a similar state.
"So how long have you been with Christian?" Danny asked.
"A couple years now," replied Sharon. "He's a little gentler on the constitution than Anita." Sharon glanced nervously towards the office where the three vampires were meeting.
Danny wondered if Christian went down her in exchange for blood. "Cool shirt," Danny said, staring at Sharon's nice looking jugs.
Sharon smirked. "Thanks."
They sat in silence for a few minutes. Other than getting his blood sucked by a vampire Danny didn't think he had a lot in common with these two.
Fortunately he didn't have long to wait as Sylvia and Christian emerged from the back office. There was no sign of Anita.
"Got a job for you Sharon," said Christian. "There's a nightclub called the House of Pain. I've had word that Damon is there." Sharon seemed surprised at the mention of that name. "Take Sylvia's boy with you," added the vampire, nodding towards Danny.
Danny was startled. "What, me?"
Sylvia nodded, "Go with her. It'll look less suspicious."
"Who's Damon?" asked Danny nervously. "Another vampire."
"A hunter," replied Christian.
Danny swallowed, this was going well beyond just driving now. He looked anxiously over at Sylvia.
"You'll be fine," Sylvia assured him. "Sharon knows what she's about, just do as she says."
"We want you both to watch for Damon and confirm he's there. Nothing more," explained Christian.
"Got it," agreed Sharon, standing up. She looked towards Danny. "Come on then Danny-boy."
***
The music inside the House of Pain was thumping despite the fact the place was only half full at 11pm. Danny had to lean close to Sharon to hear what she was saying as she led him across the club floor.
"You need to pretend to be my boyfriend," Sharon told Danny.
Danny nodded, he couldn't help but notice that Sharon smelt nice, and as she leant in to talk into his ear the proximity of her ample chest to his was also pleasantly distracting.
"Any sign of Damon?" he asked.
Sharon shook her head as they found a seat in a dark corner of the club. "Can't see him here yet, but we should wait a bit."
Danny sat stiffly in his seat, glancing nervously around the nightclub.
"You need to relax," instructed Sharon. "Damon would pick you out a mile away. Remember, we're supposed to be a couple."
"Okay, what do I do?" asked Danny nervously.
"Just act natural. He might even be watching right now, put your arm around me," directed Sharon.
Danny nodded and shuffled closer, putting his arm around Sharon's shoulders and pulling her closer to him. He could feel the lush softness of her body against his side, the ample, warm swell of the side of her breast brushing against his chest. He briefly wondered if Sylvia would be jealous, or even care at all.
"I think that might be him! Kiss me," whispered Sharon out of the corner of her mouth.
"What?" blurted Danny in surprise.
"Kiss me!" she hissed.
"Ah, sure.." Danny turned awkwardly towards Sharon and bent forward, meeting Sharon's mouth with his own.
Danny gave a small moan as their lips touched. Her mouth felt so soft against his, and he could feel her plentiful bosom press against his chest as they kissed. He was expecting her to push him away at any second, but to his surprise she actually started to kiss him back.
When Sharon's tongue slid into Danny's mouth his eyes snapped open in shock. He gave a moan and let his own tongue meet hers, kissing her back even harder. Sharon's soft curves pressed against him felt absolutely amazing. Thoughts of Sylvia quickly disappeared from his mind as he locked lips with the sexy red head in his arms.
Danny tilted his head further and pushed his tongue deeper into Sharon's mouth. This was fantastic. He no longer cared if she was just acting. The suddenly aroused high school student put his arms tighter around Sharon's curvy body, enjoying the feel of her heavy tits crushed against him.
She might not be quite as beautiful as Sylvia, but she was still smoking hot and she was right there in his arms. Besides, it wasn't as if Sylvia was his girlfriend or anything like that.
"That was good," said Sharon breathlessly when they finally broke off their kiss. Danny wasn't sure if she was talking about the kiss or their acting. He watched as she glanced apprehensively back across the club, her eyes narrowed as she watched Damon.
"It's definitely him?" asked Danny, starting to turn towards the bar.
Sharon stopped him. "He's looking this way," she whispered. "Kiss me again. And this time make it more believable. Grab my boob or something."
Danny didn't have time to reply, as Sharon's lips were abruptly back against his, her tongue pushing it's way into his mouth.
Danny felt her tense ever so slightly as he reached up between their bodies to squeeze her right breast through her AC-DC t-shirt. It felt absolutely fantastic, better than he even imagined. And huge! It was enormous; more than filling his palm as he eagerly squeezed the firm melon through her clothing. She was definitely bustier than Sylvia, although the vampire had great tits still.
"Mmm," Danny moaned as he passionately kissed the stunning redhead, his hand happily squeezing at her right breast as they snogged. He gave her nipple a pinch through her t-shirt and then put his whole hand back over her big tit, massaging the firm sphere. He could feel the texture of her bra through her top, and also the fullness and softness of her warm breast.
While they kissed he felt himself growing rapidly erect inside his jeans, and he leant forward, attempting surreptitiously rub the bulge against her warm thigh, although in practise he was almost dry humping her as they made out.
"Keep going," whispered Sharon into his mouth, barely slowing their kissing.
Both of Danny's hands wandered over Sharon's magnificent, curvy body. Squeezing at her tits, then one hand sliding down to cup and squeeze her round bum through her jeans. Fuck she had a nice body.
"That's good," whispered Sharon as she pressed her face down into his neck. He could feel her hot breath against his throat. One of Sharon's hands slid up between them and cupped Danny's crotch through his jeans, the hard protuberance of his erection pressing into her palm.
Sharon pulled away a little. "You've got an erection?" she murmured in surprise. She was grinning slightly, a twinkle in her eye.
Danny shrugged helplessly. "Is he still watching?" he asked her, trying to change the topic.
Sharon glanced sideways and nodded. "Keep pretending," she told him, her hand sliding almost grudgingly back between Danny's legs and stroking his throbbing crotch. Danny gave a blissful groan as the busty blonde squeezed his hard-on. He noticed for the first time that Sharon had an intricate tattoo up the inside of her right forearm, a dragon or snake or something. She was definitely not your typical beauty.
"He's ordered a drink," murmured Sharon as she looked over Danny's shoulder towards the bar, her hand dropping away from between Danny's legs.
Danny glanced around to see a tall long haired man picking up a bottle of beer from the bar. He was dressed in black jeans and a black leather jacket.
"Okay, kiss me again," instructed Sharon. "And this time stick your hand up under my t-shirt."
"What?" blurted Danny in surprise. It wasn't everyday that a hot, busty chick asked him to grope her tits like that.
"We can't let him suspect who we are," explained Sharon. "We've got to maintain the cover."
Danny reached up and pulled Sharon's face back towards his, covering her mouth with a hungry kiss. After all, he might as well make the most of his opportunity, who was he to argue with a request like that.
Sharon moaned slightly into his mouth as she felt Danny's hand slip up under the hem of her t-shirt and slide up over her flat stomach, his fumbling hand bumping against the underside of her bra-clad breasts.
Danny moaned in return as his hand closed over Sharon's large, bra-clad breast, giving it a firm squeeze, the lace of her brassiere against his palm, his thumb pressing into the bare flesh swelling up above.
God, her tit felt amazing. As Danny squeezing Sharon's amazing breasts beneath her shirt he felt her hand slip back up between his legs to cup and squeeze his cock through his jeans. He was now hard as a rock, but it didn't seem to bother Sharon, if anything she was rubbing him harder than before.
They carried on like this for a few minutes, Sharon rubbing Danny's hard dick through his jeans, Danny's hands squeezing Sharon's big bouncy boobs through her bra.
He slid his hand across the upper slopes of Sharon's big hooters, feeling the smooth soft flesh that was left bare above the top of her bra. Danny briefly wondered if Christian the vampire was the jealous type. Hopefully not.
"I think he's on the move," said Sharon, abruptly breaking off from one of their passionate kisses and craning her neck as she stared across the bar.
"Oh," said Danny in disappointment as he reluctantly pulled his hand out from where it had been stuffed up the front of Sharon's t-shirt. He kept his hand on her ass however, giving her firm round bottom a squeeze.
"We need to follow him, see where he's going," decided Sharon as she pulled on the hem of her AC-DC t-shirt, straightening it up a little.
"What?" said Danny in surprise. "Christian said just to watch him."
"Well I can't go out there by myself. He might be waiting straight outside the bar."
"What if he is?" asked Danny in a worried tone.
"Um..." Sharon thought for a moment. "Well then we pretend you've just picked me up. And that you're taking me back to your place or something."
Danny nodded. "Okay, that might work." He was as hard as a rock. If he was lucky he might get a chance to feel her up a bit more.
"Let's go then."
They made their way across the bar towards the exit. Sharon leant in close to Danny, occasionally nuzzling her face into his neck as they walked. Danny's hand remained glued to Sharon's arse, enjoying the flex and roll of her lovely round buttock against his palm as she walked. Although her ample tits were definitely her best feature, Danny quite likely her peachy posterior as well.
Outside the club there was no sign of Damon.
"This way," said Sharon, taking Danny by the hand and leading him towards a nearby alleyway.
"Are you sure?" asked Danny anxiously. He didn't fancy running into the vampire hunter in a dark alleyway.
"Come on!" she urged, hurrying him along. They quickly turned down the alley, but there was no sign of Damon.
"Shit!" Sharon swore, releasing Danny's hand.
"Looking for me?" Damon stepped out of the shadows behind them.
Danny and Sharon spun around in surprise to see the big vampire hunting blocking their escape. He held a pump action shotgun in front of him, pointed down at ground to his side.
Danny almost wet himself as he instinctively put his hands up in the air. Whatever stiffness that Sharon had rubbed into his cock back in the club was instantly deflated.
"Why are you following me?" demanded the vampire hunter, a dangerous expression on his face.
"What?" replied Sharon. "This must be some mistake."
Damon pumped the shotgun, loading a shell. "I'm not going to ask twice," he warned.
Sharon swallowed. "We were just coming down here to fuck."
"I don't think so," said Damon coldly. He started to raise the barrel of the shotgun up towards them.
"Oh shit," whispered Danny.
There was suddenly a noise, like a rush of wind, and the shotgun was clattering to pavement. A hand appeared on the side of Damon's head, then a splatter of red as Anita sunk her teeth into the vampire hunters throat, ripping it open.
"Holy fuck!" whispered Danny as the gorgeous blonde vampire gave an animal like growl and buried her pretty mouth in the hunters gaping wound, drinking ravenously. This was nothing like Sylvia's gentle licking at the tiny punctures on his neck.
Sharon took a step back in surprise, equally stunned by Anita's sudden and effective attack.
"I guess Damon won't be troubling Christian anymore," Sharon murmured to Danny as she gazed in fascination at the feeding vampire.
Danny himself couldn't help but wonder if their role in the evenings activities not been as spies, but rather, as bait.
...to be continued
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Danny couldn't help but tremble slightly as the gorgeous vampire slid her tongue over his windpipe and up to the corner of his jaw.
"Are you okay Danny?" Sylvia asked him as she gently nuzzled his earlobe with the tip of her nose.
Danny gave a sigh. "Yeah I'm fine," his hands came up and held her by the hips, giving her a reassuring squeeze. "It was just a rather intense evening," he explained, one hand reaching down and giving her bum a squeeze through her elegant black gown.
The eighteen year old teenager had spent the last couple of days travelling across the country with his sexy vampire neighbour to meet with her brother and sister. He'd helped out the three vampires by spying on a vampire hunter with the assistance of Sharon, Sylvia's brothers source of blood.
"If you want I can suck you off before I drink," suggested Sylvia, sliding a hand between their bodies to cup and squeeze Danny's crotch. "It might help you relax a little."
Sylvia and Danny's relationship was a little different than the typical human-vampire interaction where the vampire would hold all the power and feed freely on the human. Sylvia preferred a completely willing source of food and so she exchanged blowjobs for Danny's blood.
"No, go ahead, drink up." Danny assured her. He was still a little tense from his and Sharon's confrontation with the vampire hunter. They'd been saved or at least interrupted by Sylvia's sister Anita ripping the throat out of the hunter. It had been the first time that Danny had seen a vampire eating in anger and he couldn't help but wonder if Sylvia ever killed like that too.
Sylvia unzipped Danny's jeans and slipped a hand down inside his underwear, cupping his shaft and balls in her palm as she started kissing his chin and neck.
Danny quickly hardened in her hand, his hard shaft pressing against her wrist as her fingers teased his testicles. Despite the shock of seeing Anita rip out a man's throat with her teeth, he'd also spent a considerable amount of time kissing and feeling up Sharon, the voluptuous redhead that Sylvia's brother Christian fed on.
Sylvia wrapped her soft hand around Danny's thickened shaft, giving it a firm squeeze. Then suddenly her sharp fangs pierced his skin, an initial hot rush of blood flowing over her tongue and into her eager mouth.
"Mmm," Sylvia gave a moan as she started to drink from the teenager and at the same time pump her fist up and down on his rigid erection.
Danny always found Sylvia's feeding sensual, but this was the first time she'd ever stimulated him and sucked his blood all at once. He gave a moan of his own as her hand glided over his hard prick. It felt amazing.
There was a sudden rush of wind and Danny felt a presence behind him. Sylvia's eyes snapped open and the hand on his cock stopped pumping, but she didn't stop drinking.
Danny tensed as he felt a soft presence press up against his back and cool breath against his ear.
"Hope you've saved some for me, sister," whispered Anita, her hands on Danny's shoulder as her lips brushed against the back of his neck.
Danny was frozen in alarm as Anita's mouth moved next to Sylvia's, her tongue coming out and licking a trickle of Danny's blood from the corner of Sylvia's mouth.
Sandwiched between the two voluptuous vampires, Danny felt the firm thrust of Anita's ample breasts pressing against his back, her soft curves crushed against him and he felt himself twitch in Sylvia's hand.
Sylvia drew back from the small wound on Danny's throat, her lips smeared with his blood. "Stay away from him Anita," she said warningly. Sylvia was still gripping Danny's erection in one hand, squeezing it almost too hard as she stared past him at the other beautiful vampire.
Anita reached past Danny and gently stroked Sylvia's pale cheek. "We used to share everything, dear sister," Anita whispered, leaning closer, her tongue coming out and gently licking Sylvia's upper lip, tasting Danny's blood.
Danny wasn't sure if he should be turned on or scared out of his mind.
Anita softly kissed Sylvia's bloodstained lips, her tongue darting out teasingly into the dark haired vampire's mouth before she backed away.
Danny tensed as he felt Anita's hand on his hip. "What do we have here..?" murmured the blonde vampire as she reached around and found Danny's hard prick poking out from the open front of his jeans, Sylvia's soft hand still tightly clutching the rigid shaft.
Anita gently ran her fingers over the head of Danny's cock which was jutting from the top of Sylvia's fist. She then slid her hand down and tenderly toyed with Danny's tightened testicles.
"I mean it Anita," said Sylvia, not taking her eyes off the other vampire's face. "He's mine."
Anita's hand gently encircled the base of Danny's erection, beneath Sylvia's own grip. "I wouldn't be too sure about that," Anita said. "He seemed pretty friendly with Christian's pretty little toy in that nightclub."
Sylvia was not in the slightest bit goaded. "I think you've already fed well enough tonight sister," she told Anita.
Danny swallowed, remembering the sight of Anita's blood-spattered face after she was done with Damon the vampire hunter.
Without breaking eye contact with her sister, Anita leant down and lapped lightly at the small trickle of blood coming from Danny's now untended neck wound. Danny saw Sylvia's jaw tense slightly.
Anita gave a longing sigh and then stepped back away from Danny. "Very well Sylvia. Have it your way."
With that the sexy blonde vampire turned and strode from the room, leaving Danny and Sylvia alone.
Danny breathed out in relief. He wasn't completely sure what that was all about, but he was thankful that Anita had left peacefully. As much as he'd always dreamt of getting blown by two gorgeous women at once, he didn't imagine it would have quite worked out that way.
"Evil bitch," muttered Sylvia, letting go of Danny's cock at last.
"That was a little intense," murmured Danny, reaching up and touching his throat where it was still bleeding. The wound was already starting to clot.
"I'm sorry about Anita," said Sylvia. "My sister sometimes forgets herself."
Danny nodded, not really sure how to reply. He wondered if Sylvia was going to say anything about him and Sharon and what Anita had told her.
Sylvia blew out a sigh and walked over to the desk on the side of the room where a bottle of wine and two glasses were waiting. "I think I need a drink."
Danny nodded in agreement and stuffed his now drooping dick back into his pants.
Following the run in with the vampire hunter, they'd all gone back to Christian's house, or rather mansion for some much needed rest. Danny and Sylvia were staying in one of the guest rooms upstairs, just down the hallway from where Anita and her well-drained blood slave Justin were accommodated.
"Just remember what I told you before about Anita," said Sylvia as she handed Danny a glass of dark red wine. "No matter what she offers you, don't let her feed on you. You'll more than likely end up like that poor Justin fellow."
Danny gave a nervous chuckle. "He does look a little tapped out." Danny felt a slight tingle in his crotch as he remembered the feel of Anita's cool tongue on his neck and her soft hand on his prick.
Sylvia took a deep swallow of wine. She still had a frown on her face.
"So we'll be leaving in the morning?" asked Danny, taking a drink of his own wine.
Sylvia shook her head, "no, we'll be here a day or two longer. There's some business we need to attend to."
Danny was a little surprised by that news. "I figured with Damon dead..."
Sylvia shook her head again. "The vampire hunter was merely a distraction." She didn't however elaborate any more on what this business she had to deal with was. "I guess I owe you that blowjob now?" she said, changing the topic.
As stressed out as he was from all the day's weirdness, Danny wasn't one to turn down getting his dick sucked. "I think I could be persuaded," he replied with a smirk.
Sylvia returned his grin and sculled back the last of her wine. She put the glass back down on the desk and approached Danny, once again unzipping his jeans.
"Wait," said Danny, stopping her. "I want you naked."
Sylvia raised an eyebrow at his request. "I know you've gone above and beyond today, but you're still not fucking me until we get home."
"I know," said Danny. "I want you naked while you suck my cock."
"Very well," she agreed, reaching behind and unzipping her dress.
"Let me," said Danny, stepping closer and pushing the straps of her gown off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Beneath she was dressed in a lacy black bra and panties.
Danny ran his fingertips up Sylvia's sides, over the smooth skin of her ribs to cup the lower slopes of her ample breasts, grasping them through her bra. His fingers slid over the lace of her bra, working their way around the plentiful globes and spreading his fingers wide before squeezing. Danny gave a moan of appreciation as his fingers sunk into the firm, fleshy orbs.
Danny released her boobs and walked slowly around so that he was standing behind the gorgeous, lingerie-clad vampire. He reached for the catch on the back of her bra and unhooked it, pushing it off her shoulders, letting her ample melons swing free. With a lustful groan he reached around and again seized Sylvia's big tits, squeezing them roughly in his hands and pulling her back against him.
"You've got an incredible body Sylvia," he murmured as he kneaded one large breast in his left hand and let his right hand slide down over her flat, toned belly, reaching for her crotch and cupping her, feeling her mound pressing against his palm through her panties.
Danny had completely forgotten Anita and Sharon and everyone else as his eager hands explored Sylvia's sensational body.
Danny's left hand pinched Sylvia's nipple, squeezing it between his thumb and the side of his finger, as his right hand slipped down inside the waistband of her panties. Danny slid his fingertips through the dark landing strip of her neatly trimmed pubic hair, feeling the coarse hairs tickling his palm as his fingers reached her slit.
Sylvia gave a moan as Danny's index finger penetrated her, pushing up inside her moist cunt, the heel of his palm grinding against her clit.
Danny's left hand gave Sylvia's nipple a twist, and then he started to bend down, crouching behind her as he peeled off her panties, coming face to face with her bare ass.
"Mmm," moaned Danny as he licked Sylvia's right buttock. Her skin felt so smooth and soft. She was incredible.
"I think it's past time you gave me something to suck on," said Sylvia, looking down over her shoulder at Danny.
Danny smirked, giving Sylvia's delightful ass a quick kiss before he stood up, walking over to the four poster bed. What was it with vampires and then extravagant furniture? He quickly stripped off his clothes and lay on his back in the centre of the bed, beckoning Sylvia over to join him.
The naked vampire crawled onto the edge of the bed, kissing the tip of Danny's big toe and looking up seductively at him.
"Trust me, I give way better head than that red haired slut Sharon," said Sylvia, licking the inside of Danny's ankle.
Danny blushed a little at this, remembering what Anita had told Sylvia. "Oh really?"
Sylvia nodded, running her tongue up along Danny's shin to his knee, her heavy breasts brushing against his feet as her mouth made it's way up her body. "Christian assured me I was better," Sylvia said with a sinful grin, she kissed the inside of his knee tenderly.
Danny raised an eyebrow at this. Although Sylvia called Anita and Christian her sister and brother, they weren't in any way related. They had however all been turned into vampires by the same master, making them some sort of weird vampire siblings.
Sylvia ran her agile tongue up the inside of Danny's thigh, slowly working her way towards his crotch. His semi-erect cock twitched against his leg in anticipation of her mouth.
Sylvia's tongue fluttered over Danny's cock, causing it to twitch against his leg. She captured the tip of him between her lips and gave a long, deep suck.
Danny moaned as Sylvia slid her mouth down onto his hardening cock, her breasts swinging beneath her and brushing against his thighs.
"Oh!" he moaned as Sylvia started to suck him off in earnest, bobbing her head over his lap and wetly manipulating his cock inside her mouth.
Danny's hips lurched up off the bed as he thrust upwards to meet her sucking mouth, her lips sliding right down to the base of his shaft as she effortlessly took his whole length inside her mouth.
"Fuck!" groaned Danny grabbing the top of Sylvia's head and pushing her face down into his crotch. He hunched up off the bed a few times, pretty much making love to her mouth.
After a minute or two he let go of Sylvia's head. "I want to try something different," he told her as her mouth popping off the trembling head of his prick.
Danny reached down and grabbed hold of Sylvia's ample tits, eagerly squeezing the two big melons. The teenager then shuffled down lower on the bed so that his erection was positioned between Sylvia's boobs.
Danny gave a murmur of appreciation as he pressed Sylvia's tits together, forming a snug sheath around his cock. He then started to pump his hips up off the bed, sliding his dick between Sylvia's breasts, fucking her cleavage.
Sylvia glanced down as Danny titfucked her, the glistening tip of his prick poking up from her cleavage with each thrust.
"That's so good," groaned Danny, his cock thrusting between her ample fun bags. Each upwards shove of his dick caused Sylvia's breasts to jiggle enticingly. The sight was almost as good as the feel of titfucking her.
"Roll over," instructed Danny, pushing Sylvia onto her back and moving so that he was now straddling her chest, his cock still enclosed in her snug cleavage.
Danny leant forwards and gripped the head of the bed for leverage and started to thrust his erection harder and faster between Sylvia's tits. The dark haired vampire pressed her big jugs tightly together around Danny's pumping manhood as he humped against her chest.
Sylvia leant her head up to lick the head of Danny's cock as it surged up from within her cleavage, causing him to moan loudly.
"Fuck this is hot!" groaned Danny. "Get ready because you're about to get a pearl necklace!"
With a grunt, Danny pushed his dick up between Sylvia's warm, soft boobs. The hard shaft lurched and he felt his balls churning as hot, thick ropes of cum spurted from the tip, splashing over Sylvia's neck and face.
Danny gave another groan and a slower pump of his hips as a second burst of jizz rocketed from his cock, drenching Sylvia's throat and upper chest. He let go of the headboard and grabbed one of Sylvia's breasts in each hand, squeezing them together around his shaft as he milked another couple of weaker dribbles from his spent dick.
"Mmm," moaned Sylvia, her tongue coming out to lick some of his spunk from her chin. She was a little disappointed not to get his full load in her mouth, but she had to admit that made a change from blowjobs. Sylvia used her fingers to wipe some more of his seed from her cleavage and hungrily licked them clean.
Danny rolled off and lay beside the cum-splattered vampire, breathing heavily.
.. to be continued
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Victoria Anderson had worked as Walter Spackman's personal assistant for just short of a month, but she was by far the best thing that had ever happened to the 67 year old businessman. It had taken a little convincing, but he'd now trained her to be a 'full-service PA' as he liked to call it. Whenever the horny old businessman was stressed, his stacked assistant was always willing to provide manual, oral or even vaginal stress-relief.
At that particular moment, the beautiful blonde twenty three year old was bent over the edge of Walter's desk, completely bottomless. Her short grey skirt and pink g-string panties were crumpled in a heap on the far side of the office and standing behind the buxom personal assistant was her boss, Walter Spackman. Walter's cock was buried to the hilt in her deliciously tight snatch and his hands were tightly gripping the blonde's shapely hips as he fucked her.
"That's it Victoria, take my cock!" grunted Walter as he humped against his gorgeous assistant's posterior. Each hard thrust of his pelvis caused his hips to slap loudly against her lovely round ass and his cock to surge deep inside her tight, clutching pussy. Having ready access to the rather gullible young blonde's delightful orifices was a dream come true for old Walter.
Victoria was the most beautiful woman that Walter had ever seen. She had long, peroxide-blonde hair, enormous breasts and a nicely toned, hourglass shaped figure that nearly caused him to physically drool whenever he stared too long at her. On top of all that, she was incredibly naïve and not very smart. A perfect combination for Walter's lewd manipulations.
At first, her stress relief duties had been rather minor; Walter simply substituting his trusty old stress ball for Victoria's magnificent round breasts. But with a few clever lies and manipulations, things had quickly escalated to handjobs, then blowjobs, and eventually full sex. These days, Victoria spent more time sucking and fucking than she did typing and filing.
"Oh Mr Spackman!" groaned Victoria, her curvy body getting shunted and shoved against the desk as her boss vigorously slammed his stiff prick into her. He was evidently highly stressed today.
As Walter's thrusts became more and more frantic, Victoria sensed that the old businessman was almost ready to cum. She briefly wondered if he'd pull out and stick his cock in her mouth and have her swallow his load, or if he'd squirt in her pussy today.
At Walter's suggestion, they'd been trying to cut back on the blowjobs, Victoria's husband had been complaining about her breath recently, but despite her best efforts, Victoria regularly found herself with Walter's insistent penis buried deep in her gob.
"Oh, fuck yeah!" grunted Walter, his hard erection pistoning in and out of his secretary's cunt.
Walter gave a sudden gasp and Victoria felt him tense, his rapid thrusting suddenly halting, his cock buried deep inside her.
He gave a small strangled grunt and Victoria assumed that meant he'd chosen her pussy to unload in, but he wasn't his usual vocal self.
Then there was a strange gasp and Victoria suddenly felt the crushing weight of Walter slumping down on top of her back, pinning her to the desk.
"Mr Spackman?" she asked uncertainly.
There was no reply. Walter's cock was still buried in Victoria's twat and he still felt hard as a rock. "Are you okay Mr Spackman?"
"Call..." gasped Walter, his voice sounding exceedingly strained, "9...1...1..." With that he gave a strange gurgle and passed out.
***
The next morning Victoria arrived at work feeling rather guilty.
It turned out that Walter hadn't died, as she'd initially feared after squirming out from underneath him, but he had suffered a fairly bad heart attack. Victoria had called an ambulance and then quickly got dressed again before it arrived. Even going so far as to tuck away Walter's cock and refasten his trousers.
She'd been called by head office that morning and told Walter was expected to be in hospital for at least three weeks and that they'd send in a replacement manager to look after things while he was recuperating.
Victoria, of course, felt horrible about the whole situation. It wasn't the fact that Walter had suffered his attack while he was fucking her, but more that she was clearly not doing a very good job relieving the poor man's stress. For him to have such a bad heart attack meant that he was clearly still stressed, despite her best efforts. Victoria had to admit to herself that on some occasions, usually when Walter called on her several times in one day and her pussy or jaw was particularly sore or tired, she hadn't truly put her heart into her duties. She promised herself that she'd do a lot better if she got another chance.
The busty blonde secretary arrived nice and early to make sure that everything would be ready for her new manager. She gave the office a quick tidy and ensured that all her filing was up to date so that she could divert her full attention on whatever duties the new boss would give her. With all the cock sucking she'd been doing over the past few weeks she was a little behind on her filing.
At about 10am Bernard Beazley; Victoria's new manager, arrived.
Bernard was actually a lot younger than Victoria had expected, he looked to be in his early thirties, quite a change after having 67 year old Walter Spackman. According to the man from head office that had rung Victoria, Bernard was from the company's audit department and he certainly looked the part. Bernard was meek and rather timid looking, and his hair was already thinning despite his young age. He was dressed in a very smart three piece suit and was wearing thin rimmed spectacles, and despite the glasses thick lenses he still squinted a little as he peered at her.
"You must be Mr Beazley," said Victoria as the mild mannered auditor entered the office. "I'm Victoria Anderson, Mr Spackman's personal assistant."
"G...Good morning Miss Anderson," stammered Bernard as he shook the lovely young woman's hand. He was clearly surprised at the sight of the gorgeously sexy blonde greeting him.
Victoria had dressed her best to impress her new boss. She was wearing a black silk blouse that was stretched taut across her generous bosom and tapered in to her waist, clinging to her sensational curves. The matching black skirt she wore was very short and fit to her hips, thighs and peachy ass almost like a second skin. Beneath the skirt she was wearing sexy black tights and tall high heeled shoes that accentuated her long, sleek legs. Victoria looked incredibly sexy, but at the same time very professional, and Bernard was having great difficultly taking his eyes off her. Presumably there weren't a lot of women, or at least young and attractive women, in the audit department.
"Mr Spackman's...er, I mean your office is right this way," said Victoria as she led the nervous accountant to his new office.
Following along behind the gorgeous young PA, Bernard was a bundle of nerves. His composure had been completely blown by the sight of the voluptuous blonde, and as he followed her to his office, he was unable to stop staring at her sexy round ass, swaying seductively inside her short skirt as she walked.
"Yes," he coughed nervously. "Thank you Miss Anderson." Bernard gaze slid over the ample globes of Victoria's chest as she turned to face him again and he had to struggle to retain his professionalism and tear his eyes away. "If you give me a few minutes to settle in, I'll be with you shortly to discuss how things will work for the next few weeks, until Mr Spackman is well enough to return. Terrible news to hear of his heart attack."
Victoria blushed, unable to ignore the guilt she was feeling. "Yes, terrible news," she agreed.
With that Bernard gave a curt nod and shut the office door, leaving a slightly surprised Victoria to return to her desk in the reception area.
"Fucking hell she's gorgeous," Bernard muttered under his breath, giving his suddenly stiff crotch a rub through his suit pants. Even though he was thirty two, Bernard didn't have much experience with women, especially any as sexy as Victoria.
Bernard gave the hard bulge of his crotch a squeeze. He couldn't be certain, but he was pretty sure he'd seen the slight jut of her nipples through her silk blouse. Was she wearing a bra? The thought was too mind boggling to ponder on for long however. He had work to do.
***
In fact it wasn't until almost 4 o'clock that Bernard emerged from behind the closed door of his office to speak with Victoria. The very first thing that Victoria noticed was that in Bernard's right hand was a rather familiar looking blue rubber stress-ball.
Victoria frowned slightly at the sight of Walter's old stress-ball. "Ah, where did you find that?" she asked.
Bernard frowned, looking down at the ball almost as if he'd forgotten he'd been holding it. He gave it a squeeze. "Oh, this? It was in Walter's top drawer. I kind of like it, it's soothing."
"Oh, I see," croaked Victoria. She was sure that Walter had said he'd lost that thing. On the plus side it meant that she'd be saved the embarrassment of Bernard using her boobs instead, she'd always felt a little awkward when Walter had used them as a replacement for the stress-ball.
"Anyway," continued Bernard. "I know it's getting late but I thought we'd better discuss how things work around here. What are your usual duties?"
Victoria blushed. She wasn't quite sure how much she should tell Bernard. Walter's demands were perhaps a little...unusual. "Um, mostly filing and typing," she eventually replied. "And a little dictation. Anything you need really."
Bernard nodded. "Very good. And is there anything scheduled for tomorrow I need to be aware of?"
Victoria thought for a moment. "Um, Mr Spackman usually takes a conference call on Wednesday mornings."
Bernard frowned. "Really? I'm not aware of any conference calls. Oh well, never mind, we can sort that out tomorrow. I need to head home so I'll see you in the morning."
He grabbed a breath mint from the small bowl on the edge of Victoria's desk and popped it in his mouth.
"Goodnight Mr Beazley," said Victoria as her new boss left the office. It actually felt kind of strange to be finished for the day. Her first day without Walter Spackman. It almost felt like she had'nt done any work today, despite all the filing she'd put away that morning. She hadn't once sucked or stroked or even seen a penis the entire day. It just felt... peculiar.
***
The next morning Victoria once again arrived looking her best. She was more determined than ever to make a good impression on Bernard after their somewhat awkward first day together. She was wearing a tight fitting white top that accentuated the impressive thrust of her sizeable bust and a short beige skirt that was slit up one side displaying a good expanse of her tanned thigh. Although Walter obviously wouldn't be around to play with her tits, she still wore no bra out of habit, and her hard nipples were clearly discernable through the thin material of her top.
Once again Bernard was stopped in his tracks at the sight of her. "Um, Victoria..." he eventually managed to squeak as he tore his eyes away from her chest.
"Yes Mr Beazley?"
"Er, this is rather awkward, but I must ask...are you wearing a brassiere?" he stammered a little as he got the question out.
Victoria gasped in surprise and unconsciously cupped her hands over her ample breasts, covering the points of her nipples. "Oh. No I'm not. Mr Spackman said I wasn't to wear one." Victoria blushed at her own admission and wondered if perhaps it was a mistake to tell her new boss about Mr Spackman's request.
Bernard frowned, his eyebrows lifting in surprise. "Um, well..." he swallowed, staring at Victoria's hands as they cupped her own breasts through the tight white top she had on. He couldn't help but note how small her hands looked against the ampleness of her bosom, or perhaps that should be how big her tits looked...
Bernard stammered a little more and he was starting to join Victoria in her blushing. "Well that's not the case," he managed to say at last. "You should definitely wear a brassiere to work. It's...um... more professional."
With that Bernard hurried to his office and shut the door, leaving Victoria alone in the reception area once again.
Victoria took a deep breath and dropped her hands away from her chest. Things were not going well with Mr Beazley, she decided in discomfort. He was very different to Mr Spackman. There was definitely an awkwardness or tension between the two of them and she wasn't sure what to do about it.
The beautiful young personal assistant shook her head and returned to her desk. As she sat down she realised that she didn't really have any work to do. In all honesty most of her job had involved helping Mr Spackman remain calm and stress-free. Mr Beazley didn't seem to require her in that capacity and so she seemed to have a lot of free time on her hands.
Victoria sighed again and reached into her top drawer for her nail file. It was going to be a long day.
It took a good hour to get her nails perfected and then Victoria decided she should probably actually do some work. Of course she didn't really have anything that needed doing, this business of having a self sufficient boss actually made her a little nervous about her job. Would Bernard fire her if she wasn't needed anymore? Surely he'd have to wait for Mr Spackman to return first?
Victoria stood up and walked over to the filing cabinet, deciding that she should probably check to make sure the filing she did yesterday was done correctly. It wouldn't look good if Mr Beazley found any mistakes in her work.
As she pulled open the drawer and bent at the waist to check the alphabetization of the files Mr Beazley opened his office door.
Bernard gave a small whimper at the sight that greeted him. Bent at the waist with her back to him, Victoria's flawless round ass was thrust straight at Bernard. Her short beige skirt was stretched taut across her round, peachy buttocks, and from the back her legs looked even longer and sexier than normal.
Bernard chewed on his lower lip as he hesitated at his office doorway, staring intently at his PA's gloriously firm looking ass. He was sooo tempted to grab or hump those magnificent buttocks, but of course that would be completely unprofessional, not to mention illegal and against the company's sexual harassment policy.
Eventually Bernard snapped out of his daze and got Victoria's attention by nervously clearing his throat.
"Oh, I didn't see you there Mr Beazley," said Victoria as she straightened up and turned to face him.
"Ah yes..." he stammered. "I, um, I just wondered if you had some time to do some dictation and typing for me."
"Of course," agreed Victoria earnestly, pleased that he finally needed her for something. "I'll just grab my pad and pen."
They both moved back to Bernard's office, Victoria pulling up a chair so that she was sitting right beside Bernard as he dictated a business letter to her.
Having her sit so close to him made Bernard rather nervous, and he couldn't help but admire her nicely tanned and perfectly toned thighs as she crossed her long legs, her short skirt riding up even higher on her smooth thighs.
Bernard stammered his way through the letter, frequently shifting uncomfortably in his chair and the whole process took about twice as long as it should have. At one point Victoria uncrossed and re-crossed her long, sexy legs, causing Bernard's tone to rise into a nervous squeak for a sentence or two.
As Victoria sat next to Bernard, diligently writing down every word he said, she glanced down out of the corner of her eye at his lap. To her surprise his suit pants were slightly tented. There was clearly a bulge in his crotch.
Victoria bit her lip and held her breath a moment as she tried to decide what she should do. If it had been Walter Spackman she would have immediately offered to relieve him. Actually, if he'd been Walter he would probably already have his dick in her pretty little mouth, but she wasn't sure what Bernard would want.
Would he be offended if she offered him a blowjob or maybe even a quick handjob? Victoria definitely didn't want to do the wrong thing here and get herself fired. But surely, as Mr Spackman had told her on numerous occasions, it was her job to relieve her boss's stress. Right?
Bernard suddenly crossed his legs, covering up the bulge in his crotch. Victoria glanced up at his face and saw him looking at her, his cheeks red. He'd caught her staring at his dick! Victoria swallowed in embarrassment and hurriedly returned her attention to her notes.
"Okay, that's it," said Bernard, finishing his letter. "Can you type that up before the end of the day please."
"Yes, Mr Beazley," replied Victoria obediently. She hesitated a moment, still undecided on whether she should offer to help her new manager deal with his obviously uncomfortable erection. "Um... Mr Beazley?"
"Yes Victoria?"
"Would you..." she paused a moment, glancing down at his crotch. "Would you like me to..."
"Um, I need to get back to work Victoria," Bernard hurriedly cut in, interrupting her.
"Sorry, I'll get onto this letter," Victoria quickly replied before standing up to leave, her courage rapidly deserting her. Had he guessed what she was going to say? Did he not want her help? Things were so confusing for the busty young PA. At least with Mr Spackman she'd been left with no doubt in what he wanted from her.
Her mind still filled with doubts and questions, Victoria hurriedly left Bernard's office and returned to her desk. It's only for a few weeks, she reminded herself. Mr Spackman will be back before she knew it and things would return to normal.
For most of the rest of the day Bernard did his best to avoid Victoria, pretty much locking himself in his office the entire afternoon.
Victoria was still very unsure of herself and her future, but resolved to make a bigger effort to impress Mr Beazley to ensure her job was safe.
Even though she had hardly any work on, Victoria made sure she stayed later than Mr Beazley, just so that she looked good.
It was almost 6:30 when Bernard finally emerged from his office.
"Oh, Victoria? You're still here. I thought you'd be long gone by now," said the rather startled looking young auditor.
"Just finishing a few things up Mr Beazley," replied Victoria, feeling rather pleased with herself for staying late and giving the appearance of being hard working.
"Well, I'll see you in the morning," said Bernard, heading for the door.
"Good job today Mr Beazley," said Victoria, reaching out and lightly patting her boss's bottom as he walked past.
Bernard froze in shock at the touch of her hand on his ass.
At his reaction Victoria's heart lurched. Had she stuffed things up again? She was just trying to remember the things that Mr Spackman had taught her. "Just a pat for a job well done...like a sports team," she added lamely.
"Oh. Thank you Victoria," said Bernard slowly, without turning. He straightened his tie and then strode out of the office, not looking back once.
Victoria let out a long sigh of relief. What a day.
The busty blonde almost jumped out of her skin when the phone on her desk started ringing.
"Hello, Walter Spack...er I mean Bernard Beazley's office, how can I help?" she said into the phone.
"Victoria? Good, you're still at the office, it's Walter here," said the voice on the other end.
"Mr Spackman?" she said in surprise. After all the uncertainty around her relationship with Bernard, it was a relief to hear from her old boss.
"Yes, it's me. Victoria I need you to be a dear and stop by the hospital on your way home," Walter told her.



"Of course," agreed Victoria.
"Excellent. I'll see you in about half an hour then."
Victoria agreed and then hung up the phone. Perhaps Mr Spackman would be able to give her some advice on where she might be going wrong with Mr Beazley.
Feeling upbeat after talking to Walter, Victoria drove directly to the hospital eager to see the old fellow, only stopping briefly to get a small bunch of flowers for her recuperating manager. Even though it had only been a couple of days, it felt like an eternity since she'd seen Mr Spackman.
Despite his recent cardiac arrest, Walter was looking in good spirits. He was sitting up in his hospital bed with a big stack of pillows behind his head.
They spoke for about twenty minutes about Walter's health, about his replacement Bernard and about life in the hospital. Walter seemed to be quite pleased that one of his nurses was a rather pretty redhead and that he was hoping to get a sponge bath from her in the near future.
It was just as Victoria was getting ready to leave that Walter had one last request for her.
"Oh, Victoria, before you leave I was hoping you could help me out with something?"
"Sure Mr Spackman, what do you need?" replied the obliging young blonde.
"Well, as you probably know my heart attack was caused by high stress levels," he told her. "The doctors told me I need to do everything I can to stay relaxed and keep my blood pressure low."
"Of course, how can I help?" asked Victoria.
"Well, I was hoping that you could come by the hospital every evening after work and help my with any...tensions I have."
"Okay. What did you have in mind?' asked Victoria, eager to make up for her earlier mistakes that had got Walter into this mess in the first place.
"I need you to give me a quick BJ," explained Walter.
Victoria glanced around the ward, there were a couple of other patients in beds in the large room. "Of course I'll suck it for you Mr Spackman," she agreed in a hushed tone. "But where can we do it?"
"Oh don't worry about them," replied Walter, waving away her privacy concerns. "Just pull the curtain around the bed."
"Oh," replied Victoria, glancing uncertainly up at the circular curtain rail that trailed around Walter's hospital bed. It didn't look very private to her, but she could hardly refuse her clearly unwell boss.
Reluctantly Victoria grabbed the curtain and pulled it closed around the bed, hiding her and Walter from sight. She did notice that the curtain didn't fall all the way to the floor and anyone else in the room would be able to see her from the knee down, but at least they wouldn't be able to see what her mouth was doing she assured herself.
The stacked blonde moved around to the side of the bed as Walter pulled aside the covers, revealing his bare old legs and a rather unflattering hospital issued nightshirt. Smiling up warmly at her boss, Victoria leant over him and pulled up the hem of his bed clothing, revealing his flaccid penis and hairy old testicles. This was more familiar territory for the gorgeous PA.
"I've definitely missed your mouth Victoria," Walter told her as his hand slid up the back of her right thigh, up past the side-slit of her skirt, sliding across the smooth soft flesh until he cupped her warm, round buttock in his palm. He gave her ass a firm squeeze as she dipped her head down into his lap.
Victoria curled the tip of her agile tongue around the end of Walter's old penis and slurped it into her warm, wet mouth. Walter gave a loud moan and squeezed harder on her ass as Victoria's cheeks hollowed and she sucked noisily on his squidgy member.
"Ah, that's it!" moaned Walter happily as Victoria nursed tenderly on his gradually thickening cock. Her soft lips formed a firm seal around the base of his shaft, his entire manhood enveloped inside her mouth as she slurped vigorously on him, using her tongue to massage his growing penis.
The accommodating blonde started to bob her head over Walter's lap as his cock grew to full erection under the tender ministrations of her tongue, lips and mouth. Walter gave another loud moan, there was no doubt the other patients in the ward could hear what was going on, but the old businessman didn't care in the slightest.
"That feels great Victoria," he told her, stroking the top of her head with one hand, his other still up under the hem of her dress, kneading the firm, toned cheek of her ass. "Suck that cock!"
Victoria rolled her tongue around the head of Walter's stiff cock, reaching up with one hand and stroking the base of his shaft as she sucked hard, bobbing her head over his hard-on, determined to relieve every drop of her elderly bosses stress and make sure he never had another heart attack.
"That's good!" gasped Walter as the busty blonde worked her oral magic. His hand slipped out from up her skirt and reached for her tits, cupping one of the ample jugs through her white top, pleased to note that she was still following his directions and not wearing a bra. "I've missed my old stress-balls," he added, squeezing roughly at Victoria's massive melons, kneading each of them in turn through her top.
Victoria continued to suck messily on Walter's trembling erection, her saliva running down the hard shaft and over his balls, giving him a nice, wet blowjob. She lifted her mouth off his cock for a moment, swiping her tongue over his hairy old balls and causing him to let out another loud groan of pleasure. Then she was back to his cock, bobbing her head faster and faster as he simultaneously squeezed her big tits through her top.
Walter gave Victoria's tits one last hard squeeze and then both his hands moved to the top of her head, urging her face down harder into his lap and his cock deeper into the back of her throat.
"Oh shit yeah!" grunted Walter as he started to use her mouth, pushing her down hard and fast as she sucked noisily on him. He was clearly ready to bust a nut.
"Here it comes!" groaned Walter. His cock immediately exploded as he held Victoria's face down into his crotch. His hips lurched on the bed as he spurted thick, gooey ropes of jizz into his hot secretary's willing mouth.
Victoria kept her lips sealed around the shaft of Walter's jerking penis, swallowing every blast of cum as it squirted across her tongue.
"Oh fuck!" groaned Walter as he filled her mouth. Victoria's nostrils flared as she concentrated on breathing through her nose while swallowing her boss's sticky load.
The 67 year old gave a satisfied sigh as he let go of Victoria's head and leant back against his pillows. "That hit the spot," he announced.
Victoria lifted her head up out of his lap, breathing heavily. "Wow," she commented. "You obviously needed that." She told him, wiping her mouth and chin with the back of one hand. She stretched her neck from side to side, a little sore at being held down in his lap.
"That was wonderful as always Victoria," Walter told her. "I'll see you again tomorrow?"
"Of course Sir," she assured him as she helped him pull the covers back over himself and then opened the curtain.
As she was leaving the hospital, Victoria noticed a couple of the patients giving her a few odd looks and she couldn't help but blush a little.
***
The next morning Victoria arrived at work feeling a lot better about herself. Giving Walter a nice blowjob the night before had not only helped him out with his medical issues, it had also been somewhat therapeutic for Victoria as well. She felt reaffirmed in her role and was determined to make sure she demonstrated her value to Bernard today.
The buxom blonde was dressed in an immaculately tailored black dress that accentuated her curvy figure and had a reasonably low cut square neckline that displayed just enough cleavage to be sexy yet professional. She wore black hold-up stockings that had a very subtle fishnet patterned texture, and her dress was short enough to display a hint of the lacy tops of her stockings when she sat down and crossed her long legs.
Victoria also made sure to wear a bra today as she knew that's what Bernard wanted. She chose a lacy black push-up bra that made her cleavage even more impressive than usual.
Bernard had called her first thing that morning explaining that he had to stop by head office and would be late in that morning. So when Bernard eventually arrived, Victoria was already at her desk, getting rather bored of shuffling around papers and files without any real work that needed doing.
Bernard didn't head straight into his office as usual, and instead paused at Victoria's desk as she got up and bent to replace a file in the bottom drawer of the cabinet, unknowingly giving her new boss a good look at her lovely posterior as she bent low to return the file.
"Um, Victoria?" said Bernard, his tone sounding even more nervous than usual.
"Yes Mr Beazley?" she asked, turning to face him.
"Well, I..." he stopped mid-sentence as if second guessing himself. There was a moment of uncomfortable silence.
"Mr Beazley?" repeated Victoria expectantly.
"Right, yes. Well, I just wanted to tell you that you're doing a good job," Bernard smiled broadly and looked expectantly back at Victoria.
"Um...thanks," replied Victoria, unsure how to respond.
Bernard paused and nodded, as if waiting for Victoria to say or do something further.
"Mr Beazley?" Victoria said yet again.
"Um, can I give you a pat?" he eventually managed to ask, his cheeks reddening. "Like a sports team?"
"Of course you can," replied Victoria, inwardly she was jumping for joy, very pleased that Bernard was happy with her.
Mr Beazley didn't reach around and pat her bottom though, he just stared nervously back at her.
"Go ahead," urged Victoria, eager for his praise. She turned around and bent over slightly, pushing her nicely rounded ass out towards her boss. The material of her black dress stretched taut across her flawless posterior.
Bernard gave a small sigh as he slowly, almost gingerly reached out and placed his hand on Victoria's firm ass. It definitely wasn't a pat, he just left his hand there, cupping the round globe of Victoria's left buttock.
Victoria glanced over her shoulder at Bernard, but he was staring down at his hand as if it was the most amazing thing he'd ever laid eyes upon.
Bernard gave a small whimper. His hand still wasn't patting. It was merely holding Victoria's buttock, not even squeezing or stroking the firm globe.
Victoria was also frozen, she was not sure what to do. He wasn't patting her the way she'd expected, or even copping a feel like Mr Spackman tended to do. "Are you okay Mr Beazley?" she asked cautiously.
"Oh, ah...Yes!" he snatched his hand away. "Yes. Very good job Victoria."
With that Bernard spun around and almost ran over to his office, disappearing quickly inside and pulling the door shut behind him. Victoria was left, still bent over, feeling surprised and a little weirded out by the whole situation. She wasn't quite sure if she was making progress with her new boss or not.
Victoria gave a sigh of her own and was just about to get back to her work when she saw that Bernard had left his briefcase on the floor by her desk in his rush to get back to his office. Smiling indulgently at Bernard's absentmindedness, Victoria picked up the briefcase and took it into Bernard's office for him. As she pushed open the office door she was met by a startling sight.
Leaning against the side of the desk was Mr Beazley. He had one hand resting on the edge of the desk, and in his other hand was his prick. His pants were unzipped and he was hurriedly stroking himself, his cock fully erect in his fist. On the floor in front of him was his small bin. The same bin that Walter had once used to piss in during an important conference call (with Victoria's assistance).
"Oh my goodness, Mr Beazley?" blurted out Victoria in surprise. The sight of Bernard standing in his office beating off was the last thing she'd expected from the professional young man.
"Oh shit!" swore Bernard, his eyes going wide at the sight of Victoria. He probably should have been scrambling to cover himself and get his hard-on tucked away, but instead the young accountant stood there frozen in fright, staring at his lovely young secretary with his hard cock in his hand, unable to move.
"Oh my, Mr Beazley, are you stressed?" asked Victoria with genuine concern. She was kicking herself now. She'd suspected her new boss was stressed, but she'd been too self-conscious to ask him. And now he'd had to take matters into his own hands when he should have been using her hands, had she learnt nothing from Mr Spackman?
"Ah..." Bernard seemed to abruptly snap out of his daze. He hurriedly started to stuff his erection back into his pants, struggling a little with the uncooperatively inflexible organ.
"Wait!" said Victoria stepping forward. "Please Mr Beazley, I can help you out with that."
"Wh...what?" gasped Bernard in surprise, stopping trying to put away his cock and staring at his busty young personal assistant in surprise. "What did you say?"
Victoria swallowed. "Um, stress relief. It's part of my job."
Bernard's eyes were wide, he was staring at her like she was crazy and Victoria felt her limited confidence starting to slip away. Perhaps she should leave him to it.
Don't be stupid Victoria, she told herself. If you do that, you'll be out of a job, there's barely any work for you as it is.
Without waiting for her stunned boss to say anything further Victoria stepped forward, quickly closing the gap between them. She reached out and gently pried Bernard's hand off his erection and took hold of it in her own soft hand.
"Ah!" Bernard gave a small gasp as her cool hand closed around his cock and it lurched in her fingers. She gave it a tender squeeze and then began to move her hand, sliding it up and down on his erection.
Bernard stared down as Victoria began to slowly stroke his hard cock in her soft hand. Victoria wasn't quite sure if the look on his face was amazement or horror, but he was definitely very fascinated by the sight of her small fist sliding up and down his rigid shaft. The busty blonde took the fact that he hadn't stopped her as encouragement to carry on.
"That's it Mr Beazley, let me take care of this for you," said Victoria encouragingly, hoping that he wouldn't suddenly order her to stop.
"Oh...Okay," murmured Bernard his voice cracking slightly. He gaze slipped up to Victoria's cleavage, staring at the uncovered upper swells of her ample breasts and the way the flesh jiggled slightly as her fist pumped on his penis.
"That's it," whispered Victoria, her hand a blur over her boss's cock. "Just relax and let me get rid of this stiffy for you."
Bernard moaned as Victoria reached out with her other hand and gently stroked the tight sack of his testicles, running her fingertips over the two swollen balls and the inside of thighs. "That's it Mr Beazley," she murmured. "Come for me."
They stood there for about a minute, Victoria vigorously stroking her new manager's cock in her soft hand, the squelching sound of her pumping hand on his erection the only noise in the office. As she worked his prick, he made stranger and stranger faces, clearly enjoying her touch.
"If you want, I could put it in my mouth and suck it," Victoria whispered; her voice husky.
"Huh?" Bernard looked up at Victoria in surprise at her offer, then he suddenly let out a long groan and his cock lurched in his PA's hand.
Victoria gasped as she felt his cock flex and a thick spurt of cum burst from the tip, splashing against the front of her dress. Bernard gave a moan and his knee's sagged a little, his weight leaning back against the edge of his desk as a second heavy splatter of jizz shot from the tip of his dick.
Victoria kept her hand moving on Bernard cock as more cum squirted from his penis. Her dress was already ruined so she decided to keep going and not interrupt her boss's orgasm by moving out of range.
"Oh Victoria!" gasped Bernard as she squeezed his pulsing cock. The third spurt was a little smaller, mostly splashing over Victoria's wrist as she milked the semen from his dick.
"There you go Mr Beazley," said Victoria, her voice soothing as she slowed the pace of her hand on his throbbing penis, a few more drops of cum oozing from the tip as she gently wanked him.
Bernard was breathing heavily, staring at Victoria's hand as his spent dick began to gradually soften in her grasp. He glanced at the front of her dress so see the stain, substantial drops of his cum dribbling down towards the hem. "Oh, your dress, I..."
"Shhh," Victoria silenced him. "Don't worry about it. I'm happy to be of service. It's my job to help relieve your stress. I'll clean that up no problem."
"Oh," Bernard swallowed. "Thank you Victoria."
The busty blonde gave Bernard's penis one last affectionate squeeze and then she let go. The tip of his cock was still sticky with his sperm. "Would you like me to..." she gestured at his messy dick and licked her upper lip with the tip of her tongue.
"No, you go get cleaned up," said Bernard hurriedly. He looked embarrassed again now.
Bernard's expression had suddenly gone from post-orgasmic bliss to worry and Victoria wondered if she'd done something wrong. She was sure he'd enjoyed that handjob. What had upset him?
"Okay Mr Beazley," she said, leaving him to clean himself up. She was careful not to use her cum-covered hand to close his office door behind her.
The buxom secretary went to the bathroom and washed her hand and dress as best she could, but there was still an ugly milky smear over the front of her dress, despite her best efforts. She considered asking Mr Beazley if she could go home to change, but with the way he'd dismissed her from his office following the handjob she figured he was angry or upset with what she'd done. After all, she'd offered to lick his cock clean and he'd refused. At least that's what she thought had happened.
Instead, they spent the rest of the day avoiding each other. Much like yesterday, Mr Beazley locked himself in his office and didn't come out once to speak with Victoria. The pretty twenty three year old got more and more anxious as the day went on and she was half expecting Bernard to come out and tell her she was fired.
At exactly five o'clock Victoria left, she was desperate to get out of there and didn't want to talk to Mr Beazley again, just in case her worst fears were realised.
As promised, on her way home she stopped in at the hospital to visit Mr Spackamn. Before heading up to his ward she ducked into the bathroom and took off her bra, stuffing it in her purse. After all, although Mr Beazley liked her to have a bra on, Mr Spackman wanted her boobs braless.
While Victoria was quite keen to discuss her strange relationship with Mr Beazley, her new temporary boss, Mr Spackman seemed only interested in getting a blowjob. Even as Victoria was starting to explain her situation to Mr Spackman, he was dragged her head down into his lap and stuffing his cock into her mouth, interrupting her narrative.
Victoria's was talking right up until the point of impalement, trying to explain her new boss's awkwardness as her old boss's cock pushed between her still moving lips. She gagged a little at Walter Spackman's crude intrusion, but then obligingly let him make thorough use of her talented mouth. After about ten minutes he eventually spurted, and she politely swallowed down his sticky load.
"Thank you Victoria," said Walter as she licked him clean. "You know, if you're really so concerned about this Beazley fellow, you should just give him a blowjob, you've got the best mouth in the world."
"A blowjob?" asked Victoria as she finished tonguing Walter's cock and pulled the bedcovers back over him.



"Yeah. Trust me, one go in your mouth and he'll be calling you the employee of the month."
"Hmm, okay Mr Spackman, thanks for the advice," replied Victoria tentatively.
"I'm feeling a little tired now so I think I'll have a nap. Perhaps tomorrow we'll try using your pussy if I've got the strength for it." And with that, she was dismissed.
***
Once again, Victoria arrived at work on Friday morning feeling rather uncertain about her future and Mr Beazley's thoughts and opinions of her.
She was dressed in a relatively short grey skirt that was slit up both sides, revealing a considerable amount of her sleek, stocking-clad thighs as she walked, the lacy tops of her flesh toned hold-up stockings visible when she crossed her long legs and the slit fell open. She also wore a bright pink blouse that seemed to struggle to contain her ample bosom, the top couple of buttons left undone and her deep cleavage left on show just in case Mr Beazley wanted to look. The outfit was completed by a pair of sexy high heeled black shoes that made her slender legs look amazing.
As soon as she arrived Mr Beazley called her into his office.
"We need to talk about what happened yesterday," explained Bernard. "Please, take a seat."
Victoria's heart sank as she sat down in the chair opposite Mr Beazley and crossed her legs, giving him a perfect view of her flawless thighs as her skirt rode up almost scandalously high. It was completely unintentional however, Victoria was sure she was about to be fired for not doing a good job, modesty was the last thing on her mind.
Bernard cleared his throat, he looked noticeably uneasy. "Well, I'd like to begin by apologising."
"Apologising?" repeated Victoria in surprise. She'd hadn't expect that.
Bernard nodded. "That's right. My behaviour yesterday was completely unacceptable."
Victoria frowned. She was more confused than ever, but she had a vague notion that she wasn't going be fired after all.
Bernard continued. "Sexual harassment is completely unacceptable under company policy, what I did was wrong and I hope that I didn't cause you any harm or discomfort."
"Wait, Mr Beazley. Are we talking about yesterday, when I...helped you out to relax?" asked Victoria.
Bernard squirmed a little in his chair, looking guilty as sin. "Yes, I'm so sorry Victoria. I don't know what came over me."
Victoria shook her head, still a little confused at what Bernard was trying to get at. "It's okay Mr Beazley, I don't mind that you didn't want me to clean you up with my tongue."
Now it was Bernard's turn to look confused. "What? No, it's not that. I would have loved for you...wait, no. That would have been wrong. I'm talking about the way I made you...touch me."
Victoria smiled. "I was happy to be of service Mr Beazley. It's my job to help relieve your stress."
"No Victoria, you don't have to..." Bernard winced and rubbed his forehead as if he was under huge amounts of stress again.
Victoria bit her lower lip anxiously. It was obvious she did a terrible job with her hand yesterday if he was already so wound up again. Perhaps she should follow Walter's advice and give Bernard a nice sloppy blowjob, but she wasn't sure how best to suggest it.
"Look, Victoria, I think you've been doing a good job," Bernard cringed slightly as he said the last two words.
"A good job?" repeated Victoria, snapping out of her thoughts of sucking her boss's cock, and relieved to hear she wasn't getting fired. "Would you like to pat me?" she asked without thinking, turning around and sticking her bum out towards Bernard. Victoria bent slightly at the waist so that her ass jutted out invitingly towards her temporary manager. Her short grey skirt was taut across the peachy globes of her round posterior.
"Ah...I..." Bernard was staring at Victoria's offered ass with a look of torture on his face. His mouth was slightly open and he looked flabbergasted at the alluring display.
Victoria wiggled her bum slightly and that seemed to make up Bernard's mind. In an almost zombie-like fashion, Bernard shuffled around from behind his desk and moved towards his gorgeous personal assistant. He held her by her shapely hips and turned her body so that her ass was facing towards him.
"Bend over the desk," came his whispered instruction, his voice sounding breathless.
Victoria frowned a little, he seemed to be making a big deal out of what was supposed to be a quick pat on the butt, but nevertheless she leant forward, bending over the edge of the desk and presenting her ass towards Bernard.
"Wow," breathed Bernard in awe as he placed both his hands on Victoria's flawless ass, taking a firm buttock in each palm.
Today he wasn't quite as timid as yesterday, and he gave the round globes a slight squeeze, amazed at their firmness. "Beautiful," Bernard murmured as his right hand began to rub Victoria's right buttock, his palm stroking her ass in small circles, almost worshipping her gorgeous ass.
Victoria couldn't help but feel good at the obvious admiration Bernard seemed to have for her ass. She'd always considered her ample breasts to be her best feature, and Walter had definitely seemed taken by them. Perhaps squeezing her ass helped Bernard relax, much like Walter using her hooters as stress-balls.
"Oh, yes..." groaned Bernard as he rubbed Victoria's buttock, he was certainly sounding pretty happy. His hand slid down over her hip, along the outside of her thigh, down past the hem of her skirt. He muttered something unintelligible under his breath as he slid his hand back up her stocking-clad thigh, slipping up inside the slit on the side of her skirt to touch the bare skin of her upper thigh, past the lacy top of her stocking.
Bernard froze a moment, his hand up beneath the hem of Victoria's skirt. "Stop," he said aloud. "We need to stop."
He let go of Victoria, removing both his hands from her perfect ass.
Victoria remained bent over the edge of his desk, looking back over her shoulder at her distressed boss. "Are you okay Mr Beazley?" she asked with genuine concern.
"Yes. I'm fine," he assured her, taking a step backwards away from her. His eyes however, we still glued to her ass. "I...I think you should go back to work."
"Okay Mr Beazley," replied Victoria, disappointed that she seemed to have once again upset the strange young manager.
She straightened and headed for the door. "If you need anything, you just need to ask," she told him as she left.
Victoria was kicking herself as she went back to her desk. She should have tried to figure out a way to give Bernard a blowjob. Walter had been right, if she could get his cock in her mouth she'd win him over for sure. She probably should have just came out and offered him head, but with Bernard's current strange mood, no doubt he would have turned her down.
The buxom blonde gave a sigh as she sat back down in her chair. She had to come up with a plan or a trick to get Bernard's penis into her mouth, he would never agree if she just straight out offered him oral.
Victoria picked up a pen off her desk and tapped it against her chin as she tried to remember back to a few weeks ago when she'd first put Mr Spackman's prick in her mouth. It had been for stress relief reasons right? No, that was later, the first time was when he'd had to piss during a conference call and she aimed his dick for him. He'd accidentally got hard and she had to bring him down. She'd ended up putting his erection in her mouth and swallowing his load to stop from making a mess of the office.
Surely after the huge stain that Bernard had left on her dress yesterday she should be able to come up with something like that to progress to sucking his cock instead of jerking him off. Of course, first she had to get his erection back into her hands...
***
Walter Spackman gave a small moan of fervour as Victoria tugged her skirt up around her hips and climbed up onto his hospital bed, straddling him. As his busty personal assistant reached for the hem of his hospital gown, Walter yanked open her blouse, revealing her bare, bra-less breasts.
As she'd done on her previous visit, Victoria had stopped to slip off her bra before going to meet her boss in his hospital bed. Pleased with the naked globes that greeted him, Walter grabbed hold of Victoria's tits and squeezed them eagerly.
"It's good to have the old stress balls back in my hands," murmured Walter as he groped Victoria's bare boobs eagerly.
Victoria reached down between Walter's legs and her hand found his cock, rigid and erect, almost trembling under the touch of her soft hand.
"Wow, you're so hard," she whispered as she stroked the old business man's shaft. "You must be really tense."
"Oh I am!" agreed Walter as he kneaded Victoria's melons, rubbing his thumbs across her hard nipples. "I'm really stressed out now honey."
Pleased to be able to help, Victoria guided Walter's raging erection to the entrance of her cunt, rubbing the head of his dick against the moist lips of her pussy. Walter gave a moan, his hips lurching up off the hospital bed and the tip of his cock penetrating Victoria's snatch.
"Oh yesss!" groaned Walter loudly as Victoria sunk down on him, his erection snugly clutched in her velvet-like vagina.
As Victoria started to ride Walter, her hips undulating lithely over his crotch as she slid up and down on his erection, she glanced over at the small bedside table. Unsurprisingly there were a couple of pill containers sitting there, but Victoria was surprised to see that one of the containers was marked 'Viagra'.
Victoria frowned as she ground herself down on her elderly boss's stiff prick. He never seemed to have any trouble getting an erection as far as she'd observed. In fact, quite the opposite, his penis seemed to often stiffen up at the most inconvenient times, and he often required her assistance in deflating it.
"Um, Mr Spackman?" asked Victoria, slightly breathless as she rode the bed-ridden older man.
"Mmm?" murmured Walter in reply as he pinched Victoria's nipples and jiggled her ample tits.
"What's the.. er... Viagra for?" she asked.
"Huh?" grunted Walter, tearing his gaze away from Victoria's cleavage to see where she was looking. "Oh, that helps my blood pressure apparently," he replied with a shrug, turning his attention back to Victoria's boobs which he resumed his enthusiastic groping of.
"Oh, okay Mr Spackman," replied Victoria as she eyed the pill container thoughtfully. "I don't supposed I could..ah.. borrow a pill or two?"
"Sure honey, whatever you want," gasped Walter, one hand sliding down her side to reach around and grasp her ass as his other hand massaged one of her heavy, hanging jugs. "Just shut up and fuck me before I have another heart attack."
"Oh!" said Victoria in concern, turning her attention back to her boss. "Sorry Mr Spackman."
Walter gave a happy moan as Victoria resumed riding him in earnest.
***
That next morning, Victoria arrived at work feeling more confident than ever. She knew exactly how she was going to get herself back into her new boss's good graces and prove her worth.
The gorgeous blonde was today wearing a black, slightly flared and loose fitting skirt, that was quite short, displaying a good portion of her smooth thighs, and an even more impressive portion when it flared out as she walked around the office, rising up around her long legs. She'd chosen not to wear stockings today, to allow Mr Beazley access to her smooth legs in case he wanted to touch them.
The skirt was matched to a tight fitting, white long sleeved top that had a plunging v-neckline that displayed plenty of her deep cleavage. Of course she wore a sexy white satin push-up bra beneath, which boosted her ample fun bags to mind boggling heights.
As Victoria moved around behind Bernard's desk to pour him his morning coffee, she bent slightly at the waist and thrust out her round, perky posterior in a most inviting manner. Victoria was well aware that when it came to Bernard Beazley, her best asset was her world-class bum.
"Good job Victoria," said Bernard, Victoria's tactic paying off. His hand boldly slid up the back of her smooth thigh to cup her ass beneath her skirt.
Victoria had been careful to wear a very skimpy thong today, and when Bernard's hand reached her ass it was filled with the silky, uncovered curve of her firm right buttock. Bernard gave a quivering sigh as he squeezed the warm, soft flesh in his trembling hand.
"I've checked your diary, and Mr Williams from head office is coming in at 10am," explained Victoria, straightening up. Bernard's left hand remained up her skirt, attached to her ass, but she acted as though it wasn't there.
"Yes, it's very important I make a good impression," muttered the accountant, picking up his coffee cup with one hand as his other hand caressed his assistants ass.
"If there's anything at all I can do to help, let me know," said Victoria. "Anything at all." She watched carefully as Bernard took a long swallow of his coffee. Victoria smiled broadly.
"Thank you Victoria," replied Bernard, patting her bare buttock. He let his hand drop down from beneath her short skirt, his palm running down the back of her smooth thigh before falling away. "I'd better get my reports ready for Mr Williams."
"Of course," nodded Victoria. "Remember. If I can do anything, anything at all. Just give me a call on the intercom."
With that, Victoria left Mr Beazley's office feeling rather pleased with herself, making sure to sway her sensational ass as she walked.
***
Sure enough, less than half an hour later, Victoria had an urgent page from Mr Beazley on her intercom.
"I need your help Victoria! Quickly!" Bernard almost bellowed down the intercom at her.
Smiling to herself, Victoria hurried into Bernard's office to find the somewhat embarrassed looking accounting sitting behind his desk, staring down into his lap in dismay.
"Are you okay Mr Beazley?" asked Victoria in concern.
Bernard looked up at her. "You said you'd do anything to help?"
"Off course," nodded Victoria earnestly.
"Well," Bernard swallowed. "Mr Williams will be here any moment, and I've got a rather large problem on my hands."
Victoria frowned. "What is it Mr Beazley?"
Bernard sighed and then pushed his chair back, rolling away from the edge of his desk. Victoria's eyes went wide as she realised that Bernard had removed his trousers and was naked from the waist down. Jutting up from between his legs was his rock hard erection.
"Oh my," gasped Victoria. Mr Beazley's cock looked even bigger than she remembered, or perhaps that was because it was so stiff now. It was red and she could see the vein's standing out along the length of the shaft. Perhaps she'd spiked his coffee a little too generously?
Bernard's cheeks were burning red. "I'm sorry to ask you to do this, but I tried to take care of it myself, but it was just taking so long...and Mr Williams is arriving soon..."
"Oh hush!" interrupted Victoria in a business-like manner, moving around the desk towards Bernard. "I'd be happy to take care of this for you, it's my job to provide you some relief whenever you need it."
Bernard opened his mouth to protest, but before he could speak, Victoria had slipped to her knees in front of him, his gaze immediately drawn to the plunging neckline of her top as he looked down on her.
Bernard gasped as Victoria reached out and squeezed his trembling erection in her cool hand, giving it a firm tug as she smiled reassuringly up at her temporary boss.
"How long do we have?" asked Victoria as her soft hand slid up and down Bernard's stiff penis. He felt so rigid.
Bernard swallowed. "Just be as quick as you can. I can't meet Mr Williams in this state."
Victoria smiled. Her plan was working perfectly. "In that case, let me try something different."
Without waiting for a reply, Victoria bent her head down into Bernard's lap, the moist seal of her lips closing around the head of Bernard's cock as she plunged her mouth down onto his erection.
"Oh shit!" groaned Bernard, his body tensing as his painfully hard cock was abruptly enveloped in the warmth of Victoria's perfect mouth and she began to suck on his stiff length. His busty young personal assistant was actually giving him a blowjob!
"Oh shit!" he repeated as Victoria started to bob her head, sliding her mouth up and down on Bernard's prick. "That feels amazing!" he groaned as his busty secretary plunged her mouth up and down on his cock.
Victoria briefly lifted her mouth off Bernard's cock, swiping her tongue down along the length of his shaft and then licking his scrotum, teasing his testicles with the very tip of her tongue. "Is it working?" she asked with an innocent smile.
"Yes, yes!" groaned Bernard, a half-crazed expression on his face. "Just keep sucking. Quickly."
Victoria grinned triumphantly and resuming sucking her boss's cock. Victoria's cheeks hollowed as she sucked forcefully on his prick, her head bobbing rapidly over his lap.
"Oh...oh shit, I'm gonna cum!" groaned Bernard.
Victoria felt him shrinking back in his chair as if reluctant to cum in her mouth and searching for an escape route. The buxom blonde however, was not going to let him get away. She pushed her mouth down harder over Bernard's retreating erection, swallowing him to the hilt, the tip of his cock pushing right into her throat.
The sudden deep-throating pushed Bernard over the edge. The accountant let out a roar of pleasure as his cock lurched in Victoria's mouth, thick ropes of salty cum spurting from the tip as Victoria swallowed hastily.
Bernard leant forward, grabbing Victoria by her shoulders, his face contorting oddly as he came, squirting his heavy load of jizz straight down the young blonde's willing throat as his groin bucked up against her face.
Victoria made sure she drank down every drop, sucking Bernard's rapidly wilting penis until it was completely clean. Walter Spackman had taught her to not make a mess when she was providing stress relief, and he would have been very proud of her work ethic this morning.
"Oh my goodness," breathed Bernard, his face flushed as he leant back in his chair, breathing noisily through his nose as he vainly attempted to regain his composure. "That was amazing Victoria," he told his lovely young assistant as she wiped a trickle of his seed from the corner of her mouth.
"My pleasure Mr Beazley," replied Victoria agreeably.
Bernard stuffed his flaccid cock back into his underwear and zipped himself up. "Now Victoria, this must never happen again. Today was a very exceptional circumstance and I thank you sincerely for your assistance."
Victoria decided she shouldn't argue. "Yes Mr Beazley," she meekly agreed. Surely he'd enjoyed her mouth? He had certainly seemed to enjoy it, he'd cum quick enough.
Victoria stood up from her spot at Mr Beazley's feet. "Is there anything else I can do for you Mr Beazley?" she asked.
"No Victoria. That will be all," Bernard replied, dismissing her.
As Victoria stepped back into the reception area of the their offices she saw none other than Mr Williams standing there waiting. Victoria started at the sight of him. How long had he been waiting there?
"Oh, Mr Williams, welcome," Victoria greeted him as she quickly regained her composure.
Mr Williams, the company's regional manager, was a well dressed man in his mid fifties. He still had a full head of hair, although it was almost pure snowy white, and his stern face was lined with deep wrinkles.
"You must be Victoria. I believe Mr Beazley is expecting me," his voice was soft, almost a whisper, although it had a slightly sinister edge to it.
Victoria swallowed nervously. Hopefully Bernard had finished straightening himself up in there.



"Yes, of course Mr Williams. Go straight through." For some reason Victoria had an urge to bow or curtsey, but she managed to resist it as she stepped aside and opened the door for Mr Williams. He swept past her and into Bernard's office and she breathed a small sigh of relief.
Hopefully the meeting went well, Victoria was finally starting to make a break through with Mr Beazley and if his meeting with Mr Williams went well then he was sure to be in a good mood that afternoon.
***
In actual fact, Bernard's meeting with Mr Williams lasted well into the afternoon and he eventually departed at about quarter to four. Bernard did seem pleased, or at the very least relieved, when he finally bid farewell to his boss.
Bernard stepped back into the office with a huge grin on his face. "Mr Williams is over the moon!" he announced happily.
"That's wonderful!" said Victoria, standing up excitedly.
"And I was on fire in there! I've never felt so relaxed and at ease, thank you Victoria, you're the best personal assistant I've ever had!"
"Oh, thank you Mr Beazley!" said Victoria in delight. She hugged Bernard warmly, so happy to receive his praise.
"Oh, Victoria," stammered Bernard in surprise as the gorgeous young blonde hugged him happily. He stiffly put his arms around her waist as she pressed her lush curves up against him, his hands resting in the small of her back.
Victoria relaxed her embrace and made to step back, but Bernard's arms stiffly held her in place. Bernard didn't say anything, but she could feel his breathing heavy in her ear.
"Oh, Victoria," repeated Bernard in a whisper. His hands slid down from her back to cup and squeeze her ass through her black skirt, the firm sphere's of her buttocks filling his palms.
Victoria froze, not sure what to do. Bernard had both his hands on her ass, which he was squeezing and kneading, keeping her body held tightly against his.
"Um... are you okay Mr Beazley?" Victoria said eventually.
"What? Oh...ah..." the stammering accountant quickly released his young assistant and stepped back away from her. "I...I've got to get going."
With that Bernard hurriedly headed back into his office, slamming shut the door behind him.
Victoria gave a sigh of dismay. She still wasn't sure where she stood with her strange, socially inept superior.
***
The next morning Victoria arrived with her confidence restored.
On her way home the previous night she'd once again removed her bra and stopped in to see Walter Spackman. He'd been looking particularly fit and healthy and had vigorously shagged her doggy style on top of his hospital bed not just once, but twice in a row.
Walter had also assured her again that now Bernard had sampled her oral talents her worries about her job were over, plus he was pretty sure that he'd back at work himself sooner rather than later.
Just to be sure, Victoria had again spiked Bernard's morning coffee with Viagra, determined to make herself indispensable to her strange new boss. She'd made sure to wear the most inviting and sexy outfit she could find in her closet, an ultra-clingy red mini-dress that hugged her generous curves and left very little to the imagination. It was particularly tight across the peachy globes of her firm buttocks, and Bernard had almost choked when she dropped a pen on her way out of his office and bent at the waist to retrieve it. If that display didn't stir him, nothing would.
This time it only took about ten minutes.
Bernard Beazley emerged from his office, his face red and flushed, the front of his suit trousers bulging obscenely. Victoria watched as Bernard wordlessly walked to the front door of the office and locked it, then walked around her desk, standing right beside where she was sitting at her computer.
"Time to do your job Ms Anderson," breathed Bernard in a throaty whisper as he unzipped his trousers.
Bernard reached into the open fly of his suit pants and pulled out his Viagra enhanced erection. Like yesterday, it was red and engorged, the veins along the shaft clearly visible, the slit at the tip glistening with pre-cum.
Victoria barely had time to smile as Bernard reached out and grabbed the back of her head with one hand and drew her mouth in towards his cock. His other hand was wrapped around the base of his dick as he guided it between her full lips, letting out a groan as his erection slid into her warm, wet mouth.
Bernard let go of his cock and grabbed his assistant's head in both hands and began thrusting into her mouth, his hips pumping back and forth as he lustfully fucked her face.
Victoria gagged slightly at Bernard's abrupt assault of her mouth, the head of his cock pushing against the back of her throat as he shoved extra hard and deep between her lips. Victoria's nostrils flared as she regained control of her breathing and let Bernard forcefully use her throat to get himself off.
"Yes, that's it Victoria!" groaned Bernard, his cock pistoning into Victoria's mouth, his balls slapping her chin. "Suck my cock."
Victoria moaned around the mouthful of accountant's cock. She briefly wondered what her husband would think if he stopped by to visit her at work. But this wasn't a sexual thing right? This was just her doing her job. And it was what she wanted wasn't it? She'd been scheming for days to get Bernard to make use of her talented mouth for his relief.
Victoria could taste Bernard's salty precum on her tongue as his prick sawed rapidly in and out of her mouth. His orgasm wouldn't be too far off now. Still eager to satisfy her boss, Victoria doubled her efforts, doing her best to slurp enthusiastically on his jackhammering manhood as he crudely fucked her mouth.
"Ahhh!" Bernard let out a wail of pleasure as he spurted liberally across her tongue, thick waves of cum shooting down her throat as Victoria hurriedly swallowed down his jism.
"Oh my," breathed Bernard, his pumping hips slowing as he spent himself into his assistants willing mouth. "That...that was magnificent Victoria."
Victoria finished slurping Bernard's cock clean and leant back in her chair. "Any time Mr Beazley."
"Yes..." Bernard suddenly looked uncomfortable again, as if he regretting losing control of himself. "Well...we'll see."
***
The next few days something of a routine established itself.
Victoria would arrive at work, spike Bernard's coffee with Viagra and then patiently await his arrival at her desk. Sooner or later he'd emerge from his office and then shove his dick into her mouth and fuck her throat until he explosively came in her mouth. Without fail, he'd be apologetic and embarrassed afterwards and would quickly depart.
They'd then pretty much avoid each other for the rest of the day, before Victoria went home, stopping in at the hospital to get fucked by her other boss, Walter Spackman. Finally, she'd then go home to her husband feeling exhausted and confused.
Something had to change. She was making progress with Bernard, but he still didn't seem to be completely happy with her.
The one thing that Victoria was pretty sure about was that Mr Beazley seemed quite taken with her bum. As far as she could see there was only one logical step to fix their working relationship.
***
A determined Victoria arrived the next morning eager to please as always. She wore the same short black skirt she'd worn the first day she met Mr Beazley, matched with a plain white blouse that was stretched across her ample bosom. Once again she'd foregone wearing stockings, leaving her elegant tanned legs bare and beautifully displayed.
Events unfolded normally at first, Bernard hurriedly drinking his morning coffee and arriving at her desk with his cock out and hard as a rock.
"Relief time Victoria," said Bernard, reaching for the back of his busty secretary's head and pulling her towards his rigid manhood.
As Bernard pulled Victoria's mouth towards the tip of his erection, the gorgeous blonde turned her head slightly and kept her lips tightly closed. Instead of slipping inside her welcoming mouth as he was used to, the head of Bernard's cock bumped against her pursed lips and rubbing across her smooth cheek.
Bernard looked down in surprise, "What's wrong Mrs Anderson?"
Victoria took a deep breath, strengthening her resolve. "Am I doing a good job Mr Beazley?" she asked, looking up at her temporary boss expectantly.
Bernard looked a little annoyed at being denied the use of her mouth. "Of course you are Victoria. Now open up and start sucking."
Bernard pulled Victoria's head in towards his crotch again, but she once again turned away, his cock grazing across her other cheek.
"You haven't given me a pat for doing a good job for days Mr Beazley," complained Victoria. "And my husband is starting to complain about my breath, I'm not sure you should keep putting your penis in my mouth anymore."
Bernard looked crestfallen. "I...I..." he stammered, not sure what to say. His cock twitched in front of Victoria's face, showing no signs of drooping.
"I am doing a good job, aren't I Mr Beazley?"
Bernard swallowed. "Bend over the desk Victoria."
The buxom blonde nodded and stood up, following her boss's instructions and bending over the edge of her desk.
"Good job Victoria."
Victoria gasped as she felt both of Bernard's hands on her ass, squeezing her firm, toned buttocks.
"Oh my," breathed Bernard. "You're right Victoria, it's been too long since I gave you a..." as he spoke he was lifting up the back of her skirt, and he froze mid-sentence as her ass was exposed. She was not wearing panties.
After a moment of silence Victoria looked back over her shoulder. "Are you okay Mr Beazley."
The shy accountant gave a whimper as he grabbed her naked ass with both hands and squeezed, his fingers sinking into the firm flesh of her round buttocks. Bernard sighed as he kneaded the toned flesh of his blonde assistants ass.
Victoria tensed slightly as she felt him move closer, the tip of his cock poking into one soft cheek of her ass.
"Good job Victoria," Bernard repeated, leaning in against her, his hard shaft sliding up along the crack of her ass and nestling between her glorious buttocks as he rubbed himself against her. Bernard's hands slipped up off her ass to hold her by the hips and pull her ass back against his crotch.
"It really is a shame I can't use my mouth to relieve you today," said Victoria as he boss humped against her ass, her skirt bunched up against her waist.
Bernard gave a small moan as Victoria reached behind her and took hold of his trembling erection, squeezing it in her fist. She guided him down between her legs, rubbing the tip of his cock against the lips of her pussy.
"If you want this you can't keep hiding in your office and avoiding me all the time," warned Victoria.
"Yes," moaned Bernard, his cock twitching as the head rubbing along the slit of Victoria's snatch. "Anything, whatever you want."
"And you have to tell me I'm doing a good job more often," added Victoria, determined to put an end to the awkwardness between them. He was leaning in against her, Victoria's hand the only thing from stopping his hard cock penetrating her pussy.
"Absolutely," Bernard hurriedly agreed. He pushed forward with his hips as Victoria dropped her hand away, his erection sliding smoothly into her wet pussy.
Victoria let out a loud moan as her temporary boss pushed inside her. His entry felt like the walls between them breaking down.
Bernard held tightly onto Victoria's waist and thrust into his busty secretary's vagina several times and then pulled out.
"Wh...what's wrong?" asked Victoria, glancing back over her shoulder at Mr Beazley. He wasn't going to go all cold on her again surely?
"That's not the hole I want," Bernard calmly told her as he lined his erection up with the entrance to her tight ass which he'd been so obsessed with.
Victoria gasped in surprise as she felt his cock nudging against her anus. She probably shouldn't have been so surprised given his fascination with her bum. "I'm not sure...oh!" She gasped as Bernard pushed his cock into her ass. "Oh Mr Beazley!"
Bernard gave a grunt as he squeezed his cock into the ultra tight tunnel of her ass. "Oh that's tight Victoria!" he groaned loudly, breathing heavily through his nose, his nostril's flaring.
The snorting accountant starting to pump against Victoria, his erection sliding in and out of her snug posterior. "Oh Victoria!" he groaned, humping against her ass. "I can't believe I'm actually fucking you up the ass."
"Uh!" grunted Victoria in discomfort as he thrust deeply inside her. "Not fucking..." she gasped as he gave another hard shove. He felt impossibly big inside her tight ass. "I'm just helping relieve your stress."
"Sure," agreed Bernard, gripping her slim waist tightly as he buggered her. "Whatever you say honey. Oh fuck that's tight!" Bernard pushed hard, shoving his swollen erection in Victoria's ass to the hilt, his balls pressed against her pussy as his cock was completely stuffed inside the gorgeous secretary's bottom.
"Uh! Mr Beazley!" groaned Victoria as her panting boss started to fuck her ass with vigour.
"Oh Victoria!" groaned Bernard, his hips slapping against her as they pumped rapidly, pistoning his cock in and out of the tight tunnel between her glorious buttocks. "Mmmmmm!" Bernard gave a moan of lust as he pummelled against Victoria's lovely round posterior, her tight asshole stretched around his throbbing prick. This was all his dreams and fantasies coming true. He wouldn't last much longer.
Bernard's entire body jerked, his back arching and he forced his cock deep between Victoria's perfect cheeks and exploded, shooting his spunk deep up her ass. "Oh fucking hell!" Bernard bellowed as he emptied himself into Victoria, his heart hammering in his chest. With an assistant like this it was no wonder that Walter Spackman had suffered a heart attack, Bernard thought to himself.
Bernard slumped forward, leaning on top of Victoria over the edge of his desk, his hips hunching a couple more times and shunting her against the desk as he squeezed out every drop of cum from his depleted testicles.
"Good job Victoria," he whispered in her ear.
***
The rest of that day went like a dream for Victoria. For once Mr Beazley didn't lock himself in his office, and he frequently came out to see her. Chatting breezily and regularly complementing her on her work. He was like an entirely different person.
When five o'clock came and he was on his way home, he paused at Victoria's desk to say goodnight, insisting that she bend over so he could give her a pat for a good job.
Victoria half expected Bernard to fuck her up the ass again, but he was evidently completely spent from their earlier session.
He did however pull up her skirt and run his hands all over the smooth cheeks of her buttocks.
Victoria gasped as she felt his tongue slide over the curve of her right cheek and he gave her left buttock a tender kiss.
"I look forward to working with you tomorrow Victoria," he said in a husky whisper before giving her a slap on her exposed posterior and heading out the door.
Victoria sighed in contentment. She was certain that her job was now secure.
***
The next day at work, Victoria arrived with a new sense of purpose. She was wearing a short black skirt and matching black satin blouse. In an effort to impress Mr Beazley she'd carefully selected her underwear -- a lacy black bra and no panties so allow him easy access to her ass.
When she arrived that morning Mr Beazley hadn't got to the office yet, so she got to work typing up some notes he'd assigned her from the previous afternoon. As she typed she idly wondered if Bernard would stick his penis in her ass or her mouth first. Actually, the more she thought about it, the more she would rather it to be in her mouth before, rather than after he used her bum.
Victoria's thoughts were interrupted as she was startled by a pair of hands closing over her breasts, squeezing them firmly through her satin blouse.
"Oh! Good morning Mr Beazley," she stammered in surprise as the hands boldly kneaded her ample hooters.
"Now what did I tell you about wearing a bra?" came an unexpected, but familiar voice. He was back.
THE END
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The merchant gave a deep moan of pleasure as his thick, rock hard cock slid into the gorgeous brunette's wet mouth. He arched his back as she sucked his length deep into her throat, her red lips forming a tight seal around the very base of his shaft.
He moaned again as the brunette's head began to move up and down in his lap, and he reached down to cup and squeeze one of her heavy, bare breasts, his fingers encircling her nipple and pinching lustfully. The fifty two year old merchant was not exactly handsome, in fact he was balding and fairly overweight, yet here he was with this stunning brunette sucking his hard cock. She had the body of a courtesan, slim and perfectly tanned, long, elegantly slender legs, a beautifully rounded ass and large, flawless tits, not to mention the face of a princess.
"Oh fuck yeah!" grunted the merchant. The girl on her knees at his feet was sucking earnestly at his cock, her tongue doing amazingly pleasurable things as she sucked him deep and fast.
He seized one of the brunette's big hooters in his hand, giving it a hard squeeze, "You've got fucking great tits baby." The merchant then gave her other tit a sharp slap, watching the firm orb quiver and the nipple harden as she popped her mouth off his cock and gasped in surprise at his roughness.
Both of the merchant's hands then moved to her head and he grabbed two handfuls of her glossy brown hair. "Suck that cock bitch!" he said with a horny growl, pushing her head down, her mouth sliding over his cock and plunging downwards until her chin was pressing into his balls, her nose on his flabby belly and the tip of his cock lodged into her throat. He held her head down for a few seconds, hunching his hips up off the chair and humping against her face. When he released her she came up off his cock gasping for air.
The brunette gave him a wicked smile as he leant forward and reached out with both hands, grabbing both of her breasts for a quick and eager feel.
"Okay baby," he said, grinning in anticipation as he groped her tits roughly in his hands, "get sucking!"
The merchant sat back as the beautiful, busty brunette leant forward once again, her head dipping back into his lap to pleasure him with her talented mouth.
"This is the fucking life!" murmured the merchant, his grin spreading wider as he patted the girl on the top of her head. He groaned as her full lips bobbed over the head of his cock, sucking noisily.
She moved her mouth lower, juggling both his testicles on her tongue, and lapping at his hairy ball-sack, before moving her mouth back up his hard shaft and slipping her lips eagerly over the head of his dick again.
For a couple of minutes she alternated places, working at his testicles and the hard shaft of his cock with her tongue. Each time she plunged her mouth back down over his erection, she sucked him all the way to the hilt, her lips pressing around the very base of his shaft and her nose buried in his pubes.
It was all too much for the lucky merchant, he launched himself unsteadily to his feet, his balls churning as he stood over the kneeling beauty, tightly gripping the base of his cock in an attempt to slow down his impending climax.
"Are you ready for it?" he gasped, his face flushed with his arousal from her oral attentions.
"Give it to me," she breathed huskily, opening her mouth to receive his load.
The merchant groaned lustfully, pushing the head of his penis into her waiting mouth whilst still gripping the base of his shaft. His other hand went to the top of her head, spreading his fingers over her skull to hold her in place as he began to jerk on his cock, masturbating himself into her mouth.
The hot young brunette sucked noisily on the head of his cock as he stroked himself faster and faster, the side of his fist banging against her lips. With a loud cry of pleasure his cock exploded, cum flooding into her mouth as he orgasmed.
"Oh fucking yesss!" gasped the chubby merchant, his knees sagging slightly as he unloaded into her willing, sucking mouth.
Both his hands went to her head and he once again pushed himself deep into the brunette's mouth, his dick convulsing as he came heavily. The brunette's eyes went wide at his sudden intrusion into the very back of her mouth, but she didn't miss a beat, swallowing his load without choking.
"Ah, that's so good," breathed the merchant, backing off somewhat and letting the beautiful brunette take over, her mouth gently sucking the last drops of semen from him as he closed his eyes and basked in the pleasurable and satisfying sensations.
When he was finally spent he stepped back and slumped onto his chair, a big, contented smirk on his face.
The kneeling brunette licked her lips and wiped a few stray drips of sperm from her chin and the corner of mouth.
"Now," she announced in an abruptly business-like tone of voice. "About those customer lists..."
***
In her next appearance, the brunette was now fully clothed.
The dark haired cocksucker, Jenn Raventail, was wearing a tight fitting, brown leather dress. The hemline of the dress sat well above her knee, revealing a generous portion of her spectacular bare thighs as she sat cross legged in a high-backed, wooden chair. The bodice of the dress was tight across her substantial bosom and she was wearing knee-high leather boots that had quite high heels on them and a pair of long knives, with engraved bone handles were strapped to her shapely waist.
"So there were no problems obtaining the merchant's list then?" asked the figure standing on the other side of the wooden desk in front of her.
"No your highness," Jenn said in reply. "I offered him the chance to fuck, but in the end he seemed satisfied with some head."
Jenn Raventail was the King's special agent. Part spy, part thief, part assassin, part bounty hunter, she did the jobs that the King wanted done clandestinely, without attention, and where he could claim ignorance. She was the best at what she did and had never failed her liege.
"Well Jenn, I've got a new job for you," the King told her, moving around the side of the desk to stand behind the chair where she was sitting. "Fancy a trip to the city?"
"Grime, smog, crowds and over-confident thugs?" Jenn said with a grin, "Absolutely. What do you have in mind?"
"The Temple of Swords," the King replied. As he spoke he reached down over Jenn's shoulder and cupped her full left breast through her leather dress, the gorgeous brunette didn't flinch, even smiling slightly as the King began to feel her up.
He gave her tit a firm squeeze as he continued. "There's a paladin there called Sir Cockweasel." The King started to unlace the bodice of Jenn's dress.
"Cockweasel? Cute," remarked Jenn. She licked her lips as she the King slipped his hand inside the bodice of her dress.
"Mmm, nice," breathed the royal. His groping fingers encircled Jenn's ample breast and gave it a firm squeeze, admiring the smooth firmness of her boob. He seized her nipple between his thumb and forefinger and gave it a pinch and a twist.
Jenn gasped as he mauled her tit, "So what's the deal with this Sir Cockweasel then?" she asked.
"He's been boasting about certain... activities he was involved in during the war," explained the King as he fondled Jenn's lovely big breasts, moving his hand over to her right tit to squeeze and caress it as well. "Stand up," he instructed her.
As Jenn uncrossed her legs and stood up, he guided her forward, pushing her against his desk and moving to stand right behind her. He pressed his crotch firmly against her nicely rounded posterior and rubbed his hardening erection against her ass through their clothing.
"What sort of activities?" asked Jenn.
The King pushed her upper body down onto the desk so that she was bent over the edge, the position jutting her perfect ass further towards him so that he could hump against her. "Nothing you need to concern yourself with."
"Of course, your highness," Jenn found it a little hard to maintain the conversation whilst she was bent over the King's desk, but didn't make any complaints. He was the King after all.
"All you need to know is that I want him brought back to me, alive," explained the King as he flipped up the back of Jenn's dress, revealing the firm, round cheeks of her ass. He slapped both his hands onto her smooth, peachy buttocks and squeezed lustfully, his fingertips sinking only slightly into the firm globes.
He released her spectacular ass and moved his hands to his own pants, hurriedly unfastening his trousers and dropping them to his ankles. His long, rock hard erection popped out, red and engorged, ready for action.
The King held his hard cock by the base and rubbed the head over the smooth round cheeks of Jenn's ass.
"Offer Cockweasel as much gold as he wants, do whatever it takes to get him on-side and get him back here without attracting too much attention." The King gave a moan of desire as he pulled apart the firm cheeks of Jenn's buttocks, exposing her glistening wet pussy. It seemed she was appreciating his attentions. "Whatever it takes," he repeated, sliding his hard cock back and forth between the cheeks of Jenn's ass, but not yet penetrating.
"So it's just a matter of zipping down to the Temple, giving this paladin some gold and bringing him back here to you?" said Jenn, trying to sum things up.
The King lined the tip of his cock up with the entrance to Jenn's moist cunt. He paused for a moment and took hold of her shapely hips, then shoved roughly forward, his cock spreading open her pussy lips and pushing deep inside her. Jenn cried out at his entrance, pushing back with her ass to draw him deeper inside her.
He drew back and out slightly, tightening his grip on her hips and then thrusting forward again, shunting her against the desk as he rammed back into her wet cunt and Jenn moaned loudly again.
"It's not going to be quite as easy as it sounds," warned the King as he started to hump against the lovely brunette, their flesh slapping together as he fucked her, each thrust pushing his cock deep within her so that he was buried to the base of his trembling erection.
"I'm sure the paladins won't just let you wander away with one of their number," explained the King as he rammed against Jenn's ass, her leather dress bunched up around her waist as he thrust himself into her. "So you'll have to be discreet, oh fuck that's good," the King groaned in pleasure as he fucked the beautiful, busty brunette, struggling to maintain his line of thought as he got more and more turned on. "And of course Sir Cockweasel may take some convincing. Paladin's are notoriously stubborn."
"I'm sure I can handle it," Jenn assured him, gasping as the King reamed her from behind. Each hard thrust caused Jenn's firm, well-formed buttocks to quiver.
"Indeed. I have every faith that you'll come through for me, just like you always do. Oh fuck!"
With that he plunged deep into Jenn's cunt, arching his back as he exploded up inside her. His buttocks clenched tight as he groaned in pleasure, his cock throbbing and spasming as he blew his load into her tight pussy.
"Yeah baby!" moaned the King, gripping her hips tightly and riding his climax deep within her snatch.
"Of course if you don't bring him back, then unfortunately there will be no payment, and I will be most disappointed," said the King when he finally pulled out of Jenn, stepping back and leaving her bent over his desk, her dress bunched up around her waist and her perfect ass left bare.
"Whatever happens, my name is not to be mentioned." He moved around to the other side of the desk near Jenn's head. "Clean please." she leant forward, smiling as she opened her mouth and sucked his cock gently inside. The lovely brunette slurped noisily as she sucked up the combination of his spent load and her own sticky pussy juices, moving her mouth up and down her boss's shaft as she sucked him clean.
The King smiled and closed his eyes; he loved briefing his best agent.
***
Lady Gwendallyn, paladin of the temple of swords, knelt on the floor beside the bed topless.
In front of her, naked from the waist down was Sir Cockweasel the goblin paladin and her cohort of numerous adventures.
"This wasn't what I had in mind Cockweasel," Gwendallyn muttered in irritation. The beautiful blonde paladin's full, firm breasts thrust proudly from her exposed chest, the small nipples that topped the sizeable peaks were stiff and goose-pimped from the cool air.
"Hey now!" protested Cockweasel, waggling his green finger at her. "You said no cocksucking or fucking. That my dick wasn't allowed in your pussy, mouth or ass. You didn't say anything about no titty fucking."
Gwendallyn sighed, the action causing her impressive rack to jiggle. Cockweasel was right. She thought she'd negotiated the terms of their deal down enough so that at the most she'd have to give him was a handjob, but it had turned out that the goblin's devious little mind was far more perverted than hers.
To be fair though, Cockweasel had more than fulfilled his side of the bargain. The two of them had been sent to the Amazon tribes on a diplomatic mission by the Lord Knight Jontar. The whole mission had the potential to have been a political disaster; Gwendallyn knew that the goblin's hormones would have been in overdrive amongst all those statuesque Amazonian warriors. Amazingly, Cockweasel had kept his promise and kept his hands, and penis, to himself for the entire trip, and the mission had been a complete success.
"Okay Cockweasel. Fair enough. You can fuck my tits then. But make sure you cum on my chest, not in my face. I don't want to get it in my eye again."
"Whatever sugar-tits," agreed Cockweasel. "Now bring those fun bags over to Cockweasel!"
Lady Gwendallyn shuffled closer and Cockweasel reached out, grabbing her ample breasts, one in each hand. He pulled the busty blonde forward by her tits so that he could wrap the vast melons around the already hard shaft of his cock, nestling his eager erection in her deep cleavage.
"That's nice and snug," murmured the goblin as he started to slide Gwendallyn's breasts up and down the sides of his cock, his hands pressing the ample globes together to form a snug sheath for his prick. Gwendallyn's big jugs felt so warm and soft around his prick.
After about a minute of this he paused. "Hmm, not quite right," he murmured. "Need a bit of lubrication."
Cockweasel bent down licked his tongue across the inside slope of Gwendallyn's big right breast, causing the beautiful blonde paladin to gasp in surprise. Cockweasel gave a moan as he ran his tongue up the length of Gwendallyn's cleavage and then sucked her left nipple in his mouth. The goblin gave a small moan of appreciation as he nursed gently on her tit and then worked his mouth across to her other breast, giving her right nipple a similar treatment.
After a couple minutes of that he leant back on the bed. "Lick my cock a bit," he instructed. "Get it nice and wet."
Lady Gwendallyn frowned at the horny goblin's request. "Hang on! I said no blowjobs!"
"You said I wasn't allowed my cock in your mouth," corrected Cockweasel, although technically she had said no cocksucking. "You didn't say anything about licking. Just make sure you keep your tongue out and it'll be within the rules."
Lady Gwendally sighed, she didn't particularly want any chafing in her cleavage so some lubrication wasn't a bad idea. "Fine." She bent down into Cockweasel's lap, her tongue coming out to swipe across the head of his stubby green erection. The gorgeous blonde grimaced slightly at the taste of him, but pressed on, running her tongue down the side of his hard shaft and licking him around the base.
Cockweasel moaned contentedly as the busty knight licked him all over his penis for several minutes. Even spitting on the head of his penis a couple of times and using her tongue to spread it down his shaft. By the time she was finished his erection was more than sufficiently slicked up.
Cockweasel grabbed Gwendallyn's tits again, and pulled her chest down towards his lap. The busty paladin helped the goblin press her big boobs around his cock, the soft melons hugging his erect snugly.
"Oh that feel great baby!" breathed Cockweasel as Gwendallyn started to rub her big tits up and down the goblin's hard cock. Cockweasel placed his hands on Gwendallyn's bare shoulders to urge her faster as she began to bounce her rack up and down over Cockweasel's erection. The wetness of her saliva on his trembling shaft allowed her to fuck his cock rapidly with her big tits.
Cockweasel let Gwendallyn pump her fat tits over his cock for several minutes before he again stopped proceedings. "Still not quite right. Lie on your back on the bed," instructed the goblin as he climbed to his feet.
The topless paladin lay back on the bed, her full breasts jutting up impressively from her chest as she watched, bemused, as Cockweasel walked over to a plate of food on a table on the other side of the room. What was he up to now?
Cockweasel scooped out two handfuls of soft butter from a small bowl next to a loaf of bread and made his way back across the room to the bed.
Grinning eagerly, the goblin straddled Lady Gwendallyn's stomach and pressed his butter covered paws down onto her large knockers.
"I love these puppies," murmured Cockweasel as he started to grease up Gwendallyn's ample bust with copious amounts of butter. "I've been wanting to fuck these things since I first met you," he told her. "I can't believe it's taken me so long to get around to it."
Cockweasel's green hands were sliding all over Gwendallyn's slippery boobs and he started to squeeze and grope her as he rubbed. When he was finally satisfied and Gwendallyn's breasts had been thoroughly manhandled, he shuffled up her body and positioned his cock between her tits again.
The goblin's slippery, butter covered hands pressed Gwendallyn's big tits together around his cock, forming a tight, slippery sheath for him to fuck. Gwendallyn craned her neck up to see as Cockweasel started to fuck her big tits, thrusting his erection between her gigantic hooters. With each thrust, Gwendallyn could see the shining green head of Cockweasel's cock poke through the top of her cleavage, greasy with a yellowy sheen of butter.
"Oh yeah!" groaned Cockweasel, his hips were now jackhammering, his hard cock pummelling eagerly into her cleavage, the inside of his thighs pressing against the underside of Gwendallyn's big soft tits as he thrust up between them.
Each time Cockweasel shoved himself between the paladin's tits, the motion causing her titflesh to jiggle and shake across her chest.
Gwendallyn brought her hands up to help him hold the sides of her tits, keeping the sheath around the goblin's cock as snug and tight as possible, maximising the slippery friction and stimulation the titfuck was sending through Cockweasel's prick.
The goblin moaned, pinching the busty blonde's hard nipples as he thrust between her huge boobs. The sensation of his hard cock sliding between the soft globes of her breasts was magnificent.
Cockweasel groaned, his hips bucking with wild abandon as he fucked the paladins big tits.
"Ohhh fuck!" the goblin gave an almighty groan as he thrust up into the curvy paladin's cleavage.
Lady Gwendallyn's eyes went wide as she saw the head of the goblin's green cock emerge at the top of her cleavage and Cockweasel gave a loud cry. She saw the slit on the head of his cock pulse and then a thick robe to sticky cum spurted from the tip.
Gwendallyn's eyes went wide and her mouth opened in surprise as Cockweasel's cum splattered into her face. The biggest rope landed right in her mouth, but one large droplet went in her left eye as well, forcing her to squeeze her eyes closed in irritation.



Cockweasel moaned as his hips rolled back and the next couple of spurts shot up the length of Gwendallyn's cleavage and splashed against the underside of her chin and neck, giving her a thick pearl necklace.
Cockweasel pumped his hips a few more times, grabbing Gwendallyn's ample breasts in his hands and squeezing them firmly together around his cock to milk out the last drops of his load.
"That hit the spot," he murmured as he slowed his thrusts.
Gwendallyn blinked as she raised her hand up to wipe the cum from her left eye. Would she ever learn?
It took Gwendallyn about quarter of an hour to get all the butter and cum cleaned up. As she washed her chest and face, Cockweasel lay on the bed, watching her and playing with himself.
"Do you really have to leave right now?" Cockweasel asked her as she pulled her tunic back over her head.
Lady Gwendallyn turned back to Cockweasel and made a face as she saw he was hard again. "Damn Cockweasel, doesn't that thing ever go down?"
Cockweasel grinned lewdly. "If you put it in your mouth it'll go down."
Gwendallyn rolled her eyes. "Sorry Cockweasel. Lord Jontar has sent me on another mission. I'll be away for at least a week or two."
"Two weeks?" repeated the goblin in dismay. "But what about this?" he asked, gesturing towards his freshly stiffened erection.
Gwendallyn sighed in disgust. "Use your hand," she snapped, grabbing her sword belt and heading for the door, leaving the poor goblin alone in the room, his hard cock in one hand.
Cockweasel glanced down at his cock and gave a shrug. He hadn't really expected to get a blowjob, but it had been worth a try. He started to stroke his prick in his hand. It wouldn't pay to let his erection go to waste. He might end up with blue balls.
He was just getting into it when there was a knock on the door.
"She changed her mind about the bj maybe?" muttered Cockweasel hopefully.
A moment later the knock game again, louder and more insistent this time.
"Shit!" he repeated with sigh, stuffing his prick back into his pants. If it had been Gwendallyn back so soon, she probably wouldn't have knocked.
There was yet another knock on the door, it seemed whoever was there was not going away any time soon. "Yeah, yeah, I'm coming!" he called out.
As the goblin yanked open the door, his mouth dropped open in surprise at the sight that greeted him, he had been expecting one of the squires or other paladins.
Instead, standing at the doorway was one of the most beautiful women he had ever seen, even including the sexy Lady Gwendallyn. She was tall, brown haired, well endowed and gorgeous, wearing a short, brown leather dress that clung tightly to the interesting curves of her sensational figure.
Jenn Raventail was also a little surprised by the sight that greeted her. Sir Cockweasel the Paladin, was in fact a short, green-skinned goblin, dressed in a grubby pair of grey woollen pants and no tunic.
"Sir Cockweasel?" Jenn asked, not letting his race put her off.
The chubby little goblin managed to close his mouth and swallow.
"Are you Sir Cockweasel?" demanded Jenn. The plunging neckline of Jenn's dress displayed an ample amount of cleavage that immediately drew Cockweasel's gaze.
The goblin licked his lips. "Yes, that's me." He eventually managed to say. What was such a beautiful woman doing at his door?
"Good," said Jenn, glancing over her shoulder down the hallway to make sure no one else was there, and then pushing the small goblin back into his room with a hand on his chest. She quickly followed him inside and slammed the door shut behind them.
"What's this all about?" demanded Cockweasel, managing to regain some of wits as he was bustled inside his room.
"You're Sir Cockweasel the paladin?" repeated Jenn as they stood just inside the goblin's room. She glanced down and for the first time noticed the tent in the front of the paladin's grey pants.
"Yes, I told you that already," he replied hesitantly. "Goblin's can be paladins you know."
"There's someone that wants to meet you," Jenn told him.
Cockweasel swallowed as he glanced down at Jenn's chest, amazed at the way her tight fitting bodice was so nicely filled out. "Um... as much as I'd like to come with you, I'm kind of busy at the moment..." He was in the middle of wanking after all.
"He's prepared to pay you," she told him.
Cockweasel's eyes narrowed. "How much?"
"One hundred gold bars" she whispered, stepping forward so that she was right in front of him. Cockweasel stumbled back in surprise, his back pressing against the wall behind him.
"Did you say a hundred?" he repeated in amazement. That was a fortune by any estimate. "Who is it that wants to meet me anyway?"
"I'm afraid that my client would rather remain anonymous at this point in time," said Jenn, still standing right in front of him, only about a foot between their bodies. Cockweasel's cock was jutting against the front of his pants, pointing straight at the busty brunette, but it didn't seem to faze her.
"What does he want with me?" asked Cockweasel suspiciously. One hundred gold bars was a lot to offer someone for no apparent reason.
"The deal is that you come with me right now, then you get your gold when we get back to my client," explained Jenn. "Besides, you'll be safer with me."
"Safer? What do mean by that?" Cockweasel was starting to get confused now. Who was this strange woman anyway?
Jenn took another step towards Cockweasel, pressing her soft body right up against him now. The goblin sucked in a sharp gasp of air as he felt the brunette's big tits press against his chest and his cock jutted against her firm thigh. Normally he would have thoroughly enjoyed the experience, but right now he was feeling rather confused and a little worried. Okay, so maybe he was still enjoying it a little despite his confusion.
"If you don't come with me you'll be in danger," Jenn said softly, one of her hands rising to gently touch the goblin on the hip.
Cockweasel swallowed, was that a threat or a warning? With his back against the wall he could not have moved away even if he'd wanted to, but he wasn't sure he did want to move away as the brunette's curvy body felt rather interesting pressed against him. "Danger?"
"They'll be coming for you soon," Jenn told him in a soothing voice, she stroked his hip and her hand traced up his side tenderly.
"Who?" squeaked Cockweasel, his voice cracking slightly. He was acutely aware of Jenn's body as she pressed harder against him, her ample breasts flattening against his chest. "I haven't done anything wrong?" Had he?
"So you'll come with me then?" asked Jenn seductively. She moved her thigh against him, pressing against his already hard erection. Her leg felt warm.
"I...I don't...oh shit!" Cockweasel's protests were suddenly halted as Jenn's soft hand slid down from his hip and slipped up between his legs, cupping his crotch through his pants. At the same time she swayed her upper body, rubbing her big tits across his chest. This girl was beautiful, even hotter than Lady Gwendallyn, and besides, Gwendallyn was gone for the next couple weeks, or so she'd said.
"I'll make it worth your while," Jenn breathed, leaning down to kiss him softly on the cheek as her hand began to gently massage his swollen crotch. "I can be very friendly Cockweasel. Very, very friendly."
Jenn softly kissed her way down along the goblin's jaw-line as she slipped her hand down into the waistband of his grey woollen pants. She planted a feather-soft kiss on his frozen lips as her soft hand went inside his pants and took hold of his rock hard penis, gripping it firmly.
"If you come with me, not only will you get the gold," Jenn whispered seductively as she pulled out his hard cock and began to stroke it in her soft hand, her other hand slipping down to cup his churning testicles in her palm. "You'll also get to do whatever you like to me."
Jenn kissed the still confused goblin again as she wanked him, her hand fisting over his cock as she toyed with his balls. She gently gave Cockweasel's lower lip a playful bite and then covered his mouth with a more passionate kiss, her tongue diving into his mouth. The stunned goblin's eyes went wide with surprise as the beautiful woman kissed him, his hard cock twitching in her hand.
"Oh wow!" moaned Cockweasel as they broke off their kiss, he could hardly believe this hot human had his penis in her hand. He stared down at the plunging front of her dress, admiring the ample swells of her big boobs and her deep cleavage. He looked lower and saw his hard cock in the woman's soft hand, the sight was absolutely amazing.
Unable to help himself, Cockweasel's head dropped forward and he pressed his face into the pillowed mounds of her huge breasts, burying his nose in Jenn's cleavage. This was much more in character for the horny little goblin that his previous stunned silence.
The buxom brunette opened her mouth to speak when suddenly Cockweasel cried out, his moans muffled by his face-full of big breasts. Jenn gasped in surprise as the cock in her hand suddenly convulsed, semen spurting from the tip and spattering over her stomach, drenching the front of her soft leather dress.
Cockweasel grunted into the brunette's chest, his hips twitching as his cock spurted again, splashing more of his load onto her as his weight sagged against her, his knee's weakening.
"Holy shit," groaned Cockweasel, leaning back against the wall, leaving the tops of Jenn's breasts glistening with his drool and the front of her dress sticky with his cum. He'd already worked himself up with his own hand prior to the busty brunette's arrival. Her skilful manipulations had set him over the edge, she gave a great handjob he had to admit.
"Well that was interesting," remarked Jenn, stepping back and wiping her sticky hand on her already messy dress. "We have to get out of here," she announced as Cockweasel stuffed his spent cock back into his pants, a silly grin on his face.
Suddenly there was a sharp knock on the door and they both froze in place.
"Is there another way out?" whispered Jenn, keeping her voice low.
Cockweasel's eyes were wide as he shook his head vigorously. "No." He hadn't believed her when she'd said that he was in danger, but perhaps he had done something wrong after all.
"Window?" Jenn asked.
Cockweasel nodded. He had no interest in finding out who was on the other side of the door.
"Let's go!" hissed Jenn, grabbing the goblin by the hand and pulling him across the room.
Jenn yanked the shutters open and peered outside. About ten feet below them was the roof of the Temple stables.
"All clear, let's go!" she ordered.
"Open up! We know you're in there!" yelled a gruff voice from on the other side of the door, punctuated with another series of urgent thumps on the door.
Cockweasel clambered out the window and dropped down ahead of Jenn, landing on the roof of the stables. A crashing sound came from the room above as the person outside the door attempted to ram it open.
"Quick!" urged Jenn as they hurriedly climbed down the side of the stable to the ground. Cockweasel looked up as he was near the bottom and almost stopped as he was rewarded with a great view up Jenn's short dress to her shaven mound and lovely posterior. He raised one eyebrow as she saw her pussy was completely hairless.
"Hurry!" she repeated, snapping him back into action.
They hit the ground and made a dash for the gates of the Temple compound, at this early evening time of day they still stood open. There was a crash and shouting from Cockweasel's room as they slipped out into the streets of the city.
"Go, go, go!" Jenn led them at a run down the street without pausing to look back to see if their pursuers were giving chase.
She led Cockweasel hurriedly through the city streets towards the poorer side of town near the river.
"In here!" she said as they passed a bustling tavern, busy with the crowds from the docks. "We'll lay low in the crowds here."
The tavern was thick with dock workers, local farmers and a few sailors, drinking rowdily and completely filling the small common-room. The crowd was the perfect place to hide from any pursuers.
Jenn and Cockweasel threaded their way quickly through the crowd, heading straight to the far side of the tavern, well away from the door where the crowds were thickest.
"We should be able to hide out here, I don't think they saw us come inside," whispered Jenn, standing close in front of Cockweasel. This was the busiest side of the tavern, it was standing room only. As the other customer's pushed their way towards the bar behind them, it became more and more cramped and Jenn was pressed right up against Cockweasel.
"Who were they?" asked Cockweasel, still rather stunned by the whole situation. One minute he was jerking off by himself, the next minute this hot brunette had finished him off and he was being chased through the city streets.
"I don't know," admitted Jenn. "But I doubt they were going to give you gold." Jenn felt a sailor press up against her from behind, forced into her by the crowd. Sure, there were a lot of people in the common room, but she was sure he was standing a whole lot closer than he needed to. Under the circumstances she didn't want to attract any unnecessary attention. It was possible they hadn't lost their pursuer and he had followed them into the tavern.
"So are you serious about the money?" asked Cockweasel dubiously. He still couldn't figure out why someone was wanting to pay so much gold just to meet with him.
"Dead serious," Jenn assured him. The man behind her was rubbing himself against her and she was pretty sure he had a hard-on.
"Couldn't this...client of yours, have just come in person for this chat?" asked Cockweasel.
"No," insisted Jenn. "The deal is that you come with me. Besides, I'll make sure that you're very well looked after."
Cockweasel couldn't help but glance at the cum-stains on her leather dress. Perhaps going with the the buxom brunette wasn't such a bad idea after all. With Gwendallyn going away for a week or two he would have got bored at the Temple anyway. There was only so many times he could have tricked Johanna from the Temple of Adeva into fucking or sucking him.
The crowd moved and Jenn felt the man behind her hump against her ass. She tried to look over her shoulder and at least give him an angry glare, but the crowded tavern made it impossible to turn. She stiffened when she felt a clammy, sweaty hand touch the back of her thigh.
"I'm sorry about your dress," Cockweasel said to Jenn after a few moments silence.
"That's ok Cockweasel," she replied with a warm smile. She felt the hand on the back of her thigh slide upwards. She resisted the urge to slam her elbow backwards as she felt the hand pushing up the back of her dress.
"I think the guy behind me is copping a feel," she whispered to as the sailor grabbed a handful of her firm ass, squeezing eagerly.
Cockweasel raised an eyebrow, tilting his head down and unsuccessfully trying to get a look at the hand kneading Jenn's perfectly taut buttock.
"I'd knock the guys head off, but I don't want to cause a scene," Jenn whispered. She gasped aloud as he ran his hand over her ass, then reached right up between her legs and brushed his fingers over the lower edge of her pussy.
"There's a chance those guys from the temple followed us in here," said Jenn, biting her lower lip as she felt the hand rubbing the crack of her ass.
"I can't decide if this is creepy or hot," murmured Cockweasel, staring at Jenn with a grin on his face, wishing he could see the guy's hand. Usually he was the one doing the groping so it was a novel situation to be the observer.
Jenn could feel the sailor's hot breath on the back of her neck as his index finger moved up between her thighs again. She tried to press her thighs together, but it was no use. His finger wormed it's way inside the entrance of her pussy and at the same time she felt his thumb pressing against her puckered asshole.
"Fucking hell!" she whispered, her eyes widening as his finger probed her cunt. She'd never been so outrageously groped in public like this.
"What?" asked Cockweasel, almost eagerly. The little prick seemed to be enjoying her discomfort.
"He's got his finger in my pussy," she whispered.
Cockweasel stared hard at her crotch, but all he could see was her dress.
The man's finger began to slide in and out of her pussy as his thumb rubbed at her asshole, Jenn's breathing began to become a little heavier as she felt herself getting slightly aroused, despite her efforts to resist.
"I swear, I'm going to break his fucking finger," hissed Jenn as she felt his thumb actually entering her anus. His index finger was buried in her pussy to the second knuckle.
"Fuck this," she snapped at last. "Follow me Cockweasel."
Jenn resisted the urge to punch the grinning sailor as she pulled away from him, extracting his hand from under her dress as she pushed away through the crowd. As they disappeared from sight she glanced back to see the man sucking her juices off his index finger, winking at her.
"What a fucking asshole!" she muttered.
They made their way over to the crowded bar where Jenn spoke with the tavern keeper and passed him a couple of coins. He handed her back a key.
"I've booked passage on a river barge tomorrow morning," she told Cockweasel as they made their way over to the staircase leading up to the tavern's rooms. "Until then we'll stay put here. Hopefully whoever was chasing us won't track us down tonight."
The room upstairs was nicer than Cockweasel had been expecting. The large bed on one side of the room even had clean looking blankets on it, which was unusual for a tavern this close to the river.
"This has been a crazy night," muttered Cockweasel, sitting down on the edge of the bed and shaking his head as Jenn locked the door behind them.
"Don't worry," Jenn assured him. "I'll make sure you're safe, you can trust me, I'm very good at my job." She sat down on the bed beside him, crossing her long legs as her short dress rode up her thighs displaying plenty of her long tanned legs. The action looked almost practised, deliberate.
"You remember back at the temple..." began Cockweasel hesitantly. He turned slightly to face towards the gorgeous brunette.
"Mmm?"
"When you said that you were very friendly?"
"Yes?" Jenn smiled, dropping a hand onto Cockweasel's knee as she immediately saw where this was going.
"Remember when you said I could do whatever I wanted to you?"
"I remember," murmured Jenn, stroking up and down his thigh with one fingertip.
"Were you serious?" he asked.
"Very serious." Jenn nodded in reply.
The horny goblin didn't need any more invitation. "Oh God!" he breathed as he reached up and placed his hand over her right tit, expecting at any moment for his hand to get slapped away. "Mmm," he murmured in appreciation as he gave Jenn's breast a squeeze through the soft leather of her bodice. Her boob felt so warm and soft and big, overflowing his hand as he squeezed it.
"Why don't you take your dress off?" he suggested, still testing the limits of the busty brunette's willingness.
"Whatever you want," she replied, reaching up and starting to unlace the front of her bodice. When it was loosened she stood up and shrugged the dress off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor and unveiling her naked body.
Cockweasel gave a small groan of appreciation at the sight of Jenn naked. She looked absolutely amazing. Her slender, lithe figure was curved in all the right places. He could see that her pussy was completely hairless, and felt an immediate stirring in his loins. Jenn's big hooters jiggled slightly as she kicked aside her discarded dress and sat back down beside Cockweasel.



"Beautiful," breathed Cockweasel in admiration, immediately lifting both his hands to her big jugs. He cupped the full orbs in his palms, giving them a firm squeeze and pushing them up her chest slightly as he groped. He gave the hard nipples a pinch and then resumed squeezing and kneading the fleshy spheres.
Jenn reached down and rubbed the goblin's crotch as he played with her naked tits, rolling them around in his hands and twisting her nipples. He was like a kid with a new toy, completely entranced by the beautiful brunette's wonderful breasts.
Cockweasel's cock was rock hard, bulging inside his grubby pants. Jenn rubbed his hard package with her palm, gasping as the goblin got more turned on and squeezed her tits more vigorously, almost mauling them.
"That thing you did back at my place..." said Cockwasel, jiggling Jenn's tits in his hands, mesmerised by the quivering flesh.
"You want a handjob?" asked Jenn, slipping her hand down inside his pants and reaching for his hard cock.
"Yeah," he agreed immediately, his breathing quickening as she squeezed his penis.
"How about something even better?" she suggested with a wicked grin, moving off the bed and onto her knees on the floor in front of him. It meant that his hands were pulled away from her lovely big tits, but Cockweasel didn't complain as something even better was on the way.
Jenn tugged Cockweasel's pants downward. He lifted his hips up off the bed so that she could pull them right down to his ankles and his hard cock sprang free, slapping against his stomach and standing, quivering just in front of her face.
The naked beauty leant forward into the goblin's lap, and planted a soft kiss on the underside of his hard dick, right near the base of his cock. Cockweasel let out a long moan of pleasure at the touch of her lips. The sight of this gorgeous brunette on her knees with her mouth right against his penis was spectacular. Jenn's tongue flicked out and gently swiped across his balls, eliciting another long moan from the amazed paladin.
Jenn sucked one of his balls into her wet mouth and used her hand to rub his hard cock against her face as she nursed on his testicle. She then licked up along of the underside of his cock, tracing the full length of his shaft before swiping her tongue over the slit on the head of his dick.
"Do you like that Cockweasel?" she asked teasingly, stroking his cock slowly in one hand and licking her lips.
"Oh hell yes!" he groaned.
"Do you want me to suck you?" she whispered.
"Yes!" he gasped, arching his hips up off the bed, trying to push his cock towards her mouth. He was so turned on.
"Then ask me to," she told him. "Tell me what you want."
"Suck me," he moaned. "Suck my cock."
Jenn plunged her mouth down, this time actually taking his penis inside her mouth for the first time.
"Oh fuck!" cried out Cockweasel as his dick slid between Jenn's lips. He felt the underside of his cock slide over Jenn's wet tongue and his shaft was enveloped in warmth and wetness.
"Mmm," Jenn moaned around his penis and began to bob her head, sliding her tight lips up and down Cockweasel's hard length. It felt so good being sucked off by the gorgeous human that Cockweasel almost came, he definitely would have if it wasn't for the handjob he'd gotten earlier on, not to mention titfucking Gwendallyn. If Jenn was at all put off by the fact he was a goblin, she showed no sign as she slurped eagerly on his green organ.
Jenn took another deep suck of Cockweasel's dick and then drew back, running her tongue down his shaft and once again sucking on his testicles. She then sat up, guiding his cock to her chest and nestling it between her heavy tits.
The goblin gave a short groan as the ample pillows of Jenn's breasts were wrapped around his hard penis. "Oh that's nice," he murmured as Jenn began to slide her soft tits up and down on his cock, titty-fucking him. His hard dick looked so good between those ample jugs.
Cockweasel thrust up with his hips, lifting his ass off the bed and humping his cock against Jenn's bouncing breasts. The head of his cock bumped against the underside of her chin. On his second thrust she was ready for him, bending her head down and letting the head of his cock slip into her mouth at the end of his thrust.
"Oh fuck yeah!" groaned Cockweasel, ramming his cock up between Jenn's tits again and driving the end into her mouth, her tongue swirled teasingly around the tip of his dick before it disappeared back into her cleavage.
This was too good to be true. Cockweasel grabbed the top of Jenn's head and pulled her mouth back down onto his cock, letting her tits fall away as he rammed himself back between her lips. Jenn gagged slightly at his sudden intrusion but did not stop him as he moaned lustfully and pushed her head down harder into his lap.
"Fuck!" he grunted, almost snorting in lust as he humped her face, trying to stuff as much of his cock into her mouth as he could.
Cockweasel let go of her for a moment and her mouth popped off his cock as he stood up in front of her to get a bit more leverage.
"You're a horny little fucker, aren't you," observed Jenn as she shuffled back a little to give him room to stand up.
Cockweasel took hold of Jenn's head in both hands, lining his cock up with the entrance of her mouth. With a lustful groan he thrust into her mouth, ramming his cock all way into her mouth and jabbing the head into the entrance of her throat, stretching Jenn's lips wide around the base of his green shaft. "Ahh!" Cockweasel grunted as his balls slapped against her chin.
The horny goblin drew his cock back so that just the head was between Jenn's lips and then once again rammed it deep, sliding his penis across her tongue and into her throat. It felt so good to fuck her face, such a rush and feeling of power and control. Almost always he had to trick reluctant women into giving him blowjobs, so to find an apparently willing partner was quite a thrill for the little goblin. Cockweasel tightened his grip on her head and began to pump his hips, rapidly sliding his cock in and out of her sucking mouth.
Jenn took his lustful thrusting expertly, only gagging a few times as he increased the pace and depth of his jackhammering cock.
Cockweasel adjusted his grip on her head, one hand holding her under the chin and the other on the back of her head. He gave a slower thrust, pushing until he was buried to the hilt and his balls were on her chin once again and held her in place.
With a mighty roar of pleasure Cockweasel's dick exploded. His back arched and he pushed forward, trying to shove his already bottomed out cock deeper into Jenn's mouth. Load after load erupted from his orgasming cock, spurting directly down Jenn's throat as she desperately breathed through her nose, her nostril's flaring wildly. Fortunately Cockweasel was somewhat spent from his handjob and titjob earlier so his load was not quite as plentiful as it otherwise would have been.
Once his seed was spent he finally let go of Jenn's head and she fell back, coughing and gasping for air. Cockweasel slumped onto the bed, panting and grinning.
Jenn took a few minutes to catch her breath. "That was some serious deep throat action Sir Cockweasel," she said to the lusty paladin.
"That was amazing," breathed the goblin, reaching down to pull up his pants.
"Leave those off!" ordered Jenn. "After all this foreplay you probably want to do some fucking, I know I do."
Cockweasel's jaw dropped, he could hardly believe she was so brash. He had no intention of arguing however as he kicked off his pants. This was a woman after his own heart.
Jenn pushed Cockweasel onto his back in the centre of the bed and climbed onto him, straddling his thighs. Cockweasel reached up, cupping Jenn's heavy tits in his hands and giving them a squeeze, his green fingers rolling over Jenn's hard nipples.
Jenn bent down and pressed her mouth against Cockweasel's, passionately kissing him, her tongue sliding into the goblin's mouth with a lustful moan. As they kissed, their tongues intertwined, Jenn ground her ass down onto Cockweasel's lap.
They pressed harder together, not pausing their kissing even for an instant. Cockweasel's flagging cock was starting to grow again, stiffening slightly at the passionate kisses Jenn was sharing with him. He'd never been kissed quite so eagerly before and the feeling was amazing.
Jenn rubbed her ample tits hard against Cockweasel's chest. His hands slid down the smooth skin of her back and cupped and squeezed her lovely round ass, grinding her hairless pussy against his growing erection. She rolled her hips, grinding herself back against him.
Suddenly Cockweasel rolled Jenn over, switching positions so that he was on top of her now. He bent his head down and slid his tongue around over her right breast, sucking her hard nipple into his mouth.
Jenn gave a moan as the goblin nursed on her boobs for a minute or two and then slid lower, moving between her soft thighs and pressing them apart. He then went for the kill, pressing his mouth against Jenn's pussy as she gasped in pleasure. Cockweasel slid his tongue along Jenn's slit, teasingly parting her pussy lips as he worked his way up to her clit.
"Oh yes Cockweasel!" groaned Jenn lewdly as the goblin's tongue began to rapidly lap at her clit.
Jenn moaned, reaching up and squeezing her own tit as Cockweasel's tongue slipped into her cunt. She reached down, rubbing the top of the goblin's head and pushing her pelvis up against his face as he ate her out with surprising skill.
Cockweasel gave a moan of his own as he lapped at Jenn's sex. His cock was now hard again, rubbing against the inside of Jenn's knee as he buried his face in her lovely cunt tasting her delicious juices.
"Spin around," instructed Jenn, her breathing fast as the goblin's tongue coiled thrillingly over her clit.
Without moving his head from between Jenn's silky thighs, Cockweasel spun his body around and straddled the busty brunette's face, his erection rubbing across her cheek and his balls resting on her nose as he shifted into position.
Cockweasel moaned into the apex of Jenn's thighs as he lifted his hips up and then dropped them down, sliding his cock in her warm, wet mouth, the two of them in a 69 position.
The gifted brunette immediately began to suck as his shaft pierced her lips. "Oh fuck yeah!" groaned Cockweasel into Jenn's snatch as he immediately began to move his cock, thrusting in and out of her hot mouth as he continued to eat her pussy.
Jenn seemed to have no difficulty in taking the full length of his penis as he stuffed it lustfully between her lips, his balls slapping on her nose each time he thrust downwards into her face as they sixty-nined.
They remained like that for a several minutes, Cockweasel fucking Jenn's face as he sucked on her pussy, before he eventually rolled off her, deciding it was time to follow the brunette's advice and do some fucking.
Cockweasel spun back around, positioning himself between Jenn's thighs, his chin and mouth glistening with her juices. Holding her by her thighs, he lined the head of his cock up with Jenn's soaking wet pussy and with a deep breath of anticipation he drove forward, shoving his cock up inside the beautiful brunette.
"Oh fuck!" he groaned as he slid easily into her cunt. She'd been well warmed up by his tongue and his cock smoothly penetrated her lubricated vagina. Jenn moaned as Cockweasel started to fuck her, the goblin tightly gripping her by the hips as he pumped rapidly between her legs. The sound of their slapping flesh filled the room, along with both of their lustful groans and the squelching of their genitals.
As he fucked Jenn, he leant forward and passionately kissed her on the mouth, his tongue sliding hungrily into her mouth. She moaned into his mouth, tasting herself on his tongue and arched her chest up against him as he slid one hand up to squeeze her big right breast roughly.
"Let's try a different position," suggested Jenn after the goblin had hammered between her silken thighs for several minutes. They broke off their kiss and then Cockweasel climbed off her, groaning as his cock was suddenly released from the velvety-clutch of her vagina. Jenn lifted herself up and turned around, on her hands and knees facing away from Cockweasel. The position presented her ass and pussy towards the goblin, ready to be fucked doggy style.
"My favourite position," murmured Cockweasel, he couldn't believe he was this lucky. He climbed up the bed, kneeling behind Jenn, poised to thrust back inside her.
Cockweasel gave Jenn's ass a slap and then grabbed her by the hips, moving forward and shoving his cock into her snug pussy. Jenn cried out at his entry, pushing back against him with her round ass.
"Oh fuck yes!" he grunted as he fucked her doggy style. Cockweasel immediately began to pump his hips, his hard cock sliding in and out of her pussy.
Cockweasel's hips were jerking rapidly as he slammed his cock in and out of Jenn's tight cunt. Jenn herself was also moaning noisily as he pumped away at her gorgeous snatch.
"Fuck!" he groaned, "I'm gonna cum!" Cockweasel pulled out of Jenn's cunt. "Turn over, I wanna cum on your face!" he groaned as he grabbed his cock tightly in one fist.
Jenn hurriedly obeyed, rolling onto her back, as Cockweasel hovered above her, rapidly stroking his fist over his shuddering cock.
"Ahhh!" Cockweasel cried out as he climaxed. Semen spurted from the tip of his erection and splattered over the beautiful face below him. Jenn opened her mouth to receive his load as he painted her perfect face with his cum. Only a small spurt went into Jenn's mouth, most of the rest splashed all over her face and hair, his load surprisingly plentiful despite cumming several times today already.
When he was finally spent, Cockweasel collapsed onto the bed beside her, gasping for air.
Jenn was eagerly up on her knees again, taking his sensitive penis into her mouth and very gently sucking him clean.
"I'm going to sleep like the fucking dead tonight!" the goblin declared happily.
Sure enough Cockweasel was fast asleep within minutes of his sex marathon. His body curled around Jenn's back, groin pressed against her firm posterior. Enveloped in soft feminine flesh, the goblin paladin slept like a baby.
***
About an hour or two before dawn, Cockweasel's eyes cracked open, his bladder full to bursting. He was completely naked, still pressed up against the back of the naked brunette. Her bare ass was pressed deliciously against his crotch, his soft penis wedged between her firm buttocks. His penis would have stiffened at the position he found himself in if he hadn't been distracted by a desperate need for a piss.
He untangled himself from the naked beauty and stumbled over to the chamber pot on the far side of the room. As he took a long, satisfying piss he looked over at the sleeping form on the bed and smiled to himself, pleased to find that he had not yet woken up from this dream, the naked babe was real.
His eyes had adjusted to the darkness somewhat, and as Cockweasel moved back towards the bed he was able to make out the sleeping figure on the bed. Jenn had rolled onto her back, her head turned towards him and the mountainous slopes of her two large breasts rising and falling as she breathed deeply in her sleep. Whoever she was, she was incredibly sexy.
Cockweasel stood at the side of the bed, moving right in front of Jenn's head. He reached down and brushed his fingertips over her left nipple, watching it stiffen slightly in the cool air of the room.
The goblin smiled as he stared down at the sleeping woman, the low bed meant her head was just below his groin level, at about the perfect height...
Cockweasel leant forward slightly and the tip of his drooping dick brushed against Jenn's nose and cheek, leaving a small droplet of piss that he hadn't properly shaken away back at the chamber pot. He turned his hips and let the end of his cock brush her lips. The brunette didn't stir at all, sleeping right through his touches.
He licked his lips in anticipation and put one knee up beside her head so he could manoeuvre his crotch closer to her face and took hold of his flaccid penis in one hand. Even though he wasn't hard this opportunity was too exciting to turn down. He couldn't help but think of that time he'd used Valeria the Black's mouth while she was unconscious. That had been right back before he'd even met Lady Gwendallyn. How his life had changed since those days as the sorceress's slave.
He gently stroked the tip of his cock across Jenn's mouth, tracing the outline of her lips. Cockweasel leant in, rubbing the head of his dick over her smooth cheek until his balls pressed against her mouth. He then reached down and grabbed one of her firm tits, giving the ample orb a firm squeeze.
His cock began to stiffen as he fondled her breast and rubbed his cock all over her sleeping face.
Jenn stirred slightly in her sleep as he gave her nipple a slight pinch, tapping his now semi erect cock against her chin as he felt her up. Cockweasel moaned and pushed his cock against her lips, prying them open and pushing the head of his shaft into her mouth.
Still holding her big tit in one hand, he reached down with the other hand, holding her head still by the back of her neck as he pushed his now erect cock into her warm, wet mouth.
"Yeah, suck that cock!" he whispered softly, squeezing her tit as he stuffed his cock into the sleeping beauty's mouth.
Jenn woke up with a start at the sudden intrusion, her eyes blinking open and going wide as she focused on the hard, green cock filling her mouth. Her body tensed in surprise, but relaxed when she got her bearings and realised what the paladin was up to. The horny goblin was oblivious to her surprise however; his eyes were closed in pleasure as he slowly pumped his hard penis in and out between her full, red lips.
Jenn gave a moan and began to actively suck on the thick cock stretching her lips wide. Cockweasel had a tight grip on the back of her neck, keeping her head in place and maintaining control as he fucked her mouth eagerly. As he rammed his cock repeatedly into her mouth his hand roughly massaged the heavy tit that filled his palm and Jenn could do little more than lie there and let him have his way with her mouth, doing her best to avoid gagging on the thrusting cock.
After a few minutes Cockweasel pulled out of her mouth, letting go of her tit and holding his cock around the base of the hard shaft.
"You've got such a pretty mouth," he told her with a grin, slapping his cock against her lips and cheek. He then pushed into her mouth again before she could reply, sliding his dick all the way in until his hand, which was gripping the base of his cock, touched her lips.
Cockweasel pulled out again and this time slapped his cock against her forehead a couple of times. He then stuffed his cock back into her mouth and returned to the face fucking he had been giving her, now holding her head in both hands, his fingers laced through the brown locks of her hair.
He lasted less than a minute this time, ejaculating directly into her mouth as he pulled her face against his groin. Cockweasel was rather spent from the previous days multiple orgasms so he only unleashed a few small spurts of cum over Jenn's tongue and she effortlessly swallowed them down.
After the pretty brunette had sucked him clean, Cockweasel climbed back into bed beside her and went straight back to sleep without another word.
***
The next morning they were up quite early to catch the river barge, Cockweasel requesting a quick blowjob from Jenn just before they left. He knew that when they got to wherever it was they were going, that more likely than not he'd no longer have use of the gorgeous young woman so he definitely planned to make the most of the time he had with her and her apparent willingness to do almost anything he wanted.



At Jenn's insistence they left via the tavern's rear door, just in case they were still being following, as unlikely as it seemed at that point. They stepped out into the early morning gloom in a dim, rubbish-filled alleyway around the back of the tavern.
Right next to the back door there was a drunk fast asleep on the ground, a dark cloak pulled over his snoring form. Jenn wrinkled her nose as she stepped carefully over him and they headed down the alley towards the main street, Cockweasel following along behind her.
As they made their way down the alley, a figure came around the corner ahead of them, moving directly towards them at a fast walk. He was wearing a hooded cloak his face concealed in shadow, and was headed their way with a definite sense of purpose.
Jenn put her arm on Cockweasel's bicep, stopping him as the figure advanced towards them. She glanced back over her shoulder and saw the sleeping drunk was getting to his feet. It was a trap.
The voluptuous brunette moved faster than Cockweasel thought possible. There was a flash of steel as one of her long, bone-handled knives seemed to leap from her shapely hip, pass through her hand and cartwheel through the air towards the attacker ahead of them.
The figure gave a startled yelp that turned into a gurgle as the long bladed knife caught him right in the throat and he slumped to the ground of the alley, clutching his throat, dark red blood oozing copiously from between his fingers.
Jenn was already moving again, her arm shot out and grabbed Cockweasel by the wrist, tugging him towards her just as the attacker from the rear swung at him with a lethal looking spiked club. The club whooshed through the air, right where Cockweasel's head had been a moment before and the goblin was pulled in tight against Jenn's lush body, safely out of range.
The sexy brunette's other knife was already in her hand, darting out and stabbing the second attacker twice before he could bring his club back up, piercing his belly and chest in rapid succession, leaving small red puncture wounds. He slumped to the ground of the alley.
"Let's get the fuck outta here," whispered Jenn, holding Cockweasel close as they hurriedly made their way out to the main street and started heading towards the docks, leaving the two bleeding bodies of their attackers behind him.
Less than ten minutes later they were safely on the barge. "Bye bye home sweet home," Cockweasel murmured as the barge pulled away from the docks and started down the river.
Jenn had booked passage on the cheapest place on the barge and they were seated on the floor in a large hold amongst about thirty other down on their luck passengers. The theory was that they were more likely to blend in with the masses than if they'd bought the more expensive VIP cabins above, that were usually only used by wealthy merchants or nobility.
According to Jenn they would sail for the entire day and arrive at their destination just before dusk. Cockweasel still had no idea where they were going, or who was waiting for him at the other end, but after the previous night he was completely infatuated with Jenn Raventail's magnificent body, and planned to stick around to explore all of her orifices in much greater detail. Even if there was a bad end awaiting him.
For the first few hours of the journey up the river, Cockweasel had to pretty much behave himself. He managed to steal a few quick gropes, but with all the other passengers so close around it was far too public to have too much fun. By late afternoon as they were nearing their destination, the light in the hold was dimming and a number of passengers had started to fall asleep. Cockweasel grabbed a blanket from the bag that Jenn had brought with them and spread it across his lap, it was time to see if he could have a little fun.
"Can I touch your boobs?" he whispered into Jenn's ear, she was leaning against the wall near the side of the hold, looking as though she was close to falling asleep as well.
"If you want to," Jenn agreed with a shrug. It was her job to keep the goblin happy after all.
"Lovely," Cockweasel breathed, spreading the blanket over her lap too.
Jenn obligingly pulled the blanket up to her chin, leaning back against the side of the barge as if she was trying to go to sleep. Cockweasel's hand was immediately up under the blanket, reaching for her tits. His eager fingers closed around one of Jenn's huge breasts, cupping it through the soft leather dress she was wearing and squeezing.
Cockweasel gave Jenn's closest jug a few squeezes then reached across to give the other one a similar treatment, fervently squeezing and groping her through her clothing. It wasn't long before he reached for her lacings, fumbling a little as he unfastened the top half of her bodice and reached inside.
His groping hand immediately clapped onto bare flesh, squeezing her lovely big tits eagerly. He groped and mauled at her massive hooters, pinching and twisting on the nipples and just generally going for it. Anyone watching would have no doubt what he was up to under the blanket, but fortunately no one was looking their way.
"Can you give me another blowjob please?" Cockweasel whispered to the brunette, jiggling her bare tits in his hands.
Jenn nodded, she'd almost lost count of the number of times she'd had this goblins prick in her mouth, but nevertheless she obligingly bent over into his lap once again, flipping the blanket over her head. "Warn me if anyone sees us."
Cockweasel leant back happily as Jenn pulled out his cock and stuffed it into her skilful mouth, sucking expertly. He reached beneath the blanket, putting his hand down inside the bodice of her dress again and grabbing at her tits as her head bobbed over his lap.
After a few minutes of her sucking on his cock, Cockweasel lifted up the blanket to speak to her. "Let's go find a quiet spot up on the deck so we can fuck," he whispered to Jenn.
"The crew will be up there," Jenn warned him as he fondled at her breasts. Unlike the passengers in the hold, the crew wouldn't be mostly sleeping.
"Hmm, good point," Cockweasel agreed. "Let's try the cargo hold, it's through that door over there I think."
Jenn sighed, "fine."
Cockweasel hurriedly stuffed his erection back into his pants and shoved aside the blanket. He grabbed Jenn by the arm and led her across the crowded hold to the entrance to the cargo hold. Jenn was clutching the front of her open bodice with her free hand, doing her best to stop her ample jugs from spilling out.
There was a padlock and chain barring the way. "Shit, it's locked," growled Cockweasel in frustration.
Jenn smiled and pushed past him. "Allow me." She squatted down in front of the lock and pulled out a small metal lockpick from her belt. She insert the pick, moved it about for several seconds, then there was a click as the padlock opened.
Jenn unlocked the chain and winked up at Cockweasel. The unlaced bodice of her dress gave him a great view of her substantial cleavage.
They got a strange look from an old man sitting near the cargo door, but he didn't say anything as they slipped through and pushed the door closed behind them.
As soon as they were through the door Jenn's hands were hurriedly pulling his cock back out of his pants as he fumbled to push a heavy box in front of the door in a half-hearted attempt to stop them from being disturbed.
Cockweasel turned back to Jenn as she stroked his erection in her soft hands. "I can't believe how horny you make me," he breathed before hungrily kissing her, and pushing his tongue into her mouth. In truth the goblin was constantly horny anyway, the only difference here was that he had a willing woman around to satisfy him whenever he wanted it.
Cockweasel was too turned on for any more foreplay, spinning Jenn around as soon as their kiss broke off. Amongst all the cargo, there wasn't a lot of room, Jenn bent forward over one of the crates, her face pressed up against the wall of the cargo hold as Cockweasel flipped up and back of her dress.
Gripping the busty brunette around her narrow waist he immediately pushed forward, thrusting his cock up into her cunt from behind, his loins slapping against her tight ass.
"Oh that's good!" he breathed as he started to fuck her, driving his cock up into her and shunting her against the crate with each thrust of his hips. He yanked the bodice of her dress open again, reaching up with both hands and squeezing her swinging melons as he rapidly hammered his cock into her pussy.
Within minutes Cockweasel was cumming. He groaned as he rammed his cock into her and exploded deep inside her. His hands clamped down painfully hard on her tits and his body half collapsed against her back as he climaxed. "Oh fuck!" he gasped, rolling his hips and pushing himself deeper as he released his load.
"Well you clearly needed that," remarked Jenn with a smile as the goblin pulled out of her, he leant back against the door, breathing heavily.
***
His lusts temporarily sated, Cockweasel was quiet for the rest of the trip, the barge docking at it's destination just as it was starting to get dark.
Strangely, they were the only passengers to get off at this stop, the rest carrying on to some other destination further up the river. Jenn led Cockweasel up the deserted dock to where a fine, fast-looking war chariot was waiting for them.
The chariot looked incredible. It had a jet black lacquer finish with gilded silver racing stripes and the four horses pulling it were well-bred black stallions, all chomping at the bit and ready to go.
Cockweasel raised an eyebrow as he saw the long-legged brunette walk directly up to the fantastic looking war chariot. It was low and streamlined; it looked like it was built for speed.
"Well, are you coming?" asked Jenn.
"Holy shit!" murmured Cockweasel in awe. "We're riding in this thing?"
"That's right big boy," replied Jenn with a grin. "We're travelling in style now." It was certainly a step up from travelling in the cramped hold of the river barge, but the need for secrecy had passed.
"Can I drive?" Cockweasel asked eagerly.
Jenn hesitated a moment. This was the King's personal chariot, his pride and joy. "Sure, why not," she agreed with a shrug after a moments hesitation, after all the King had said do whatever it took.
"Outstanding!" Cockweasel practically whooped for joy as he jumped into the driver's seat, taking the reins in both hands. The busty brunette slipped up beside him.
Cockweasel eagerly gripped the reins. "This is going to be so cool!"
"You do know what you're doing right?" Jenn asked in sudden concern.
"How hard can it be," Cockweasel replied with a shrug and a giggle. He snapped the reins and the chariot lurched forward, snapping Jenn back in her seat. The goblin's grin was a mile wide as the four horses immediately lurched into a gallop, the war chariot rocketing off along the gloomy road ahead of them at alarming speed.
They picked up a bit more speed as Cockweasel snapped the reins again. "Keep going straight ahead," directed Jenn as they passed a turn off towards the local township and instead continued out into the wilderness along the dusty, bumpy road.
"Let's see what this baby can do!" shouted Cockweasel over the noise of the horses hooves. He snapped the reins again as the war chariot rattled along even faster, the four stallions' hooves thundering along the dirt road.
"I'm feeling a little tense," Cockweasel announced as he drove the chariot along the road. "I think you should help me relieve a little pressure."
"What?" she replied with a frown, more concerned about trying to find the right route in the fading light, rather than actually listening to what the goblin was saying.
"Give me a blowjob baby," Cockweasel said, leaning back slightly in the chariot's seat and whipping the reins again.
"Not while you're driving," complained Jenn. She would normally have had no problem with such a request, but the goblin's driving was already quite erratic as it was. He was clearly enjoying the speed, but Jenn was more concerned about crashing.
"Unless you want me to turn this thing around, you'd better get that pretty little mouth of yours to work," Cockweasel said warningly. The goblin could hardly believe the words coming out of his own mouth. Would she slap him now?
Jenn sighed, "Okay fine then." She reached down into his lap, rubbing his crotch through his pants and finding him already hard, he apparently enjoyed high speed. The lovely brunette squeezed his groin and rubbed him through his pants as he slowed down a little to properly enjoy his upcoming blowjob. The chariot was still racing along the dusty road however.
Jenn unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock, stroking the hard shaft in her soft, bare hand. "Are you ready Cockweasel?"
"Oh yeah," he breathed as she jerked his cock in her soft hand. "Get sucking!"
Jenn leant over into his lap and put her mouth around the head of Cockweasel's penis, sucking it heavily into her warm, wet mouth. The horny goblin groaned as he was enveloped between her soft lips. God he loved her blowjobs.
"Keep your eyes on the road!" warned Jenn, looking up to get her bearings and ensure they were still going the right way before sliding her lips back down the goblin's hard cock.
"That's nice," breathed Cockweasel, holding the reins with one hand now and his other stroking the top of Jenn's head as she bobbed over his lap, sucking diligently.
The chariot hurtled between two trees as the winding road led into a wooded area. As it flashed through the small gap, the horses' hooves thundering, a low hanging branch clipped the chariot just above Jenn's head. She was fortunate to be bent over with her head in Cockweasel's lap, otherwise she would have been knocked off the chariot.
"What the fuck was that?" blurted Jenn, lifting her mouth off Cockweasel's cock and twisting around and looking back the way they'd come.
"Nothing," Cockweasel grabbed her head and dragged her back into his lap, his hard cock spearing between her lips and thrusting into her mouth again.
Jenn pushed herself defiantly up off the goblin's cock again. "Slow down Cockweasel."
"No way," snapped Cockweasel, pushing Jenn's face back into his crotch yet again. "This is too much fun. I'll let you drive when I've cum, so suck faster if you want to slow down."
They hit a rut in the road and the chariot bounced around alarmingly. Jenn gave a muffled complaint around her mouthful of green cock, but Cockweasel smiled as he felt her sucking intensify. A little incentive seemed to be just the thing to spur her oral talents to new heights.
The gorgeous brunette doubled her efforts, bobbing her head rapidly over Cockweasel's erection and sucking forcefully as the horse-pulled chariot flew along the bumpy forest road.
Cockweasel cracked the reins and the chariot accelerated. They hurtled around a sharp bend in the road and the chariot tilted onto one wheel, Cockweasel's stomach lurching as they slid sideways in their seats. He gave a whoop of excitement as the chariot righted itself with a crash and they sped along the dark road through the trees.
Jenn sucked hungrily on Cockweasel's cock and rapidly bobbing her head in his lap. She had to get him to cum as fast as she could and was starting to get a little anxious at the goblin's reckless driving. With the light almost gone it was a recipe for disaster.
In his defence, Cockweasel did his best to focus on his driving as Jenn's lovely mouth worked maddeningly on his penis. He managed to keep the black chariot on the road as they raced along through the woods.
"Oh fuck, that's it!" groaned Cockweasel as Jenn plunged her mouth down harder on his dick, taking him right the way to the base. Jenn was pulling out all her best cocksucking techniques, her tongue twirling as she deep-throated the horny paladin.
"Here it fucking comes!" gasped Cockweasel, his hips lurching on the seat as he exploded into Jenn's sucking mouth. He cried out in pleasure as he came, pulling on the reins a little as he arched back in the seat and inadvertently slowing the horses.
Jenn kept sucking as his cock twitched between her lips, unloading sticky cum across her tongue.
"My turn to drive now," announced Jenn, taking the reins from Cockweasel once she had swallowed his thick load. The satisfied goblin handed over control of the runaway chariot and stuffed himself back into his pants.
Jenn drove the chariot the rest of the way at a more measured pace. By the time they reached their destination it was completely dark and they had been forced to light a couple of lanterns to pick their way along the forest road.
They had stopped in front of a small wooden fort in amongst the thickest part of the forest. The fort was surrounded by a fence of sharpened spikes and was guarded by a pair of large, stocky guards in heavy chainmail with full-face helms.
Cockweasel stared suspiciously at the two guards as Jenn took him by the arm and guided him towards the entrance to the fort. "Who are they?"
"The guards," replied Jenn simply. She pulled harder on his arm as they got close.
"Um... I'm starting to have second thoughts," murmured Cockweasel, slowing down. He suddenly had a bad feeling about this... but then he'd been thinking with his penis, not his brain when he'd come along with the sexy human. Of course it had been too good to be true.
"Too late," snapped Jenn. "I've swallowed far too much of your nasty cum for you to back out now."
Jenn shoved Cockweasel forward and the taller of the two guards grabbed him by the shoulder. He pinned the goblin's hands behind his back as the second guard, the stockier of the two, watched on.
"Tie his hands," growled the tall guardsman gruffly.
The stocky guard seemed to snap out of a daze as he stepped up and bound Cockweasel's hands behind his back.
"So there wasn't anyone chasing us back at the Temple when we jumped out the window, was there?" asked Cockweasel somewhat sullenly as he was restrained.
Jenn smiled. "It was probably just the guards chasing me. I did kill a couple of them on my way in."
"And those two men in the alleyway this morning?"
Jenn shrugged. "Muggers maybe? Who cares?" She nodded to the guards. "Let's go gentlemen," Jenn led the way as the two armoured guards dragged Cockweasel along between them. Wherever they were, the buxom brunette knew where she was going.
They entered the forest fort and went straight up a wooden staircase to the second floor. Cockweasel paled as he saw who was waiting for him, sitting behind a large wooden desk with a disturbing grin on his face.
Shag'gash Darktusk, the King of the Orcs, gave a deep throaty rumble of a chuckle, punctuating it with a grunting snort from his snout. "This worm is the paladin?" The orc king stared distastefully at Cockweasel, licking on his sharp fangs threateningly.
Jenn pulled Cockweasel from the tall guardsman and shoved him forward in front of the king, knocking him to his knees. "Yes, this is Sir Cockweasel the goblin."
"A goblin eh?" remarked Shag'gash, clearly surprised. "Well done Raventail, you have succeeded yet again."
Jenn bowed. "As promised your highness."
"Very good work," growled Shag'gash. "Now come over here woman."
Without hesitating, Jenn sauntered around the desk to where the orc king was sitting. Shag'gash grabbed a handful of her brown locks and dragged her to her knees beside him. Cockweasel lost sight of Jenn behind the desk, but a few moments later he heard a slurping noise and the king gave a satisfied sigh.
"So you are the one bragging about the defeat of the orcs?" growled the orc king, frowning across the desk at Cockweasel. The orc glared at him as the beautiful human bobbed her head in the orc's lap.



Cockweasel swallowed. He'd heard that the orc king had survived the defeat of the orcish armies and had gone into hiding. Apparently this was his hideout. Cockweasel was screwed.
"I...er... I'm not sure I..." Cockweasel squeaked and stammered. He was pretty sure he was about to be a dead little goblin and he couldn't see a likely escape.
Shag'gash gave a rumbling growl that silenced Cockweasel's stammering. "You were claiming you were responsible for the defeat of my army."
Cockweasel frowned. There was a squelching noise coming from behind the desk, evidently Jenn was giving her king one of her fantastic blowjobs. Cockweasel was sure going to miss her pretty mouth.
Shag'gash continued. "You know the whereabouts of the orc defector? Kum Foulfang?"
Cockweasel swallowed. "Who? Never heard of him."
Shag'gash looked furious. "Cut off the goblin's nose," he snapped at his guards.
Cockweasel squealed as one of the guards roughly seized him from behind, the tall one. The stockier guard pulled a long, jagged knife from his belt and held it up to Cockweasel's face, resting it against his cheek, the shard tip touching the side of Cockweasel's nose.
"Wait!" shrieked Cockweasel, he wasn't exactly pretty, but still he figured that being noseless wouldn't help with the ladies. "I...er... I remember Foulfang now."
"Good," Shag'gash grinned, showing his sharp fangs. There was still a diligent slurping noise coming from under the desk as Jenn sucked off the large king of the orcs. "Where is he?"
"He's..."
There was suddenly a crash as the door burst open and several armoured figures launched into the room. At the head of the group of soldiers was none other than Lady Gwendallyn in full platemail, her visor up and her longsword drawn.
"It's over King Darktusk!" she announced, levelling her sword at the orc king as more soldier's flooded into the room behind her. The two orc guards that were holding Cockweasel froze, the stocky one still had his knife in Cockweasel's face.
Gwendallyn saw Cockweasel for the first time. "Cockweasel? What on earth are you doing here?" She seemed shocked to see the goblin.
Cockweasel shrugged. "Capturing the orc king for you," he replied with a grin.
Before the surprised paladin could reply, King Shag'gash interrupted them. "If you don't let me go, the goblin dies."
Gwendallyn turned back to the orc king, her eyes narrowing. "I don't think so Darktusk."
Shag'gash scowled in irritation and gestured casually to his guards. "Kill him."
Cockweasel gave a squawk and squeezed his eyes shut as the jagged knife flashed across his face. To his surprise he didn't die though. The tall guard behind him gave a gurgled grunt as the knife stabbed up under his helm and he slumped to the floor, blood gushed from a gaping wound in his throat.
Cockweasel's eyes snapped back open and in front of him the stocky orc guard pulled off his helmet.
"Foulfang?" blurted Cockweasel in surprise as he saw the familiar orcish face.
"Hey Cockweasel," replied the orc with a toothy grin. "You surprised the shit out of me when Raventail showed up with you."
Cockweasel was still in shock, but rather happy to be alive. He could only manage a startled nod.
"His bitch Raventail is under the desk," Foulfang said to Gwendallyn.
The beautiful blonde paladin nodded and she approached the desk along with two other soldiers, her sword at the ready. As the soldiers seized King Shag'gash and tied him up, Gwendallyn looked under the desk and frowned.
"There's no-one there," she announced.
Cockweasel gaped in surprise. "What? That's impossible." He hurried over to check for himself, but sure enough there was no sign of Jenn Raventail. The mysterious buxom brunette had vanished.
"Don't worry," Gwendallyn told him. "Darktusk was our main target."
Cockweasel gave a slightly worried nod. "What are you doing here anyway? I though Lord Jontar had sent you off on some mission."
Gwendallyn nodded. "This is the mission. Me and Foulfang had a lead to track down the orc king. More to the point, what are you doing here Cockweasel?"
The goblin gave a sigh. "It's a long story..."
THE END
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Danny gave a small moan as he was awakened by a wet mouth sliding down his erection.
"Wow Sylvia," he gasped as she sucked noisily beneath the covers, her tongue swirling around the base of his shaft. "That's quite a way to wake me up."
Danny moaned again as Sylvia swallowed his entire shaft, right to the base, making a slight gagging noise as her nose pressed against his pubic hair, her lips circling the very base of his dick.
The eighteen year old had travelled across the country with Sylvia, his vampiric neighbour, where they'd met up with two of Sylvia's vampire family, along with their human blood slaves or donors. Danny definitely considered himself a donor rather than slave, whenever he let Sylvia sip from his blood she would more than repay him with a mind-blowing blowjob. He wasn't quite sure about the other two vampires and their humans. Justin in particular, Anita's human, didn't look very willing.
"Oh fuck Sylvia!" groaned Danny again as she deep throated him. Underneath the covers she popped her mouth off his cock, gasping for air.
Danny pushed aside the bed sheet and was surprised to see a red haired head bobbing over his lap. Sylvia had black hair. And Sylvia wouldn't have needed to gasp for air.
"Sharon?" blurted Danny in shock. The busty redhead sucking his cock was Christian's blood donor. She and Danny had spent the previous night spying on a vampire hunter and things had got a little heated. It seemed that perhaps Sharon had enjoyed it as much as he had.
"Hey Danny-boy," replied Sharon, looking up from his crotch with a wicked grin. She was pumping his erection in her warm hand.
"What are you doing?" he blurted, still a little surprised by what was happening. He should have known it wasn't Sylvia when he heard her gag as she deep throated him. Sylvia never gagged, even when he roughly fucked her mouth.
"I'm sucking your dick silly," replied Sharon with a wink. She plunged her mouth back down over his shaft and slurped noisily, causing Danny to fall back against the pillow and groan in appreciation.
Danny wasn't about to look a gift horse in the mouth, he lay back and let Sharon have her wicked way, her hot mouth sliding up and down over his rock-solid erection. As the pretty red head slurped and sucked, he glanced around the room, looking for Sylvia who was, thankfully, nowhere to be seen.
He probably shouldn't be surprised at Sylvia's absence, the curtain was wide open and sunlight was streaming into the room. The gorgeous vampire would have been burnt to a crisp if what she'd told him about vampires and sunlight was even half true. She'd been ultra paranoid on the drive across the country so he didn't doubt her word.
Danny gave a moan, pressing a hand on the top of Sharon's bobbing head to urge her faster and deeper. He briefly wondered if Sylvia would be angry or jealous, but then decided he should probably be more worried about Christian, who might not appreciate him getting with Sharon. Then Danny remembered Sylvia's cryptic comment about Christian rating Sylvia's blowjobs better than Sharon's.
"Fuck it," he groaned, ignoring any guilt and grabbing hold of Sharon's head in both hands. He thrust up off the bed, stuffing his prick deep into Sharon's mouth and causing her to gag slightly, her lips stretched wide around the base of his shaft.
The gorgeous redhead's mouth felt awesome wrapped around his cock. Maybe not quite as amazing as Sylvia, but Danny wouldn't say Sharon gave worse head than the beautiful vampire, it was a completely different experience and he was thoroughly enjoying it. For one thing, Sylvia never gagged, but the feel of Sharon's throat clutching tightly at his shaft was incredible.
Holding tightly onto the top of Sharon's head, Danny bucked up off the bed, rapidly thrusting his cock in and out of her mouth. To Sharon's credit, she kept up without a missing a beat, gagging a couple times as he thrust a little too vigorously, but maintaining her sucking and even pushing down to meet Danny's eager thrusts.
With a loud groan Danny exploded, shooting heavily up into Sharon's sucking mouth. Her nostril's flared as she snorted in a breath of air and swallowed down Danny's plentiful load of cum.
"Wow Sharon," moaned Danny when he'd pumped the last of his load into the redhead's willing mouth.
Sharon slurped the tip of Danny's prick clean and climbed up the bed, lying on top of him with her head on his chest. Danny noted that although he was fully naked, Sharon was dressed, wearing a tight fitting black t-shirt and blue jeans.
"Good morning Danny-boy," she said with a broad grin. She licked her lips, tasting the salty remnants of his sperm on her tongue.
Danny returned her smile. "What was that all about?" he asked her.
"Just a bit of fun," replied Sharon, tickling Danny's right nipple with her fingertip. "So why did you think it was Sylvia sucking your cock?"
Danny squirmed a little. "I..."
Sharon giggled at his discomfort. "Don't worry, Christian likes to play with his toys as well." Sharon paused thoughtfully for a moment, "so aren't you a little worried about her fangs?"
"Huh?" Danny was still half awake and didn't follow Sharon's meaning at first.
"When she sucks you off?" explained Sharon. "Don't you worry she'll bite it off."
Danny shrugged. "She's careful I guess."
"That's hot," whispered Sharon.
Danny nodded, suddenly aware of Sharon's full bosom pressed up tight against his bare torso. He remembered the feel of her heavy boobs in his hands and felt a slight stirring in his crotch.
"Do you think Anita fucks Justin?" asked Sharon with a naughty smirk.
Danny frowned at the question. "For some reason I don't think so."
Sharon laughed at this. "She's one scary bitch huh?"
Danny grimaced at that. "She does seem a little...more intense than Sylvia and Christian."
"She's smoking hot though isn't she?" added Sharon. Her warm hand slid down Danny's flat stomach, her fingers running through his pubic hair. Danny felt a slight tingle in his balls, but he was too recently spent to respond.
"Where are they all anyway? The vampires I mean," asked Danny, ignoring Sharon's comment's about Anita. He remembered the feel of Anita pressed against him, her tongue tasting his blood from Sylvia's lips. The memory sent a shiver through him. He wasn't sure if it was fear or excitement.
Sharon shrugged. "Christian prefers to sleep down in the cellar," she explained. "Less chance of any sunlight down there. I imagine the other two are down there with him. Want to go have a look?"
Danny looked up at this. He'd always wondered what Sylvia was like when she was sleeping. She described it as a deep trance, but he'd never really seen her that way. Even when they'd been driving there had been a dark screen between them to protect her from the sun.
"What about Justin?" Danny asked. Sharon's hand was now toying with his flaccid penis. Not stroking him or anything, just playing with his soft prick using her fingertips. It tickled a little, in a pleasant way.
"Who cares?" replied Sharon curtly. "He's brain-dead, Anita's drained him far too much to be any fun."
"So we've got the place to ourselves?" asked Danny, ignoring Sharon's hand as she rolled his testicles around on her fingers. He was feeling a little blood flowing to his dick now. He briefly wondered if he could talk Sharon into a little more than just a blowjob.
"We sure do," said Sharon, letting go of Danny's genitals and patting him on the chest. "Let's go explore!"
"Don't you live here?" replied Danny with a crooked grin.
"Oh shut up!" Sharon pulled the sheet all the way off Danny. "Come on," she said as she got up off the bed. Danny noticed that her black t-shirt had a picture of Marilyn Manson on it. She definitely liked her heavy metal.
Danny sat up and reached down onto the floor beside the bed for a clean pair of boxer shorts.
"There's no one here, you won't need clothes," Sharon said playfully as she stood in the doorway admiring his lean nakedness.
Danny shook his head at that, pulling up his boxers. He at least had a little modesty.
Not bothering with a shirt or pants, Danny followed Sharon out into the hallway of the mansion, wearing only his boxer shorts.
"So have you got any idea why we're all here? Why Christian summoned Sylvia and Anita?" asked Danny as he followed Sharon down the hallway. He liked the look of Sharon's firm looking ass in her tight blue jeans.
"He summoned them?" asked Sharon, glancing back towards Danny as she led him downstairs to the ground floor. She seemed surprised, "you know more than me then. Maybe it was something to do with that vampire hunter Damon?"
Danny frowned, remembering the sight of Anita ripping out the hunter's throat in front of him and Sharon. "Sylvia said it was something else, but she wouldn't say what."
"Sounds very mysterious," Sharon said with a grin.
They made their way into the kitchen where there was a door leading down into the cellar. Sharon paused at the top of the stairs leading down into the darkness.
"Are you ready to descend into the dark dungeons? The vampires lair?" she asked dramatically, grabbing Danny by the waist and pulling him close, one hand reaching around to squeeze his bum through his boxer shorts.
Playing along, Danny took the opportunity to grab one of Sharon's big tits and squeeze it through her Marilyn Manson t-shirt. "Don't worry darling, I'll protect you."
Sharon grinned as Danny's other hand cupped her other breast. "I'm relieved that my tits are in safe hands."
Danny gave Sharon one more squeeze before releasing her and then following her down the stairs. Sharon had grabbed a torch from a hook next to the fridge to light their way.
"The torch won't wake them up?" Danny asked nervously as they descended into the vampire's lair. Even though he had nothing to worry about he couldn't help feel a little anxious, the darkness adding to the unsettling atmosphere.
The cellar looked pretty typical. It had concrete walls and a wooden roof, with a number of old looking tools lying about and plenty of dust and cobwebs. Sharon was holding the torch so Danny couldn't take a proper look around.
She shined the light on the far side of the cellar where Danny saw a black door that looked surprisingly un-dusty given the surroundings.
"Through here," said Sharon, walking across to it and turning the handle.
"Wait! Are you sure we won't disturb them?" asked Danny. Anita in particular he didn't fancy waking up.
Sharon rolled her eyes. "Don't worry Danny-boy, they sleep like the dead."
With that, they entered the room. Danny wasn't quite sure what he was expecting, but this certainly wasn't it. The room looked much like a lounge, with a comfortable looking couch and a few chairs, even a coffee table with a couple of magazines on it. Not a coffin to be seen.
"Huh," grunted Danny looking around.
What was more interesting were the three vampires, all sleeping, or in a trance or whatever. None of them even stirred at the entrance of the two humans, even when Sharon shined the torch right into their placid faces.
Sylvia was stretched out on the couch, and it almost looked like she was sleeping. She was still wearing her long black gown that she always wore, one slender thigh poking elegantly from the slit along the side.
Christian was seated comfortably in one of the soft looking chairs, his hands resting on the arms and a blank expression on his face. He almost looked as though he'd just dozed off watching tv. If there'd been a tv in the room.
Anita was the strangest of the three. She was kneeling down on the floor next to Christian's chair, her hands resting on her thighs and a very calm expression on her face. She looked a little like a meditating Buddhist monk or something. Only scary.
"They're really sleeping?" asked Danny in surprise. It was like walking into a room where time had stopped. It didn't help that they weren't breathing either, just completely frozen in place.
"I don't think it's exactly sleeping," replied Sharon, moving around the room amongst the vampires. "At least, not what we know as sleeping."
"Sylvia said it was like going into a trance," said Danny, remembering their conversation in the car.
Sharon nodded. "And nothing will wake them up," she snapped her fingers loudly in front of Christian's face. Danny jumped, but the male vampire didn't even stir in the slightest.
"This is weird," whispered Danny.
Sharon reached out and ran her fingers affectionately through Christian's dark hair. "I remember when I first starting living here I often come down and watched Christian while he slept," said Sharon. "Once I even took out his cock and sucked it, tried to get him hard."
"Did it work?" asked Danny. He was still cringing at Sharon's casualness; he was worried that one of the vampires would wake up at any minute.
Sharon shook her head, "didn't even get a twitch. They're completely out of it when they're sleeping. You could do anything you want to them."
Sharon moved in front of Anita. She'd changed out of the blue blouse and black skirt that she'd worn the night before, probably because of the blood she'd got all over it when she'd killed Damon. She was now wearing a grey skirt and a white blouse. It had to be about the least vampire-looking outfit Danny had ever seen. She looked more like an office worker than a blood sucking killer.
"What are you doing?" hissed Danny as he saw Sharon crouch down in front of Anita. Even though he knew they wouldn't wake up, he still couldn't bring himself to raise his voice much above a whisper.
Sharon reached out and squeezed one of Anita's firm looking breasts through her blouse. "She's got a great rack," the redhead commented as she felt up the sleeping vampire.
"Sharon, don't!" said Danny anxiously.
"She won't wake up," Sharon assured him, sliding her hand over to Anita's other tit and squeezing it as well. "You should feel these puppies."
Danny shook his head, staring at Sharon's hand as it moved over Anita's chest. "I don't think that's a good idea."
"Oh, come on!" urged Sharon. "She won't bite. At least not while she's sleeping. If you think I've got nice hooters, you'll love these things."
Danny hesitated, he had to admit that Anita was deliciously endowed. "No, Sharon, I.."
"You don't like my boobs?" asked Sharon, shining the torch in Danny's face.
Danny sighed. "Fine then," he agreed, moving forward to join her in front of Anita. "But then we're getting out of here."
Sharon pointed the torch back to Anita's bust as Danny reached up with both hands and cupped the vampire's big tits through her blouse.
"Oh wow!" groaned Danny as he squeezed Anita's jugs. They felt magnificent. Full and firm, not quite as big as Sharon's perhaps, but perfectly round and perky, and more than filling his groping hands.
"Told you they were nice," said Sharon, grinning as she watched Danny massage Anita's big tits. He seemed quite taken with the vampire's chest, no longer scared he was going to wake her up.
Sharon waited patiently for almost a full minute as Danny kneaded and mauled Anita's breasts through her blouse, occasionally letting out a moan of appreciation as he explored every inch of her firm melons.
"Enjoying that stud?" asked Sharon, slipping her hand down to Danny's crotch and squeezing a very definite bulge through his boxers. He'd apparently recovered from her oral wake up call.
That seemed to snap Danny out of his breast-induced daze. "We should get out of here," he whispered, letting go of Anita's boobs.
Sharon traced the outline of Danny's erection through his boxers. "I want to see something first. Stand up."
"Huh, what?" asked Danny in alarm.
"Stand up," repeated Sharon.
Danny mutely obeyed, getting to his feet and standing in front of Anita. Sharon reached up and tugged down Danny's boxer shorts, his stiff erection popping free and bobbing around a few times. Grinning, Sharon reached up and grabbed hold of his hard shaft, stroking it a few times.
"I'm not sure this is a good idea," whispered Danny. Inside he was torn. He knew what was coming and he couldn't deny being curious to see Anita's full lips wrapped around his dick.
"Just be careful of her fangs," warned Sharon, reaching over to Anita with the hand that wasn't pumping on Danny's cock and grabbing a handful of the vampire's blonde locks.
Sharon then drew the two together, the head of Danny's cock meeting Anita's red lips. Danny gasped as he watched Sharon guide the head of his cock into the vampire's slack mouth.
"Wow, this is hot," murmured Sharon, her eyes twinkling as she took in the sight of the teenagers hard cock piercing Anita's lips. "I wonder if the bitch has ever had a cock in her mouth that she hasn't bitten off."
"Sharon," Danny said warningly, suddenly this didn't seem like such a good idea. His penis however seemed to have a mind of it's own and was still hard as a rock, the tip resting against Anita's wet tongue.
"Shut up Danny," snapped Sharon. She pushed on the back of Anita's head, making the vampire's mouth slide down Danny's trembling shaft. Danny gave a moan as he felt a slight graze of her teeth against his shaft, but they didn't seem to do any damage.
"Oh fuck!" moaned Danny as he looked down at Anita. The gorgeous buxom vampire was kneeling at his feet, his cock half buried in her mouth, a sight he never thought he see from the deadly blood sucker.
Danny wasn't sure if it was the danger of the whole situation or the pure sexiness of the busty blonde Anita, but his cock was about ready to explode. He tried to focus on not getting too turned on. "Um, Sharon, I'm gonna cum soon."
Sharon looked up in surprise, she was slowly wanking the lower part of his cock, the top half was in Anita's unmoving mouth. "Really? Already?"
Danny gave a moan and a nod as Sharon moved Anita's head back and forth over Danny's cock a few times, gripping the unaware vampire by her blonde hair.
"I... um... you'd better take me out," moaned Danny, unable to resist the allure of Anita's gorgeous sexy mouth himself. He watched as Sharon moved Anita's mouth back and forth on the end of his prick.
"Cum down her throat," instructed Sharon. "I wanna see that bitch swallow it."
Danny swallowed, at that moment there was nothing he'd rather see. "No, Sharon. I don't think it'd be good for Anita to wake up with a mouthful of my jizz. It wouldn't take her long to figure out who it belongs to."
Sharon was silent a moment, but still moving one hand on the lower part of Danny's cock and the other was pushing Anita's head down on his prick.
"Ok, I guess you're right," agreed Sharon at last. She pulled Anita's head back off Danny's cock and leant forward, capturing the trembling tip of his organ between her own lips and sucking him deep into her mouth.
"Ah!" Danny immediately grabbed Sharon by the head and thrust forward as his cock exploded. Thick ropes of cum spurted across Sharon's tongue. "Oh fuck!" groaned Danny loudly, no longer caring if his noise woke the three vampires in the room.
Danny's hips bucked as he loaded heavily into Sharon's obliging mouth. Danny closed his eyes, imagining that it was Anita drinking down his seed.
... to be continued
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Tommy yawned and stretched as he sat up in bed. When he'd crashed on the Johnson's spare bed last night he'd forgotten to shut the curtains and the bright dawn sunlight streaming through the window had woken him up far earlier than he would have liked.
Last night had been amazing and surreal. It actually seemed like a dream rather than reality. Tommy's best friend Billy, who seemed to have some sort of strange control over his incredibly sexy stepmother, had shared the beautiful, busty blonde with Tommy and their other two friends, Clint and Dougie.
The whole evening had been like something out of a porn movie. One minute they had been watching a football game, and the next they were gang-banging Billy's voluptuous stepmom, Sharon. Tommy had no idea why Sharon seemed to do whatever Billy asked of her, but he was just glad that last night it had involved letting Tommy stick his cock into her. Several times.
It hadn't been the first time that the eighteen year old high school student had sampled Sharon's charms. Tommy had actually visited Sharon earlier that day and threatened to expose her debauched relationship with her stepson. In order to buy Tommy's silence, the gorgeous blonde had reluctantly agreed to let him screw her. Now however, it seemed that Billy was willing to share Sharon's favours around, so Tommy wouldn't have to resort to blackmail and sneaking around behind Billy's back. He could have his way with the gorgeous thirty one year old whenever he felt like it.
Tommy climbed out of bed. The eighteen year old was still naked and his cock was stiff with morning wood. Tommy grinned. He knew just the cure for that.
He'd spent the night at the Johnson's and had been hoping to have another chance to fuck Sharon last night. Unfortunately, after Clint and Dougie had left, Billy and his stepmom had gone straight into Sharon and Billy's father's bedroom and Tommy had been left all alone. He'd waited around for a couple hours in the hope that they'd come back out, but apparently they had other plans. He heard a few moans and thumps come from the bedroom, but there had been no sign of another chance at Sharon for Tommy.
Tommy briefly considered getting dressed, but instead made his way naked down the hallway to Sharon and Howard Johnson's bedroom. He hesitated a moment, wondering if Billy would be pissed off at getting woken up so early.
"Fuck it, I need a blowjob," he muttered.
Tommy turned the handle and pushed open the bedroom door. He stepped into the room and was surprised so see that Sharon was sleeping alone in the large king-sized bed, there was no sign of Billy.
As always, the sight of Sharon Johnson took Tommy's breath away. The blonde Californian beach-babe was lying naked on her back, with a sheet strewn casually over her lithe, curvaceous body. One long, slender leg was poking from under the sheet and Tommy admired the smooth olive skin of her thigh. The top part of the sheet was also in disarray and the firm, round globe of her right breast was uncovered, slowly rising and falling as she breathed. The dark nipple that topped the ample sphere was soft, and Tommy yearned to lean over and lick the small bud and suck it to stiffness.
Excited to find her alone, Tommy reached down and gave his still hard cock a couple of quick tugs as he gazed down at the partially exposed curves of Sharon's sensational body.
Tommy quietly shut the bedroom door and approached the sleeping beauty.
"Wakey, wakey," whispered Tommy as he stepped up to the edge of the bed.
Sharon stirred and opened her eyes. She recoiled slightly and gave a startled gasp as she saw the naked eighteen year old standing over her.
"Tommy," she murmured in her just-woken befuddlement. "What are you doing in here?" She glanced over her shoulder and looked at the empty spot beside her in the bed.
Tommy took hold of his erection and wiggled in towards her. "How about a little suck Mrs Johnson?"
Sharon looked at Tommy's rigid prick with a distasteful expression. She didn't look overjoyed at the prospect of sucking his cock. "Not now Tommy," she refused him. "Where's Billy?"
Tommy pouted at her reply, looking younger than his eighteen years. "He's not here. Suck my cock!" he insisted, once again waving his hard knob towards her.
For a moment Tommy thought Sharon was going to refuse him, but then she gave a resigned sigh. "Okay, fine then, but let's make it quick."
Tommy grinned happily and stepped right up to the edge of the bed and Sharon sat up and shuffled over to meet him. As she straightened the sheet fell away, exposing her other large breast.
"That's a good girl," murmured Tommy, reaching out to stroke the soft blonde locks of Sharon's hair as she took hold of the stiff shaft of his cock and gave it a nice squeeze. The slightly chubby eighteen year old had always been quiet and shy around Sharon. Up until he'd blackmailed her for sex.
Tommy moaned as Sharon bent over him and put her mouth down over the swollen head of his cock, sucking him into her warm, wet mouth. The buxom thirty one year old gave a small murmur as she slid her full lips down the eager teenager's hard cock, taking about two thirds of his length into her soft mouth and sucking forcefully on him.
Tommy gave a groan, gripping Sharon's hair as she slurped hard on his penis. Her mouth felt absolutely amazing on his morning wood, her tongue massaging his hard shaft and her whole mouth seemingly clutching at him as she sucked.
He put a little pressure on the back of her head as Sharon bobbed her head over his prick, the tight seal of her lips sliding up and down his hard shaft.
Tommy reached down past Sharon's nodding head and squeezed one of Sharon's generous tits, feeling the warm firmness of the massive globe. "Fuck you've got great boobies," he murmured, sliding his hand across to grope the other large melon.
Sharon bobbed her head over Tommy's cock for a couple of minutes as he groped her big knockers and roughly pinched her nipples. As Tommy got more aroused, his hips began to slowly rock and he started to shove himself into Sharon's mouth as she sucked him.
"Lie back on the pillow," he instructed her as he pushed her onto her back on the bed. The horny eighteen year old then straddled the curvy thirty one year old's chest and immediately shoved his cock back into her mouth.
Pinning Sharon's head against the pillow, Tommy leant over her, thrusting his cock past her lips and into her mouth. Sharon's eyes went wide as he forced himself deeper and deeper, until the head of his cock pushed it's way right into her throat and her face was trapped up against his abdomen.
"Ah, fuck that's good!" groaned Tommy. Sharon's mouth looking amazing stretched around the base of his erection. He slowly withdrew and Sharon immediately inhaled a sharp breath.
"Take it again," he groaned, pushing back into her tight mouth. This time Tommy started thrusting, his cock pumping back and forth between her lips like a piston as he eager fucked her face.
When he finally withdrew again, Sharon was gasping for air and Tommy's erect was slick with her saliva.
Tommy lifted himself further up the bed, reaching down and stroking his trembling cock as his testicles dangled over Sharon's mouth. "Lick my balls," he instructed.
Sharon obeyed, her agile tongue sliding over Tommy's hairy scrotum, sucking each of his wrinkled testicles in turn.
"That's good," groaned Tommy as he pushed his ballsack down into Sharon's mouth. Her tongue swirled around his scrotum, even accidentally brushing over the sensitive spot of skin beneath his balls, causing Tommy to moan in appreciation and his cock to twitch in his hand.
"Now lick my ass," he demanded, shifting even further up the pillow.
Sharon grimaced as she submissively did as she was instructed, tonguing the domineering teenager's repellent asshole. Tommy gave a loud groan as he sat on Sharon's beautiful face, enjoying her marvellous tongue. He never dreamt that he'd find a girl willing to do these things to, let alone one as hot as Sharon Johnson. Although perhaps willing wasn't quite the right word.
Suddenly the bedroom door swung open and Sharon's stepson Billy stepped into the room. The eighteen year old was dressed in jeans and a faded blue t-shirt and he had a shocked expression at the sight of his best friend sitting naked on Sharon's face with her tongue up his ass.
"What the fuck is going on here?" Billy demanded, clearly angry at what he was seeing.
"Ah...shit, sorry Billy," Tommy hurried clambered off Sharon's face and grabbed the sheet off the bed to cover his nakedness. His friend looked pissed.
"What the fuck were you doing to her Tommy?" growled Billy, he stepped forward and for a second it looked as though he was going to hit him.
"Shit. I was just having some fun Billy," Tommy pulled himself off the bed, taking the sheet with him, leaving Sharon's curvaceous body completely uncovered. "You know, like last night."
Billy's expression was a mixture of disbelief and fury. "Christ Tommy. I think you should leave now."
Tommy nodded in speedy agreement. Billy's initial eagerness to share Sharon around seemed to be rapidly dissipating. He hurried out of the bedroom.
Billy shook his head and stared down at his naked stepmother. Despite his anger at what he'd just witnessed he felt a slight stirring at the sight of her flawless figure. Her flesh had goose-pimpled slightly in the cool bedroom air. "Sorry Sharon," he quickly apologised. Sharon remained silent, she looked almost guilty at being caught with Tommy. "I...I'll talk with Tommy. This won't happen again," he assured her.
Sharon nodded, covering her breasts with one arm in an unusual display of modesty. There was an awkward silence.
"Ah...go get cleaned up," instructed Billy. "Take a shower...and clean your teeth."
Billy stood silently in the doorway of the bedroom as Sharon took his advice and walked into the bathroom to wash up. She had one arm across her large breasts and the other covered her pussy, but her peachy round ass was exposed as she disappeared through the bathroom door, the firm cheeks of her buttocks swaying sexily as she departed.
***
Almost an hour later, Sharon walked into the kitchen, freshly showered, cleaned up and feeling a whole lot better. Her wet hair was wrapped up in a towel on top of her head, and she was dressed in a pair of tight-fitting, pale blue jeans and a bright red t-shirt that snugly encased the generous swells of her big breasts.
"Hi Mom," greeted Billy, handing her a cup of freshly brewed coffee.
"Morning William," she replied, taking the coffee and giving him a friendly peck on the cheek. Billy's stepmother almost always called him by his full name William, even though he preferred Billy.
Billy was frying up some eggs and bacon and they enjoyed a quiet breakfast, making small talk about the weather and Billy's schoolwork, and carefully making no mention of Sharon's run-in with Tommy, or the crazy gang-banging she'd endured the night before.
For those short fifteen minutes, it was almost as if they were stepmother and stepson again.
"I need to head out for a while today," announced Billy as he was rinsing his plate to stack into the dishwasher.
"Okay sweetie," replied Sharon.
"When I get back this evening I thought it'd be nice to have dinner together," he told her. "You can make my favourite, the pot-roast thing."
"That sounds wonderful."
"And I've left an outfit upstairs I want you to wear," he added, turning around to face her.
Sharon was sitting at the kitchen table and met his stare.
Billy stepped across to her and bent down, grabbing a handful of hair at the back of her head and tilting her head back. He pressed his mouth down hungrily over hers and passionately slipped his tongue into her mouth.
Sharon's back arched as she moaned into her stepson's mouth, her own tongue eagerly tasting his. Billy's hand reached for her right breast, cupping and squeezing it through her t-shirt as he kissed her.
When he broke off his kiss, Sharon was breathless, her cheeks slightly flushed. In that moment they hadn't been stepmother and son.
"Don't forget the pot-roast," Billy reminded her as he turned and walked out the back door of the house.
***
That evening, Billy returned home to the mouth-watering smell of Sharon's special wine braised beef pot roast. The eighteen year old gave a gratified smirk at the delicious odours and headed straight for the kitchen.
Although he'd been half expecting it, the sight that greeted him took his breath away. Sharon was waiting for him. She was dressed in a tight white blouse that was knotted between her big breasts, leaving her flat, tanned stomach bare. Her skirt was pleated tartan, and incredibly short, and made her toned legs seem impossibly long. In fact it was so short that it was almost better described as a belt. He could only imagine what her ass looked like from the back. The sexy schoolgirl outfit was topped off by white ankle socks and black stiletto heels. She looked absolutely incredible.
Billy immediately forgot about the pot-roast.
He closed the gap between them and Sharon melted into his arms, her lush, curvy body pressing against his as their lips met in a passionate, hungry kiss. Billy moaned as he shoved his tongue ravenously into her mouth, both his hands sliding down her back and slipping up underneath the hem of her short skirt to grip and squeeze her firm round buttocks.
"I want you William," Sharon moaned into his mouth as she ardently kissed him back, rubbing her busty chest against his and pressing her bare thigh up between his legs.
Billy's hands roved over the smooth expanse of Sharon's ass. From what his groping hands could tell she wasn't wearing panties beneath the tiny school-girl skirt.
"From now on I want you all to myself," murmured Billy as they broke off their kiss. He ran one hand up from Sharon's ass to cup and squeeze her ample boob through her blouse. "No more sharing."
"You can have me," replied Sharon, her voice husky. "Right now, right here. And whenever you want me."
Billy pushed his stepmother up against the kitchen counter, sliding both hands up to squeeze her big breasts. He hurriedly unknotted the front of her blouse and pushed it open, revealing her bare, bra-less breasts.
"God you're beautiful," he breathed, leaning down and sliding his tongue across the mountainous expanse of her left breast and tasting her warm flesh.
Sharon leant back on the bench and sighed in pleasure as Billy's tongue swirled around her nipple and then he sucked it into his mouth. The horny teenager moaned into her bosom and rubbed his face across her cleavage before feasting on her right breast, giving it the same eager licking and sucking treatment. As he kissed and sucked Sharon's big tits, his hands were back on her ass, squeezing and kneading the firm cheeks.
Sharon reached down between them and unzipped Billy's jeans, fumbling in her rush to get her hand down inside his underwear. Billy groaned and bit gently on Sharon's right nipple, flicking it with his tongue as she dragged out his cock, stroking it in her soft hand.
"God, I love your big cock William," moaned Sharon, holding her stepson's thick erection in both hands and rubbing it lustfully.
One of Billy's hands pushed up between Sharon's silky thighs, the heel of his palm grazing over her clit as he slipped two fingers up inside her dripping cunt. Sharon cried out as his digits probed into her and she squeezed hard on his cock, feeling the blood pulsing through it.
"Let me taste you Billy," Sharon breathed, still tugging on Billy's cock with both hands.
Billy lifted his face up from Sharon's hooters and gave her a passionate kiss on the mouth. He then spun around, leaning back against the kitchen bench as the sexy blonde squatted down at his feet. She seemed to be in a rush to get at his cock.
Sharon ran her tongue up the length of Billy's hard shaft, causing him to let out a long groan.
"I can't believe how much I love sucking your cock," murmured Sharon before plunging her mouth down over his delicious erection.
"Oh fuck!" groaned Billy as Sharon gave his cock a long, deep suck. Her cheeks hollowed as she forcefully slurped on his rigid pole, pushing her lips down his shaft and taking almost all of him inside her tight, wet mouth.
Sharon started to bob her head rapidly over Billy's cock, letting the head of his thrusting penis push right against the back of her mouth. She moaned and hummed over his rigid erection as her tight lips slid up and down his shaft. Her mouth was completely devoted to her stepson's hard cock.
"That's so good," breathed Billy, running his fingers through Sharon's blonde locks. Her sucking mouth felt incredible on his cock.
Sharon moaned in pleasure and closed her eyes as Billy held her head in place and began to rock his hips, sliding himself back and forth between her lips, slowly fucking her glorious mouth.
"Oh yes!" groaned Billy, his hard penis sliding across Sharon's tongue and lodging right in the back of her mouth. He tightened his grip on her head and began to fuck her mouth faster, shoving his erection into her tight throat.
Sharon gagged a little, but didn't stop sucking as her stepson used her mouth for his pleasure. Billy grunted as he pulled Sharon's head in against his crotch, her lips pressed around the very base of his shaft and his balls resting on her chin. He loved the way Sharon let him fuck her mouth.
Billy released Sharon's head and her mouth popped off his cock with a wet smacking sound and she gasped to catch her breath again. Sharon's hand stroked Billy cock as she licked her lips, ensuring he remained fully stimulated.
She leant back in, running her tongue over the tight sack of Billy's testicles. Sharon could tell that he wouldn't last too much longer, her talented mouth bringing him right to the brink of orgasm.
Sharon slid her wet mouth back over Billy's cock, moaning as she slid her mouth down his shaft. She was impatient to taste his cum.
Suddenly the back door of the house swung open.
"Well, well, well, what do we have here?"
Sharon's mouth popped off her stepson's erection and she turned white as a ghost as she looked up from her position at Billy's feet to see her husband Howard standing in the doorway, looking none too pleased.
"You're home early?" she blurted.
"Shit..." swore Billy.
***
Billy was upstairs in his bedroom and Sharon and her fifty-two year old husband Howard were sitting at the kitchen table. At Howard's instruction she'd left the sexy schoolgirl outfit on, but she'd now buttoned up her blouse to cover her substantial knockers.
"I thought you were away for another week," murmured Sharon quietly. She was staring down at the table, unable to meet her husband's stern gaze. Howard had told her he was going to be away for ten days, but he'd returned after only three.
There was a long pause as Howard sat silently at the table, staring at his younger wife and thoughtfully stroking his chin.
"I can't say I'm completely surprised," said Howard at last, breaking the silence. After all, it was him who had originally suggested that Sharon teach Billy about sex. He had started this whole mess.
"Howard, I'm really sorry," apologised Sharon, she still wasn't able to look him in the eye though. "This... whole thing with William. It was a big mistake."
Howard gave a sigh. "Perhaps you're right. But it's too late now."
Sharon nodded and bit her lip. She wondered what Howard would say if she told him that she'd also fucked Tommy... and Clint, and Dougie.
After another long pause Howard spoke again. "I think we need to give Billy another lesson."
Sharon started and looked up in surprise, meeting Howard's gaze for the first time since he'd come home. There was a glint of steely determination in his eyes.



***
"Your stepmother and I have decided to continue your lessons," announced Howard. Billy was sitting on the couch in the lounge and Howard was sitting opposite him on a recliner, with Sharon perched on the arm of the chair.
Sharon was still dressed in the skimpy schoolgirl outfit, her long, bare legs crossed in front of her, displaying plenty of spectacular thigh.
"Really?" breathed Billy in amazement. He'd been expecting to be severely punished. Or kicked out of the house. Or ignored. Anything other than this.
Howard nodded. "Yes, I think there's more you need to learn."
"Okay," replied Billy, his mouth dry. He couldn't possibly imagine what his father had up his sleeve.
"Okay Sharon," said Howard, turning to his wife, "Stand up please."
Sharon submissively did as instructed while Howard turned back to his son, "Your stepmother is a very beautiful woman Billy, you are lucky to have this opportunity."
"Yes sir," nodded Billy, still feeling cautious about his father's intentions. He was getting a strong sense of deja vu however.
"Take off your blouse," Howard said to his wife. Sharon, her eyes submissively downcast began to unbutton the front of her blouse. As she pulled it open, the bare globes of her ample breasts were revealed, topped by her stiffened nipples. Billy had seen Sharon's tits a fair bit in the recent times, but despite that, the sight of them made his mouth water. They were indeed spectacular.
"Keep your skirt on," instructed Howard. "But take your panties off."
"I...I'm not wearing any," whispered Sharon meekly in reply.
Howard looked a little taken aback by that. "Very well," he nodded stiffly.
"Your mother is a very beautiful woman Billy," Howard told his son, "Make sure that you always treat her with respect."
"Yes sir," nodded Billy, the lesson seemed to be progressing almost identically to the first time that Howard had shared his gorgeous wife with his son, however there was a definite tension in the air. It was almost as if Howard was challenging Billy and Sharon to go through with everything all over again, or if he wanted to see if they'd stop it from happening again themselves.
Howard reached up with both hands, sliding his hands over Sharon's generous, bare breasts. "Would you like to touch her? Would you like to feel what a naked woman is like?" asked Howard, squeezing his wife's big tits in his hands.
Billy paused, wondering if his father wanted him to say no. "Yes," he said instead.
Howard's eyes narrowed and he paused for a moment, his hands still on Sharon's breasts. It was only the briefest of pauses. "Go to him," instructed Howard quietly. He released Sharon's tits and slapped her on the ass as she walked nervously over to the couch where Billy was sitting.
"Bend over and let him play with your tits," ordered Howard. Sharon glanced back at her husband as if she wasn't certain he was serious. Howard nodded in encouragement.
With a small sigh, Sharon bent over Billy, resting on hand on the back of the couch as she offered up her swaying tits towards her stepson's face. Billy muttered something under his breath as he reached up and grabbed Sharon's big jugs in both hands and squeezed with surprising eagerness.
Sharon gasped as Billy's hands roamed over her exquisite melons, his fingers mauling and squeezing, groping them without restraint, despite the ominous presence of his father.
"That's it," encouraged Howard as Billy pinched Sharon's nipples and tugged on the tips of her big tits, he then palmed the ample mounds and rolled them around her chest with his hands. "Suck on them," his father said after a moment longer. Billy let out a moan and leant forward on the couch, pressing his face into his stepmother's bosom. He lifted a big melon to his mouth and sucked her hard nipple into his mouth. Billy really went to town now, sucking and slurping, his tongue sliding across the ample flesh as his hands continued to knead the warm mounds. While he drank eagerly at her nipple one of his hands slid down and up her skirt to cup and squeeze a deliciously round buttock before sliding back up to capture her swinging tit.
After almost a full five minutes Howard called a stop, "Okay, that's enough." Billy reluctantly sat back in his chair and Sharon straightened, waiting breathlessly for her husband's next instruction.
Both Billy and Sharon hadn't expected the lesson to go like this again. Did Howard enjoy watching the two of them together or something?
"Okay Sharon," said his father, "Take out his cock now please."
Sharon glanced back questioningly at Howard.
"Hurry up!" he snapped.
Sharon nodded and submissively knelt down in front of Billy.
Her hands were shaking a little as she reached out and unbuttoned the top of his pants and then unzipped his fly with her well-manicured fingers. Billy's hips twitched up off the seat a little as the gorgeous woman reached into his underpants and drew out his rock hard cock. Sharon's hand felt wonderfully soft and cool against his hot manhood and he let out a soft moan as Sharon gave his cock a brief stroke. Sharon was unable to help herself from admiring her stepson's stiff prick as her hand glided along his length.
"Masturbate yourself."
Sharon was sure that Billy would refuse, but to her surprise he reached down pushed her hand away, and took hold of his hard cock in his own fist and began to stroke it. As he played with himself he stared down at Sharon's topless body. Sharon looked up at his face and their eyes locked. Billy stared straight into his stepmother's eyes as he jerked off.
"Stop there," his father ordered and Billy immediately halted, tearing his gaze away from the kneeling form of his beautiful stepmother. "Ask her to do it for you."
Billy nodded. "Can you please play with my penis Mom?"
"Certainly William," replied Sharon, remembering her reply from that first night, when Howard had initially suggested they teach Billy about sex. The night she'd tasted Billy's cum for the first time.
She reached out and once again took his steel-hard shaft in her soft hand. Billy moaned loudly at the touch of her gentle hand. Sharon suppressed a moan of her own, unlike that first night, his cock felt wonderful and familiar. The kneeling blonde then began to dutifully stroke her stepson's cock, her practiced hand sliding first slowly, then faster up and down his hard penis.
"That's good!" groaned Billy, his hips lurching as he thrust up at Sharon's pumping hand. Sharon's other hand reached up and gently toyed with his balls while she stroked his hardness faster and faster. Billy's eyes were locked onto Sharon's big double-D breasts, hypnotized by the way they swayed in time with the movements of her arm. Billy leant forward and reached out, grabbing a large breast in each hand and squeezing as she jerked on his cock. He moaned a little as he fondled his stepmother's huge tits; they felt so soft and big.
"Stop!" snapped Howard suddenly. He sounded angry that they'd followed his orders so far.
Sharon let go of Billy's cock and sat back, remaining at the eighteen year old's feet.
Howard gave a loud sigh. "Suck Billy's cock now Sharon."
Sharon swallowed anxiously. She knew this was coming, but after Howard had walked in on her doing just that about an hour ago...
The gorgeous blonde almost refused, but the sight of Billy's beautiful erection bobbing just in front of her was too much to resist. She could smell her stepson's scent on her nostrils and her mouth was watering as soon as she'd heard her husband's instruction. She wanted to suck his cock, but she wanted to be alone with Billy, to enjoy the taste of him...
"Do it!" insisted Howard sternly.
"Okay," replied Sharon, her voice cracking. She wasn't sure what Howard was playing at, but previously he'd seemed to hate the sight of her sucking Billy's cock. So what was going on now? Why was he acting so strangely, he should be mad and raging after walking in on her and Billy... shouldn't he?
Sharon leant forward, her tongue flicking out to lap up the drops of precum that had formed on the head of Billy's cock. He moaned at the sensation of her tongue on his erection. Sharon, encouraged by his moan, swirled her tongue all over the tip of his hard penis, tasting him. She loved the taste of his cock. Billy groaned as Sharon's tongue licked down the underside of his long shaft all the way to his testicles, which she lapped at and briefly sucked into her mouth.
Sharon moved her head back to the top of Billy's cock and was about to plunge her mouth down onto him when Howard again interrupted them. "Stop!" he cried out.
Billy gave a frustrated moan and slumped back on the couch.
"Come back here Sharon," ordered Howard, gesturing with his finger for her to return to the chair he was sitting in.
The topless blonde approached her husband and saw that Howard has his cock sticking out of the fly of his pants. He was erect.
"Kneel down," Howard pointed to his feet.
"Suck my cock," commanded Howard when she was at his feet.
Knowing that any hesitation was likely to get her into trouble, Sharon immediately bent over her husband's lap, taking hold of his stubby erection and sucking the head into her mouth. Howard gave a loud satisfied groan as Sharon sucked heavily on the tip of his cock.
The busty blonde swirled her tongue around her husband's prick, trying to ignore the disagreeable taste of him. While she loved Billy's sweet tasting cock and his salty cum, Howard's penis always tasted of stale urine and sweat.
Sharon began to bob her head, moving her lips back and forth over the head of his cock as she continued to slurp at the hard organ. Howard stroked the top of her head, running his fingers through her long blonde hair as Sharon worked more of his cock into her mouth.
"Mmmpfh!" moaned Sharon around her mouthful of cock as Howard pushed down on her head, forcing more of his prick into her mouth. She worked her lips about three quarters of the way down his long shaft and then retreated back to take just the head in her mouth. Howard groaned, his hands were on the top of her head, gently pushing her down further with each bob of her head, and at the same time his hips were thrusting up off the seat, feeding her more and more of his hard cock.
Billy watched on in silence as Sharon's mouth slid further down his father's cock, her nose pressing right into his pubic hair as she swallowed his entire length, engulfing his old penis in her hot mouth. Billy's own cock was still erect, trembling slightly as he watching his stepmother blow his father.
"That's good," murmured Howard in appreciation of his wife's oral talents. "Suck your husband's cock like a good little wifey." He groaned with pleasure, his hands going back to her head and his hips rolling as he thrust up into her mouth, almost fucking her face with short stabbing lunges of his cock. Sharon moaned softly around his cock, letting him use her mouth to sate his lust, she knew that she had to please her husband after what he'd witnessed.
"Stop," instructed Howard after a few more minutes of humping Sharon's face. The gorgeous blonde lifted her head from her husband's cock, his short, thick cock popping from her mouth with a wet smacking noise.
Billy looked across the room eagerly.
"Turn around and get on your hands and knees," Howard told her. Sharon did as she was directed, face towards where Billy was sitting on the couch.
Billy's cock drooped a little as he realised that Howard wasn't sending her over to him, he clearly had other designs. He watched as his father knelt behind the voluptuous blonde, grabbing her by the hips and lining himself up to fuck her doggy style.
"Oh!" Sharon gave a groan as Howard lunged forward, shoving his cock into her waiting pussy.
"That's right Billy," grunted Howard as he started to thrust against Sharon's ass, her hot pussy clutching tight as his pumping cock. "She's my wife, and I can fuck her whenever I want to."
Sharon groaned again as her husband roughly slammed against her, the sound of his hips slapping against her firm round ass filling the room. She glanced back over her shoulder at Howard and saw that his face was a mask of lust, a snarl on his face as he vigorously shoved himself deep inside her.
"You're mine, aren't you Sharon?" Howard asked. He slid a hand up along her side, reaching under to cup and squeeze one of her big tits.
"Yes Howard," replied Sharon submissively, the fifty two year old bucking hard and fast against her.
"Hear that Billy?" grunted Howard as he continued to piston his cock in and out of Sharon's tight snatch.
Billy wasn't looking at his father, but was looking straight at Sharon, their eyes meeting as she was shunted from behind by her rutting husband. Billy's face was expressionless as he watched his beautiful stepmother getting taken by his father.
"Uh!" snorted Howard, his cock squelching into Sharon's pussy. "From now on you'll keep your cock away from her Billy."
"Yes sir," nodded Billy, still not taking his eyes from Sharon's.
Howard's thrusts were starting to get erratic and Sharon knew that he wouldn't last too much longer. His hips were jerking wildly as he slammed his cock hard and deep into her cunt.
"She's mine!" Howard grunted, his hips thrusting excitedly.
"Her mouth!" He slammed hard into Sharon from behind and she cried out.
"Her cunt!" Howard's cock sunk deep and he tightly gripped her shapely hips.
"And her ass!"
Howard arched his back as his cock convulsed inside Sharon's pussy and his cum spurted from the tip, shooting deep inside her.
Howard cried out in pleasure, humping against Sharon's round posterior as he emptied his load into her clutching pussy. His hips gave a few weak stabs as he squeezed out the last of his cum and then fell, back against the edge of the seat behind him, breathing heavily.
"Are you both clear?" he asked.
"Yes," replied Billy and Sharon in unison.
Howard gave a satisfied nod. "Good. Now clean me up with your mouth please honey."
"Yes Howard," replied Sharon, supressing a grimace as she meekly turned and sucked her husband's sticky spent prick into her wet mouth. This lesson had certainly ended differently to the last two.
... to be continued
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Day 1 -- Friday
Los Angeles, California 2012 -- But not our universe
Raymond Williams breathed a sigh of relief as the elevator doors closed, finally signalling the end of a tough day at work. Ray was a happily married, thirty one year old accountant who pretty much hated his job. Just as things had been for Ray at high school, at work he felt bullied and the butt of all the jokes. Not only that, he'd snuck a peek at his colleague's payslip and the bastard was earning five thousand dollars a year more than him, despite the fact he'd graduated top of his class and worked his ass off around the office.
Ray sighed again as the elevator reached the lobby and he headed for the front door.
"Goodnight Jim," he waved to the security guard as he went past.
Jim grunted unintelligibly in reply, he was a little distracted by the bobbing head in his lap as one of the hot secretaries from the law firm on level six was enthusiastically giving him head while he casually watched the security monitors.
Ray gritted his teeth as he stepped out the front door. That was another crappy part of his job, the secretaries at the accounting firm weren't all that attractive, at least not compared to the legal secretaries downstairs. Occasionally when he was particularly stressed he'd get a blowjob from Daisy the receptionist, but she was a little flat-chested for his liking and had a big nose.
Ray sighed as he started heading for home. At least he had Melissa. His lovely wife was the one good thing in his life.
Melissa was absolutely drop-dead gorgeous. Way out of Ray's league in fact. For her to have even considered marrying him was a miracle. And with what the firm paid him he knew she wasn't after him for his money. She was absolutely perfect in every way, and she was all his. That was probably why, as much as possible, Ray kept Melissa hidden away. He didn't want to share her with anyone if he could help it.
With thoughts of Melissa cheering him up a little, Ray smiled to himself and started whistling as he headed down the sidewalk towards the bus-stop.
Ray glanced at his watch. Five thirty-seven. He was running late as usual. He'd missed his bus and the next one wasn't due for about twenty minutes. Typical! His mood soured once again.
When he reached the bus stop he saw that perhaps his luck hadn't completely deserted him. Waiting at the bus stop was a rather beautiful looking young woman. She was tall, with long red hair and a slender, sexy looking body. She had generous looking breasts and a nice tight little ass. The woman was wearing a summery looking yellow dress, that was low cut over her ample breasts and short enough to display her long, nicely tanned legs.
Ray looked at his watch again as he approached the woman, the bus was definitely a long way off.
"Hi there," said the redhead, turning towards Ray as he stopped beside her.
"Hi," replied Ray, openly looking her up and down admiringly. He hesitated for just a moment, wondering if he should wait 'til he got home to Melissa. But it had been a crappy day and he knew he'd get bored waiting for the bus.
"Could I grab a blowjob?" Ray asked, turning back towards her.
Unsurprisingly, the woman cheerfully agreed, "Sure." After all, it would have been extremely rude to refuse. It was considered good manners for a woman to agree to any request from a man for sex. They didn't have to agree to things like marriage and commitment, but for any casual sexual requests it was unthinkable to refuse a male.
The beautiful young redhead knelt down carefully on the sidewalk in front of Ray as he unzipped his fly. Ray noticed she had a graze on one knee, probably from an earlier blowjob, but she didn't complain in the slightest as she knelt on the hard concrete beside the bus stop.
The woman reached into Ray's trousers and fished out his cock for him. He wasn't erect yet, but there was definitely a little swelling and hardening getting underway as the sexy redhead pulled him out and stroked him in her soft hand.
"Cute dick," she commented, giving his shaft a squeeze. The head of his spongy member just poking out from the top of her fist. Her hand felt great on his dick.
She leant forward and gave his semi-erect penis a lick, her tongue swirling around the head of Ray's cock.
"That's nice," breathed Ray, feeling the stress leaking out of him and the obliging woman sucked his cock into her wet mouth. He just hoped he'd be able to get off before the bus arrived, although he supposed she could continue on the bus journey if necessary. The other day Ray had been receiving a handjob from a lovely petite blonde when the bus had reached her stop and she had to leave him hanging. There hadn't been anyone else suitable on the bus, so Ray had gone home to Melissa with painful blue balls. Fortunately she had been more than happy to relieve him.
Ray sighed contentedly as the woman started to bob her head over his cock, which had now fully stiffened in her wetly sucking mouth. She was definitely a good cocksucker.
The woman briefly lifted her mouth off his prick as she regarded his now completely erect manhood. He was around four and a half inches long. Ray knew he was a little below average, but Melissa always told him he was a perfect fit for her mouth.
"Cute," repeated the redhead with a smile before plunging her mouth back down over his cock and starting to suck him in earnest, her cheeks hollowing and her tongue working on his hard shaft as she sucked.
Ray frowned, he wasn't completely sure he liked her referring to his cock as 'cute', but what the hell, she gave pretty good head. He glanced at his watch again, just over ten minutes until the bus was due.
Placing one hand gently on the back of the girl's head to keep her mouth in place, Ray shuffled over to the left a little so he could lean back against the side of the bus stop while she blew him. He closed his eyes and relaxed back, enjoying the feel of the redheads talented mouth sliding up and down his erection, the sounds of his cock wetly squelching in her throat filling his ears.
Ray let her suck his cock diligently for a few more minutes before deciding he'd better hurry up and finish off before the bus arrived. He reached down and grabbed her head in both hands and began to fuck her mouth in earnest.
Ray moaned as he shoved his erection roughly into the redheads mouth, forcing his cock right into her mouth, her lips pressing right around the very base of his shaft and his balls on her chin. The one advantage of a slightly shorter dick was that most women had little trouble deep throating him.
The woman moaned slightly as Ray's hips thrust, his cock ramming it's way in and out between her soft lips, but she made no sign of objecting to his rough use of her mouth.
It didn't take much more than a minute of his vigorous fucking for Ray to cum. He gave a deep groan as his cock lurched in the woman's mouth and hot sperm spurted across her tongue. Ray moaned, holding her head down on his shooting penis as he spent himself into her agreeable mouth.
When he was finally spent he released her head and zipped himself back up, breathing heavily. "Thanks for that," he said. Even though a woman would never refuse a request for a blowjob, it was still good manners for the man to thank her. At least that's what his father had always told him.
"No problem," replied the redhead, standing back up with a wince as she brushed off her scraped knee.
"You give great head by the way," added Ray. He was tempted to give her boobs a squeeze, she had a really nice looking rack, but before he could help himself to her other charms the bus arrived.
Instead Ray thanked the woman again and followed her onto the bus. There were only a couple of other passengers and no one paid them much attention. Ray sunk into a seat near the door and settled in for the ride home. The blowjob had definitely taken the edge off his stress, but he was still looking forward to getting home to Melissa and giving her a good fucking. As hot as the young redhead had been, his wife was even more beautiful. Not for the first time, Ray thanked the lord that she'd agreed to marry him.
***
Ray arrived home to an empty house.
At first he feared the worst. His wife had finally seen the light and realised she could do better than him and left her. Then he saw the note.
Ray breathed a sigh of relief.
'Hi Ray. I've just gone out with Nick. Will be back by 7. Love Mel.'
Ray frowned. Nick? Who was Nick? Ray couldn't think of anyone called Nick. Melissa didn't have a lot of friends, and Ray liked to keep it that way. Who was this Nick fellow?
Fortunately Ray didn't have too long to wait. He just settled down in front of the TV with a beer when Melissa arrived back at the house.
Trying to hide his concern, Ray casually took a swallow of his beer as his stunning wife walked through the front door.
Melissa was dressed casually, in a pair of hip hugging blue jeans and a tight fitting pink t-shirt that accentuated her large, firm looking jugs and looked great with her long, wavy blonde hair. She was walking a little strangely though, like she was sore or injured.
"Hi Ray, honey," Melissa greeted him breezily.
"Hi babe," replied Ray, trying to conceal his overprotective distress. "Where've you been? And who's Nick?"
"You know Nick," replied Melissa, causing Ray to be even more confused and concerned. "Nick Cooper. He said he was an old friend of yours. From high school."
Nick Cooper... Ray's blood ran cold at that name. Nick Cooper was the quarterback in the football team at his high school. He was a bully and a giant ass. He'd always treated Ray like shit at school. The ass.
In all the movies, the school bully grew up to be an unemployed loser, while the geeks inherited the earth. But not in Ray William's world. Nick Cooper had more than landed on his feet. He'd married the beautiful captain of the cheerleading team and gone on to become a famous actor. Rich beyond Ray's wildest dreams. What an ass.
Ray swallowed. "Oh right, I remember Nick...". The ass.
Melissa smiled happily. "Well Nick came over to visit you," she explained. "But when I said you were at work he came in for a drink."
Ray nodded, a sense of dread growing in the pit of his stomach. Why would that ass come and visit him?
"He was really sweet," Melissa continued. "I gave him a blowjob and then he asked me to come back to his place to meet some of your other old friends."
"Other old friends?" asked Ray numbly.
Melissa nodded, "Yeah, there were four guys from your old football team. You were on the team with Nick right?"
Ray nodded dazedly, he felt like his life was crumbling around him. He'd told Melissa he was on the football team, but in reality he was the team's waterboy, or more regularly the butt of their jokes and victim of relentless tormenting. They were all real asshole's to him.
"Well they were all really sweet, and very handsome," explained Melissa. "I ended up fucking them all."
"Fucking them all?" repeated Ray quietly.
Melissa nodded cheerily. "It would have been rude to say no. And it was pretty fun. After they were all done Nick had got himself all worked up again so I let him fuck me up the ass. He's got a really nice cock by the way. It's big."
Ray swallowed, trying to suppress his anger. It wasn't her fault. She was right, it would have been rude to say no their requests. Unless a woman was accompanied by a man it was absurd for her to refuse a request for sex. Even a married woman was not exempt, unless she was already with another male. It was just common courtesy for Melissa to let those four footballers fuck her and let Nick stick his apparently large cock into her tight little asshole. That probably explained why she was walking strangely.
Despite all that, it still bugged the hell out of him. This was the very reason he always tried to keep her away from other people, men especially. And Nick Cooper, of all the people in the world, why did it have to be him that buggered Ray's lovely wife? He was such an ass.
"I've never had sex with someone famous before," added Melissa, looking quite pleased with herself.
Ray sighed. There was nothing he could do about it, it had already happened. He swallowed his anger. "I'm glad you had a nice day honey," he said softly.
Melissa grinned and nodded and then waddled gingerly across the room. "I'm going to take a shower and get cleaned up," she said. "I'm a little sore from all those big footballer cocks, so if it's alright with you I'll just give you a blowjob tonight?"
Ray nodded miserably. He'd been looking forward to his wife's pussy all day.
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Day 2 -- Saturday
Los Angeles, California 2012 -- But not our universe
Ray Williams had gone to bed depressed and angry, but he awoke with a new sense of purpose.
Sure, his incredibly hot blonde wife had been gang banged by the very bullies that had tormented him in high school, culminated by the man he hated the most in all the world fucking her up the ass, but now he had a plan. His wife had only been being polite, but Ray Williams was going to get revenge.
Nick Cooper, school bully, quarterback, and captain of the football team had married the hottest girl in their high school -- the captain of the cheerleading team Christine Taylor. Every boy in school had lusted after the gorgeous blonde cheerleader, but only a few had been able to catch her alone to ask her for sex.
Even Ray had tried to catch Christine Taylor unaccompanied multiple times following his eighteenth birthday, but Nick had almost always been at her side. One time, Ray had gotten close. He'd spotted Christine coming out of the girls locker room by herself and quickly descended on her. Unfortunately, Mr Jackson, the school janitor had reached her first, and before Ray could make his request, she'd been on her knees sucking the old black man's large prick.
Christine was the key to Ray's revenge, and the fact he'd lusted after her at high school would make his revenge even sweeter.
Nick Cooper may have fucked his wife, but Ray would fuck Nick's wife. Then they would be even.
"Do you remember where you went with Nick yesterday?" asked Ray as he got out of bed and started getting dressed.
"Sure," replied his wife sleepily as she rolled over onto her back. She was naked and her ample breasts jiggled slightly on her ribcage like two mountainous peaks.
"Give me the address," instructed Ray. "I need to go and see him."
"Sure," yawned Melissa. "Do you want a blowjob before you go?"
Ray hesitated, although society expected a woman to agree to any and every request for sex from a man, and there was no such compulsion on him, it was still very hard to say no to such an offer.
Ray steeled himself. He had a job to do. "I don't have time sorry sweetie," he apologised, before grabbing a pad and pen to write down the directions to the scene of Melissa's orgy with Nick and the other footballers.
Ray left his beautiful, naked wife alone in bed and headed hurriedly out the front door. The way he figured it, he just needed to catch Nick's wife alone and then he could ask her to fuck him. It should be easy.
It had been almost twelve years since he'd seen Christine Taylor, or Christine Cooper as she was probably called now. Hopefully she still looked just as good now as she had looked in high school.
"Hey, Ray!" called out a voice, disturbing the memories of the sexy cheerleading captain that were filling Ray's mind.
Ray turned in surprise to see Bill Yates, his neighbour, standing by the front door of the house next door. Bill's young daughter Alice was standing beside him, looking particularly fine. The pretty young brunette was wearing a white blouse, knotted between her breasts and exposing her flat, tanned belly, and a tiny tartan skirt that left her long, slim legs bare. The outfit was completely by white ankle socks, black high heeled shoes and her long brown hair tied in pig tails. She was the perfect sexy schoolgirl. A walking wet dream...if she hadn't been only seventeen.
"Hi Bill, how's it going?" replied Ray, walking over to talk to his neighbour. He was a little annoyed by the distraction, he had a mission to complete.
"Pretty good," replied Bill. "You've met my daughter Alice right?"
Ray glanced at his neighbour's sexy teenager daughter. "Sure, of course."
"Well, it's her birthday today," said Bill with a big grin. "My little darling is eighteen today."
Ray smiled, "Happy birthday Alice."
"Thanks Mr Williams," she replied a little shyly.
Ray smiled, fuck she was gorgeous. And eighteen today, that meant...
"Would you like to be her first?" blurted out Bill, interrupting the conclusion that Ray was just coming to.
Ray swallowed. Although no woman would refuse a man's request for sex, this didn't apply until she turned eighteen. Society looked very harshly on underage sex. Likewise a man had no rights to ask for sex from an unaccompanied woman until he was eighteen himself.
Now that Alice had turned eighteen she would start getting requests for sex from men. And looking at the teenagers, tight little body it was likely that those requests would be coming thick and fast. Living right next door, it was inevitable that Ray would eventually have had the chance to ask Alice for favours, but to be offered her first, before anyone else was something special.
Ray bit his lower lip. As much as he wanted to get over to Nick Cooper's house and fuck his wife, this was a once in a lifetime opportunity. Well a once in Alice's lifetime anyway. He was already hard just thinking about it.
Ray reached out and took Alice's hand. "Thanks Bill, this is mighty neighbourly of you."
"No problem," replied Bill. "Treat her nice. And Alice, be nice to Mr Williams, remember your manners."
"Yes Dad," replied Alice, smiling shyly at Ray. He noticed a slightly wicked glint in her eye.
"Let's use your room," suggested Ray. His wife wouldn't complain if he brought her back to their place, but he thought it might be a little rude after he'd turned down a blowjob from Melissa only minutes earlier.
Ray's sexy eighteen year old neighbour led him back into her house, her tight ass swaying in her schoolgirl skirt as she walked. Bill's wife, and Alice's mother Jane was in the kitchen as they went past. She was a lovely looking middle aged woman that had given Ray a blowjob by the mailbox last Tuesday. He could definitely see where Alice got her looks from.
"Hi Ray," greeted Jane Yates as Ray was led by her daughter upstairs.
Alice's room was a small, pink painted room with a single bed and a few posters of some good looking actors and rock stars on the wall. Ray noticed a little bitterly that there was even a picture of Nick Cooper cut from a movie magazine near the eighteen year old's mirror. The ass.
"You're very beautiful Alice," complemented Ray as he kicked the door shut behind him.
"Thanks Mr Williams," she replied, blushing a little.
"Please, call me Ray," he replied, stepping up to her. Ray put his arms around the hot, sexy teenager and pulled her against him, kissing her eagerly. Alice obligingly melted into his arms, pressing her firm young body against his as her tongue slipped into his mouth.
Ray moaned into her mouth, running his hands down her back and cupping and squeezing her firm young bum through her short skirt. The hard bulge of his cock was pressing insistently against her thigh as they kissed.
When they broke off their kiss, his hands moved to her chest, untying the knot of her blouse and pulling it off her, revealing her perky young breasts. They were a nice size, not as big as his wife's of course, but still considerably more than handful, probably a C cup in Ray's estimation. Not that he knew a whole lot about bra sizes.
Ray cupped Alice's firm tits in his palms and squeezed them eagerly. Her skin felt so warm and soft and youthful, she was incredibly sexy.
"Undo my pants," he instructed as he squeezed her generous tits, rubbing his thumbs across her nipples and feeling them stiffen at his touch.
Alice unbuckled Ray's belt and then opened his fly, pushing his trousers down around his knees and then sliding her hands down into his underwear to take hold of his stiffy in her soft hands.
"Uh!" grunted Ray at the touch of her soft fingers on his prick. He was incredibly turned on, he'd have to be careful here or he would be cumming in her hand.
"Wow," breathed Alice, gently stroking Ray's four and a half inches. "It's so hard... and so big."
Ray smiled, that was the advantage of a virgin. Although she'd no doubt seen other cocks from the frequent public coupling that went on, she had limited first hand basis for comparison when it came to penises.
"Kneel on the bed," instructed Ray as he kicked off his shoes and stepped out from the trousers around his ankles.
Alice climbed up onto her bed and knelt on her hands and knees, arching her back slightly so that her deliciously round ass jutted out invitingly. Her soft rounds breasts swung beneath her and Ray reached out to cup and squeeze one round orb before kneeling on the bed behind her.
Ray moaned in admiration as he ran his palms up the fact of Alice's firm, tanned thighs. Her skin felt so soft. His hard cock was jutting out towards her, trembling in anticipation.
"You're very beautiful Alice. You're going to be getting a lot of attention now that you're eighteen." Ray lifted up the back of Alice's short skirt to reveal her spectacular ass, clad in a skimpy white cotton g-string. The firm round cheeks of her buttocks were absolutely flawless.
"Thanks Mr...I mean thanks Ray," replied Alice as Ray ran his hands over her ass, stroking the smooth globes of her buttocks.
Ray pulled down Alice's g-string, revealing the slit of her cunt, the lips moist in anticipation. Ray cupped a bare ass cheek in each hand and squeezed, glancing at the puckered entrance to her tight little ass. He was a little tempted to fuck her ass, but figured that could wait for another day. Her first time should be her pussy.
"This is great," he murmured as he guided the tip of his trembling erection to Alice's tight eighteen year old pussy. With a breathless grunt he slowly pushed forward, the lips of her cunt opening as he penetrated her, clutching at his shaft as he slowly pushed inside her.
"Oh Ray!" moaned Alice at his entry.
God she was tight. Ray moaned as pushed himself the rest of the way inside the hot young brunette, holding her by her slim waist as he gently started to fuck her.
As far as Ray was aware he'd never fucked an eighteen year old girl before. Typically the younger girls would be accompanied in public by their father or boyfriend so there was little opportunity to approach them for sex, especially if they were pretty like Alice. This was a sweet moment indeed, almost enough to make Ray forget about Nick Cooper fucking his wife yesterday. Almost.
Both Ray and Alice moaned as he started to thrust against her from behind, his hips slapping against her firm posterior as he pumped his below average cock in and out of Alice's tight pussy. It felt amazing, Ray was definitely going to have to make sure he made frequent use of his neighbours hot young daughter.
Unable to resist the temptation, Ray reached out and grabbed Alice by the hair, a ponytail in each hand. He pulled on her hair for leverage as he fucked her doggy style, jerking her head up and causing her back to arch and her ass to push back harder against him.
"Oh Ray!" groaned Alice, clearly enjoying his thrusting cock as he pistoned against her from behind.
She was so tight and so hot that he wasn't going to last long. Fortunately, much like size, Alice didn't have a lot of reference in terms of stamina, so hopefully she wasn't going to be disappointed.
"Oh, that's it Alice!" he grunted as he humped against the perfect eighteen year old. She felt so good.
"Oh Ray!" gasped Alice, her breathing hard and fast as he bucked against her, shunting her forward on the bed with each thrust.
"Is it okay if I cum inside you?" asked Ray, yanking on her pig tails as he slammed into her.
"Yes, fill me up," gasped Alice, clearly enjoying the feel of his cock in her tight pussy. "I'm on the pill." Ray was nothing, if not polite. With the possibility, or in the case of someone that looked like Alice probability, of getting asked to have sex whenever they walked down the street alone, most women were on the pill. But in Alice's case she had only just turned eighteen so Ray thought it would be best to ask first.
"Oh fuck!" groaned Ray, his hips madly jackhammering against the teenagers perfect bum. "Here...it...comes!" With a loud cry Ray exploded inside the beautiful eighteen year old's pussy. Thick ropes of his seed flooded her snatch as Ray orgasmed wildly.
Alice herself cried out in pleasure as her older neighbour shot his load into her cunt. Whether she was genuinely climaxing, or just being polite Ray didn't know, and didn't really care truthfully either.
"Yeah, that was good!" groaned Ray as he left go of Alice's pig tails and squeezed the firm cheeks of her ass, rolling his hips and squeezing the last drops of his sperm inside her.
"Wow," breathed Alice, pushing her butt back against her neighbour's crotch. "That was great Mr Williams."
"Yeah," breathed Ray in agreement. "But call me Ray."
Ray pulled out and rolled onto the bed beside the pretty brunette, catching his breath. As sweet as that had been, he had a mission to complete, and someone else to fuck. Hopefully he wouldn't have any trouble getting it up again.
***
A couple of hours later, following a shower and then a coffee with Bill and Jane Yates, Ray got back in his car and drove to the address that his wife had given him from her encounter with the football team the previous day.
It was a nice split level house in the suburbs, way nicer than Ray's house, but perhaps not quite as fancy as he'd been expecting from a celebrity actor.
Ray approached the front door and knocked determinedly. He prayed that Nick wasn't home and he'd catch Christine alone.
The door swung open and he was greeted by a gorgeous brunette. She was still beautiful then. Perhaps not quite as amazing as he'd remembered from high school, and her blonde hair was now dyed brown, but still very attractive.
She was dressed like she was just on her way to the gym, it a pair of clinging black sweat pants, that were low slung on her hips, revealing a hint of a toned flat stomach and the sides of her pink g-string straps. Her top was a skin-tight orange tank top that clung to an impressive pair of beautiful round hooters that thrust out from her chest demanding attention and seemingly defying gravity.
"Can I help you?" she asked in surprise, showing no sign of recognising him from twelve years ago.
Ray looked over her shoulder into the house. "Are you alone?" he asked.
She nodded. "Yes, my husband is at football practise..."
"Good," said Ray, inside he was whooping with joy. "I want to have sex with you."
"Oh," the woman seemed surprised at this. "Sure, I guess I can help you out. My husband will be back soon though so we'll have to be quick."
She stepped back at let him step past her and into the house.
"So, um, what do you want to do then?" she asked as she followed him into the lounge.
"I want to fuck you up the ass," growled Ray. "Get your clothes off."
She raised an eyebrow at that. "Okay then, whatever you want."
She reached for the bottom of her tank top and tugged it up over her head. Beneath she was wearing a black sports bra that was restraining her impressive rack.
As she bent forward to unlace her sports shoes, Ray moved behind her and ran his palm across the smooth expanse of her buttocks, feeling the firm cheeks through her sweatpants. She had a nicely toned ass and obviously kept in shape. Perhaps not quite as firm as Alice's, but still very impressive for a thirty year old woman.
"You're very eager," she commented as she peeled off her pants, revealing her pink g-string panties and long, nicely-toned legs. "Were you just passing by or did you see me on my way home from the gym?"
Ray unzipped his pants. "I know your husband. I used to be on his high school football team."
"Really?" she replied, looking him up and down more deliberately. "You don't look like a footballer, and I don't remember you from school."
Ray scowled. That pissed him off a little, not that there was any reason she should remember him.
"Just shut up and get naked!" he snapped.
"Hey!" she protested. "Be polite!"
Ray swallowed. She was right, here she was being all nice and letting him fuck her in the ass, and he was acting like a rude prick. "Sorry," he quickly apologised. "I had a rough day yesterday."
Her anger immediately softened at his change of tone. "That's okay. So, um, we'd better get on with this."
Still wearing her bra and panties, she stepped forward and reached inside the open front of Ray's trousers. His cock was already hard, despite the workout that his neighbour's eighteen year old daughter had given it. Probably the anticipation of fucking the one and only Christine Taylor was motivating him into stiffness.
"I see this little man is polite and at attention," she grinned as she pulled out his erection and stroked it in her cool hand.
Ray grimaced slightly at the term 'little man', but didn't let it put him off the mission in front of him. He reached up, running his palms up her sides, over her ribs and cupping her ample breasts through her sports bra, giving them a firm squeeze.
It might have been the sports bra, but her tits felt amazingly firm. Ray moaned and squeezed them again, this time harder, letting his fingers sink deep into the ample round melons. She gasped slightly as he roughly mauled her big jugs, his cock lurching in her soft hands.
"You said you wanted anal right?" she asked him for clarification.
"That's right," breathed Ray. He was so looking forward to tapping the sweet ass he'd lusted over through all his teenage years.
"Fine," she agreed. "But I'd better go get some Vaseline from the bathroom. Back in a minute."
She pried his hands off her big tits and hurried off towards the bathroom. Ray admired the sway of her g-string framed buttocks as she left.
He quickly stripped off the rest of his clothes before she returned, a small tub of Vaseline in hand. She handed him the tub and with her other hand stroked his erection.
"It's been a while since I've done anal so make sure you use plenty," she advised, glancing down at the four and a half inches in her hand. "At least you won't rip me up with this little man though."
"Lie down on the couch," instructed Ray as he popped the lid off the Vaseline and scooped some out onto his fingers. He ignored the comment about the size of his cock.
She peeled off her g-string, but left her bra on as she lay face down on the couch. Ray caught a brief glimpse of her neatly trimmed landing strip, he couldn't help be a little disappointed it wasn't blonde as he'd always imagined it in his high school masturbation fantasies. But maybe she dyed it like she'd done with her hair.
Ray straddled the back of her thighs and used one hand to grab hold of her ass by her left buttock. His other hand liberally applied the Vaseline to her tight asshole, tentatively probing a few fingers inside her causing her to gasp in slight discomfort.
"Are you sure you don't just want to use my pussy?" she offered.
"No, this is what I want," grunted Ray, sawing his index finger in and out of her ass, it felt nice and tight, like Alice's teenage snatch had been.
Ray scooped out some more Vaseline and rubbed it on his cock for good measure before positioning himself on top of the gorgeous cheerleader. He ground down with his hips, his erection sliding up through the crack of her ass as her soft buttocks sheathed his shaft.
"Here we go Christine," he breathed in her ear, reaching down between them and guiding the head of his lubricated cock against her anus.
"Huh?" she asked, then suddenly cried out as Ray pushed his dick into her ass.
"Oh fuck!" she gasped, burying her face in the pillow of the couch.
"Shit that's tight!" groaned Ray as he pushed more of his cock into her tight bum. Only about half of his length was inside her vice like passage.
"Uh!" she gasped as Ray shoved again, wedging more of his stubby length inside her. She was become slightly more used to his presence, her ass relaxing somewhat and the Vaseline working wonders to ease his entrance.



Ray rolled his hips, shoving the full length of his prick into her tight ass, his balls pressing against her buttocks as he bottomed out.
"Ah!" she gasped. "I didn't think you were that big," she moaned in discomfort.
Ray grinned as he started to fuck the gorgeous brunette up the ass. He was lying on top of her, his crotch up firmly against her round buttocks and his back arched up to improve the angle and sink himself deep inside her.
Ray panted as his hips pumped and pummelled the gorgeous cheerleader down into the couch from behind.
"That's it Christine, take that cock!" he groaned, shoving hard and deep inside her.
She cried out, her protests muffled with her face down in the couch cushions.
"Oh God!" groaned Ray. She felt amazing. Clutching his cock so tightly. If he hadn't already spent himself in teenage pussy a few hours earlier then he'd probably have already cum. This way he could stretch it out and enjoy his revenge.
She moaned beneath him as he drove his erection in and out of her clenching orifice. She writhed beneath him, her hips rolling with his thrusts so that it felt like she was squeezing his cock in her ass each time he bottomed out.
It only took a few minutes for Ray's stamina to be spent, with a victorious shout of pleasure he exploded, pumping his hot seed up the cheerleader's tight ass, drilling her down into the couch.
"Fuck yeah! That felt like triumph!" he moaned as his spent cock slipped out of her flawless ass.
Just as he climbed off her the front door opened and a hulking footballer stepped through the front door. He was still wearing his football gear and Ray recognised him straight away.
"What the fuck is going on here?" asked Tommy Malone, linebacker from Ray's old high school football team. It was not Nick. So that meant.
"Hi Tommy," said the brunette as she sat up on the couch, ignoring Ray's cum leaking from her ass. "I told him you'd be home soon, but he wanted a fuck." She turned to Ray. "Why were you calling me Christine anyway?"
Ray swallowed as it all fell into place. Nick hadn't taken Melissa back to his house, but Tommy was definitely one of the footballers that had fucked her. So the brunette wasn't Christine Taylor...
"Ray? Ray Williams?" said Tommy in surprise as he recognised the skinny accountant.
"Hi Tommy," replied Ray quietly. He reached for his clothes, it was definitely time to get out of there.
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Day 3 -- Sunday
Los Angeles, California 2012 -- But not our universe
Fortunately for Ray, Tommy Malone had been too surprised to protest much when he'd walked in on Ray fucking his wife in the butt. The huge linebacker had been a little pissed off with Ray of course, but she'd been alone at the time so technically Ray had done nothing wrong and Tommy had no cause for complaint.
Jill, Tommy's wife had also gone to school with Ray, Nick, Tommy and Christine and had in fact been on the cheerleading team with Christine. That was probably why Ray had recognised her and assumed she was Christine. He was actually a little annoyed that Jill hadn't recognised him, as she'd once given him a handjob during maths class back in their senior year of high school. But then again, Ray had thought she was Christine so he could hardly hold a grudge.
Ray was pretty sure that Tommy and Jill wouldn't think there was anything strange about his arrival and tip off Nick about the incident. He'd even managed to get Nick and Christine's correct address from Tommy under the guise of wanting to catch up with old friends. All in all, it wasn't a complete disaster after all.
After fucking both Alice, his eighteen year old neighbour, and Jill, Ray had decided he might be pushing his stamina too far if he confronted Christine as well, so instead he'd gone straight home after leaving Tommy's house.
That evening, his wife Melissa had even offered him anal sex, to make up for her soreness on Friday night. He tried to take her up on the offer, but just hadn't been able to get it up. He was completely spent.
***
On Sunday morning, following his mistaken identity run in with Jill, Ray woke up to the delightful sensation of his wife Melissa's talented mouth on his cock.
It seemed that his fatigue from the previous day was gone, as he was hard as a rock, and responding rather excitedly to Melissa's warm lips sliding up and down his morning wood.
"Good morning baby," he breathed with a grin as Melissa's tongue swirled over the underside of his trembling erection.
"Morffphnig hohfey," came Melissa's muffled reply around her mouthful of cock.
Ray sighed in contentment and stared up at the ceiling as his dutiful wife sucked on his penis. He briefly wondered if he should give up on his quest for revenge and spend the day in bed screwing the gorgeous creature that was currently orally worshipping his manhood.
Then he remembered the way Melissa had been walking when she'd got back from Nick using her, and the apparent admiration she'd had for the asshole's supposedly big cock. No, he was determined to have sex with Nick's wife Christine. He had the right address this time and there was no stopping him!
Ray reached out and gently took hold of Melissa's head, lifting her up off his prick. He pulled her up slightly so that he could look her in the eyes, his dick, slick with her saliva, slipping between her heavy breasts and sliding snugly into her cleavage. That didn't help his resolve.
"Sorry sweetie, but I've got to head away early this morning," he told her. He wanted to save his load for Christine today, he was determined not to get sidetracked like yesterday, no matter what was on offer. His cock did feel pretty nice lodged between Melissa's ample jugs however.
Melissa pouted. "But it's Sunday honey."
"I know," he replied apologetically. "The auditor needs to see me urgently at work."
"We can't leave you all hard and unattended," replied Melissa with a smile, she slid her smooth body against him, pressing her ample tits up against his erection. "You now how your balls get all sore when they're not properly milked."
Ray winced, he wished he could just fuck her right then and there, but he had to stay focussed on his mission.
"Don't worry baby, I'll find someone on the bus to give me a blowjob or something."
Melissa pouted again. "Aw, that's not fair, I get you all worked up and someone else gets to drink the cream."
Ray grinned. He really was lucky to have such a loving wife. "I promise I'll save you some for tonight."
"You'd better!" Melissa relented, rolling off him and letting him get up.
***
According to the address that Tommy Malone had given him, Nick and Christine Cooper's house was about an hours drive away from where Ray lived, in the much more expensive and upmarket area of the city.
Ray had just pulled to a stop for a red light when there was a loud crunching noise and his car was shunted violently forwards. Ray's head snapped forward and smacked against the steering wheel.
"What the fuck.." he murmured as he rubbed his forehead where it had struck the wheel. Feeling slightly dazed he opened the door and clambered out of the car.
Behind him was a bright red sports car, the front of which was crumpled in slightly. Ray glanced back at his own car as saw there was very little damage, the brunt of the impact had been taken on his tow bar.
"Oh shit, I'm soooo sorry sir," said a young woman's voice as she got out of the sports car, a look of horror on her face.
She was blonde and looked to be in her early twenties. She was wearing a tight red mini-dress and matching high heeled shoes. She had a hot looking body, the dress clinging to her generous curves. She was definitely the perfect blonde Californian babe.
Ray swallowed. If he hadn't been in a rush to get to Christine he would have loved to have asked her for a blowjob.
"Are you okay sir?" asked a second voice as the passenger door opened.
Ray blinked in surprise as an equally attractive busty blonde emerged. This one was wearing a black mini-dress and looked very similar to the first babe.
"Twins?" he breathed in surprise, his throat going dry.
The first girl, the driver in the red dress grinned. "Yeah, I'm Danielle and this is Devon, my sister."
Ray licked his lips. "Are you alone?" Like any red blooded male, Ray had always wanted to sleep with twins. He'd never, ever imagined he would get a chance, especially with one's as hot as these two. Even in a world of free sex, this was quite an opportunity.
Danielle smiled in resignation. "I knew you were going to ask that."
"Well you did crash into his car Danielle," cut in Devon.
"Sorry," apologised Danielle. "We were in a hurry to get across town. If we stop for too long anywhere we tend to get sidetracked by someone."
Devon nodded. "Yesterday we even got flagged down by a cop who wanted us to give him a double blowjob. We were about half an hour late to work as usual."
Ray nodded, feeling a tingling in his crotch.
"Look, I really am sorry I ran into your car," said Danielle. "It's probably only fair we give you a threesome to say sorry."
Ray's eyes widened, was he really hearing this. He felt like he should pinch himself to check if he was dreaming. He chewed his lower lip and glanced at his watch. He figured he still had plenty of time.
Devon nodded in agreement to Danielle's suggestion and approached Ray. She put an arm around his shoulder. "We do owe you one, that's for sure."
Ray's hand reached out with almost a mind of it's own and slid around Devon's slim waist, pulling her in against his side as Danielle approached from the other side. He felt great having a gorgeous blonde twin on each arm.
But wait! What was he thinking? Yesterday he'd been distracted by his neighbours teenage daughter and look how that had ended up. He had a job to do.
"Look girls, as much as I appreciate the offer..."
Danielle slid her warm hand across his chest as she pressed her soft curves up against his side. "Have you ever been with twins before?" she asked him.
Ray swallowed. "No," he managed to squeak.
"I bet you'd love to have two mouths on your cock at the same time," Devon whispered into his ear from the other side.
Ray's hands slid down to cup and squeeze both twin's bums simultaneously. They were firm and beautifully rounded.
"We'll even kiss and eat each other's pussies," offered Danielle. "Guys always want to see us do that."
Ray swallowed again, squeezing their asses in his palms. "I really do need to get going girls..."
"How would you like my mouth on your cock while Danielle licks your ass?" suggested Devon.
Danielle frowned at this. "Why do I get his ass?"
"You're the one who crashed into him sis," Devon reminded her.
Danielle shrugged. "Fair enough. So yeah, I'll even stick my tongue up your ass while she blows you."
Ray groaned. His mind was about ready to explode. "I can't," he moaned.
"Aw, come on," urged Devon, she cupped his crotch, feeling the bulge of his erection in her palm. "It certainly feels like someone wants to come out and play."
"You can do anything you want to us," said Danielle. "Anything."
"You can even tie us up and spank us," breathed Devon, massaging Ray's crotch as he again squeezed both their asses.
Ray shook his head. He had to focus.
"No. Look, sorry girls," he said pushing them away. "I appreciate the offer and all, but I've really got an important... thing I need to do."
The blonde twins pouted in mock disappointment. "Okay then big boy. Your call," said Danielle as they headed back to the car, leaving him behind.
"That's one for the record books," he heard Devon remark.
"Maybe he's gay?" suggested her sister as the twins climbed back into their dented sports car and sped off at high speed.
Ray shook his head in amazement as he watched them leave. "Why do I feel like I'm making the biggest mistake of my life?" he murmured allowed.
"Twins..." he muttered, shaking his head as he climbed back into his car and continued on his way.
***
Sure enough, Nick Cooper's house was impressive. In fact it was more like a mansion than a house, set on a large section with several majestic looking trees and an entrance that was framed by two rather grand pillars.
"The bastard is definitely rich," Ray grumbled as he stepped up to the front door and knocked. He hated the bully more than ever.
Ray was determined not to make the same mistake as yesterday, this time he would be careful to confirm Christine's identity before fucking her up the ass.
To his surprise it wasn't Christine or even Nick that answered.
"Good morning sir, can I help you?" asked a well groomed older man dressed in an expensive looking three piece suit.
"Um..." Ray stammered a moment in astonishment. "Is this the Coopers?"
The man briefly looked Ray up and down. "Yes, I'm the Coopers butler."
"Oh, I see," replied Ray. He couldn't believe that Nick Cooper actually had a butler. The rich prick. "Is Christine home?"
"Unfortunately the Cooper's are currently vacationing in Florida," explained the butler.
"Shit," swore Ray in annoyance. He'd missed his chance. "You don't happen to have an address for them there?"
The butler frowned. "And your name is?"
"Ah.. Lee, Lee Baker," replied Ray, using the name of another kid from their high school. For some reason he thought it might not be a good idea to use his real name. "I went to school with Nick and Christine."
The butler nodded. "I see. Unfortunately I am unable to give out that information Mr Baker."
"Oh, right... of course," Ray grimaced. "Thanks anyway."
He turned and headed back to his car in disappointment. Florida? It didn't seem he'd be banging Christine today.
Ray swore as he started his car's engine. He realised that he just turned down the chance to have a threesome with those hot blonde twins for no reason. Idiot!
Temporarily forgetting his problems with his revenge victim being on the other side of the country, Ray hurriedly drove off towards the scene of his earlier fender bender. Even though there was little chance that Danielle and Devon were anywhere near there, he'd kick himself if he didn't at least take a look.
Ray cruised the streets around the area, but unsurprisingly was shit of out luck. His balls were a little sore by now, from Devon rubbing his dick through his pants and also from the build up and anticipation of his failed attempt to fuck Christine. He briefly considered driving around to look for a pretty, unaccompanied female, but decided that his beautiful wife was probably missing his attentions. After all, he'd pushed her head off his dick that very morning, not very polite.
***
Ray arrived home to an empty house and immediately spotted the note on the kitchen bench. At first he was filled with a sense of dread. The last time he'd arrived home to find Melissa out, she'd returned with the news that she'd had sex with Nick and football mates.
'Dear Nick. Got a call from mom. Dad's had a stroke so I've flown up to San Francisco to visit him in the hospital. Will be down there for a few days I think. Love Mel.'
"Shit!" swore Ray, rubbing his frustrated cock through his pants. He'd been all day without a blowjob or fuck now and he was starting to get twitchy.
On the plus side, with Melissa out of town he'd be able to go to Florida to get at Christine without having to make up any excuses.
Ray called the airline to book himself on a flight for tomorrow morning, and then gave Tommy Malone a call. It was surprisingly easy to convince the big linebacker to give him the address of Nick Cooper's beach house in Miami. But Tommy wasn't exactly the smartest guy in the world.
After making arrangements Ray went next-door and knocked on the front door. His neighbour Bill Yates answered.
"Hi Bill," said Ray with a smile. "Is Alice home?"
Bill smiled back. "Sorry buddy. She's gone to fuck Ted from next-door," he explained, referring to Bill's other neighbour. "Ted said not to expect her home 'til late."
Ray sighed in disappointment. Looks like he'd been beaten to his sexy teenage neighbour. Too late was the story of his life these days.
With a disappointed sigh, Ray went back home, stiff and frustrated.
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Day 4 -- Monday
Los Angeles, California 2012 -- But not our universe
Ray Williams woke up with a raging erection to the sound of his buzzing alarm clock. He fondly wished his lovely wife Melissa wasn't away in San Francisco visiting her sick father, and was instead here in LA sucking his painfully hard prick.
The rather vivid dream he'd been having of the two hot blonde twins he's met yesterday, Devon and Danielle, giving him a dual blowjob, hadn't helped matters either. His balls were aching!
Ray didn't have time to go and find an available female to relieve him however, he had a plane to Florida to catch.
Faking a cold, he called in sick to his office and then rang for a taxi to take him to the airport.
As the taxi pulled in to the drop off area near the departure lounge he quickly paid the driver and jumped out.
A few metres away a young husband and wife were hugging goodbye. The husband kissed his wife's cheek tenderly and then grabbed his suitcase and headed inside the terminal to catch his plane.
The wife was an attractive brunette dressed in a smart grey business skirt, a white blouse and high heels. She looked to be in her late twenties.
Rubbing his crotch, Ray quickly approached her. Her husband had barely disappeared through the automatic doors as he spoke. "Excuse me ma'am, I really need a fuck."
The brunette blinked in surprise, looking at the disappearing back of her husband and then back to Ray. "Oh... of course sir," she agreed politely, however she looked a little put out.
"Thanks," said Ray, descending hungrily on her, pushing her back against her car door and wrapping his arms around her slender body. "I had a tough day yesterday and I really need to get my rocks off."
Ray's cock was painfully hard inside his pants as he pressed himself up against her curvy body, fervently covering her mouth with his and forcing his tongue between her lips. The woman moaned around his invading tongue, awkwardly kissing him back as he squashed her up against the car with his body.
Ray moaned into her mouth as he slid one hand down her side and reached around to cup and squeeze her ass through her skirt. As he kissed her, he was rubbing his hard crotch against her thigh, pretty much humping her up against the car through their clothing.
They broke off their kiss and Ray reached down and tugged up the woman's skirt, bunching it around her waist. She was wearing black stockings with suspenders, and had on a skimpy pair of lacy black panties.
"Nice," breathed Ray as he rubbed her lace covered mound with one hand, feeling her warmth against his palm.
Ray unbuckled his pants and pulled out his rigid cock. A good fuck was just what he needed and he couldn't wait to get his dick inside her.
Ray pushed himself between the woman's thighs, lifting her up so that her legs were around his waist. He tugged aside the crotch of her panties and thrust himself up inside her. Ray let out a deep groan of satisfaction as his cock sunk deep into the stranger's cunt.
"Oh fuck yes!" hissed Ray in the woman's ear as he started to fuck her up against the side of her car. The woman moaned, her thighs squeezing around his hips as he bucked between her legs.
Ray groaned, his hips twitching and his buttocks clenching as he pumped his dick into the woman's pussy. He was fucking her hard and fast against the car, not interested in finesse or taking his time, just wanting to get off. Ray's hips slapped roughly and loudly against the inside of her thighs and he grunted and moaned, greedily rutting against her.
Within less than two minutes it was over. Ray surged deep inside the brunette's pussy, letting out a loud cry of pleasure as his cock spurted, thick ropes of his spunk flooding her pussy. Ray moaned, bucking against her several more times as he emptied himself satisfyingly into the stranger.
"Oh, thank you," he breathed as he slipped out of her. The woman's legs slipping down from around his waist as she leant back against the car.
"It seems like you really needed that?" remarked the woman.
Ray nodded, breathing hard. "My wife's away in San Francisco," he told her.
The woman smiled at that.
Ray stepped back and pulled his pants back up. "I'd better get going," he told her. "I've got a plane to catch."
***
Ray arrived in Miami after a rather boring five hour flight. It was very rare to find an unaccompanied female on a flight and although they were typically very attractive, the few stewardesses on board were quickly claimed by the more eager and quicker thinking male passengers. Fortunately for Ray, the woman in the car park had satisfied his most urgent urges.
Ray took a taxi across town and booked himself into a motel not too far from the beach where Nick and Christine were supposedly staying.
When he stepped into the motel's reception area, a chubby looking middle aged guy was ploughing a hot young blonde doggy style behind the front desk.
Ray tentatively cleared his throat. It had been a long flight and didn't really have the patience to wait for the clerk to finish. "Er, I'm looking for a room."
The overweight clerk looked up from the blonde, but didn't stop thrusting into her from behind, his substantially belly quivering and shaking each time he thrust against her nice looking posterior.
"Oh, sorry there buddy, didn't see you come in," the clerk said, he was short of breath from his vigorous thrusting. "Ms Smith here was just checking in so I thought I'd take a quick fuck-break."
Ray nodded tolerantly. "Good for you. Are there any vacancies?"
"Sure thing," the man replied. He reached onto the desk and grabbed a key, throwing it towards Ray.
Ray surprised himself by catching it without dropping it. He'd never been able to do that in high school football practise.
"We can do the paperwork later. Room 17," the clerk turned his attention back to the blonde in front of him, slamming himself eagerly against her from behind as Ray stepped back out of the office and headed for his room.
Ray headed to room 17 to settle in. He decided that he should probably wait until tomorrow to check out the Coopers' beach house. Chances were that Christine wouldn't be alone this late in the afternoon; it was almost dinner time.
Instead Ray gave his wife a call at her mother's house. He decided it was better to call Melissa himself rather than have her try and call him back at home in L.A.
"Hello?" it was Melissa who answered.
"Hi Mel, it's Ray."
"Hey honey, how are you doing? Not getting too lonely I hope?"
"Everything's fine here. How's your father?" Ray asked with genuine concern. He wasn't sure Melissa's father completely approved of her choice in husband, but he'd always been polite and generous to Ray despite that.
"He's not too good at the moment," admitted Melissa. "But he's in good hands. Dr Ross who's looking after him seems a really competent doctor."
"That's good to hear."
"He's also very handsome," continued Melissa. "He looks a bit like one of those TV doctors, off ER or Grey's Anatomy."
Ray frowned, he knew Melissa loved her medical dramas.
"I gave Dr Ross a nice long blowjob this afternoon," Melissa told her husband. "He was looking pretty stressed from all the hard work he was doing helping out Dad."
"Mmm," murmured Ray through gritted teeth, hating the thought of his wife sucking another man's cock, even though he knew it would have been unthinkable for her to say no.
"He actually had a really nice cock," continued Melissa sounding pleased with herself. "Not quite a big as Nick Cooper's was, but still it was quite a mouthful."
"I see," replied Ray trying to conceal his annoyance.
"His penis tasted really clean though, but I guess he is a doctor so that's to be expected."
Ray was starting to regret coming to Florida. He should have followed Melissa to San Francisco and then she wouldn't have been alone up there and wouldn't have been sucking that handsome doctor's prick.
"I think I definitely prefer the taste of a nice clean cock like Dr Ross's," added Melissa, clearly not sensing Ray's displeasure with the topic of conversation. "One of those footballer friends of yours I fucked on Friday had a dick that tasted of stale sweat, that was a bit yucky."
"I'm glad you're having a good time up there," said Ray, wanting to end this conversation as quickly as possible. It was not going as well as he'd hoped and he didn't want to get angry, it wasn't Melissa's fault that he was so jealous and possessive after all. "I hope your father's feeling better tomorrow."
"Thanks Ray," said Melissa.
"I'll call you tomorrow. Bye baby."
"Bye honey."
Ray did his best to resist the urge to slam the phone down as he carefully placed it back on the cradle.
Ray took a deep breath. Tomorrow was his big day. He was going to fuck Christine Taylor, hottest girl from his high school and the subject of all his teenage crushes. And he was going to get his revenge on her bully of a husband, all in one fell swoop.
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Day 5 -- Tuesday
Miami, Florida 2012 -- But not our universe
Ray slept in late the next morning, finally getting up at around 11am and heading down to the beach to check out Christine and Nick's beach house.
It was a relatively overcast day so the beach was pretty quiet, with only a handful of swimmers and surfers around. Ray probably looked a little out place, wearing grey suit pants and a short sleeved shirt, but he was an accountant after-all, so his casual, beach-going wardrobe was pretty much non-existent.
Ray made his way along the beach to the address that Tommy had given him. Nick and Christine's beach house looked expensive. It was directly overlooking the best part of the beach, with a big swimming pool and a very modern looking house. The sight of the flash house reminded Ray how great life had worked out for the former high school bully Nick Cooper, whilst nerdy Ray William's life was mired in mediocrity.
Ray figured that what bothered him most about Nick screwing his wife was that Melissa was the one good thing he had that Nick Cooper didn't. By fucking her up the ass, Nick had everything once again. Ray was more determined than ever to take something back, to get a little piece of Nick's perfect life. Fucking Christine, Nick's wife, was the perfect remedy to Ray's unjustified anger.
Ray squinted at the beach house from his spot on the beach, unfortunately he couldn't see much from this distance. He had to get closer. Ray looked around the beach and saw the nearby lifeguard tower was manned. That gave him a great idea, they were bound to have binoculars in there.
Ray hurried over to the lifeguard station just as the lifeguard was emerging, and he stopped in his tracks. She was absolutely gorgeous. The lifeguard was a blonde Californian bombshell, with a slim, well toned and deeply tanned body, bleached hair and a massive set of knockers that would rival even Melissa's. She was wearing a bright red one piece swimsuit and looked quite a lot like Pamela Anderson.
Ray had been quite a fan of Baywatch as a teenager, so the sight of this Pamela Anderson lookalike lifeguard caused an immediate stirring in his nether regions.
"Wow," he breathed in admiration, she was hot enough to almost make him forget about Christine Taylor, or Cooper or whatever she was called now. He knew that it would be a risky diversion, but after missing out on those twins back in L.A., Ray was reluctant to turn down another one of his fantasies. "Can I get a blowjob?"
"Sure," replied the lifeguard with an indifferent shrug. "But you'll need to keep an eye on the swimmers while I suck you off," she told him, passing him a pair of binoculars.
Ray grinned, "Perfect."
As the busty lifeguard knelt down in the sand at his feet, Ray lifted the binoculars and pretended to look out to sea.
He gave a satisfied sigh as the Pamela Anderson lookalike unzipped his pants and pulled out his semi-erect penis, giving it a few quick strokes in her soft hand before leaning in and taking it into her warm mouth.
"Ahhh," he gave a sigh, patting the top of her blonde head with one hand as she started to suckle on his half-mast pole.
While the lifeguard started to bob her head and slurp noisily, Ray turned the binoculars on the beach house behind them. He twisted the focus dial and zoomed in on house.
As he spied for any sign of the bully and his hot cheerleader wife, his cock started to respond to the blonde lifeguard's oral attentions, rapidly thickening in her mouth.
"You're good," complemented Ray as she sucked his cock dutifully.
The busty lifeguard lifted her mouth off his penis, stroking in a few more times in her hand, the saliva coated shaft gliding smoothly between her fingers. "Is this as big as it gets?" she asked as she peered critically at Ray's four and a half inch dong.
Ray frowned at her comment, "just keep sucking."
The lifeguard gave a shrug, her impressive melons jiggling inside her red swimsuit. "Don't forget to keep an eye on those swimmers," she reminded him, and then plunged her mouth back down over Ray's cock causing him to swear vociferously in appreciation.
The blonde sucked forcefully on Ray's erection, bobbing her head rapidly in an effort to get him off as quickly as possible and let her get back to her duties.
Ray moaned and almost unconsciously started to sway his hips, his cock slowly thrusting to meet the lifeguard's enthusiastic sucks.
He again turned the binoculars back on the beach house, zooming in through the kitchen window to see none other than Nick and Christine Cooper having lunch. Bingo.
This time he recognised Christine right away. There was no mistaking that angelic, beauty queen face and long golden blonde hair. The sight of her gorgeous face brought the memories of his high school dreams rushing right back to him and caused his cock to swell even harder inside the sucking mouth of the lifeguard kneeling in front of him.
Suddenly he was distracted by a few shouts from back on the beach. Ray lowered the binoculars and twisted back around to see what was going on.
"Shit!" the lifeguard popped her mouth off Ray's erection. "I thought you said you'd watch the water for me?" she snapped angrily. It looked like someone was in trouble a short distance out in the surf.
The Pamela Anderson lookalike jumped to her feet and raced out towards the water, leaving Ray standing there with his pants around his ankles and his erection bobbing in the wind, still glistening with her saliva.
"Damn it," he muttered under his breath as he pulled his pants back up and tucked away his painful erection.
Instead of waiting for the lifeguard to come back and finish his blowjob, he decided to go and take a closer look at the beach house. Maybe he could get Christine to finish him off.
There was a low, white picket fence around the edge of the property that Ray hurriedly stepped over. He crouched low as he jogged past the swimming pool and crept up the nearby kitchen window, as much as possible trying to stay low and out of sight.
His stealth turned out to be unnecessary, because as he peeked through the kitchen window he saw that Nick and Christine were very much distracted.
Nick was lying naked on the floor of the kitchen, straddled by his stunning, and equally naked wife. Christine was riding him reverse cowboy style, her ample breasts cupped in her own hands as her hips rolled, grinding herself down on her husbands reportedly sizeable cock.
"Wow," breathed Ray in admiration as he watched Nick's wife ride him. The beautiful blonde was bouncing enthusiastically on Nick's cock, squeezing her own big tits and pinching her nipples. She had her eyes closed and was moaning ardently in apparent pleasure as they fucked. Ray briefly and bitterly wondered if his wife had moaned like that when Nick had rogered her.
Ray glanced back towards the beach to check no one was looking at his peeping tom antics. He saw that the lifeguard had pulled a young man out of the surf and was now giving him mouth to mouth on the beach. Ray smirked and wondered if the poor guy could taste Ray's cock on the blonde's breath.
"Oh Nick!" came Christine's loud moans from the house, bringing Ray's attention back to the fucking couple.
Christine looked absolutely gorgeous as she rode Nick's cock. Her body was flawless, flexing as she ground herself down onto her husband.
"Fuck," moaned Ray, rubbing his erection through his pants. He would have given anything to trade places with Nick.
Ray shook his head in irritation, he hadn't cum since the previous morning when he'd fucked that woman outside the airport. He was well overdue for some relief.
Ray slowly and quietly moved away from the window and glanced over at the house next door. He was pleasantly surprised to see a very attractive woman standing in the bedroom of the neighbours' house.
She had long black hair and looked to be in her late thirties or so, but in a well preserved, MILF kind of way. The woman was getting dressed and had just put on a lacy white bra over a substantial pair of knockers, meaning that Ray had just missed the chance to see those beauties.
Ray glanced briefly back towards Nick and Christine's place, but he knew it was no use trying now, Christine was clearly not alone and available.
"Fuck it!" he muttered, rubbing his bulging crotch through his pants as he hurried over to the neighbour's front door and knocked eagerly.
Ray's heart sank as the door was opened by a middle aged man smoking a tough looking middle aged man smoking a cigarette.
"Can I help you?" the man asked, looking Ray up and down suspiciously.
Ray sighed. "Never mind," he muttered dejectedly as he turned away from the confusing looking man and headed back down to the beach. Hopefully Pamela had finished resuscitating the swimmer.
Sure enough, the lifeguard had finished her mouth to mouth. Now however, she looked like she was performing mouth to cock. Her talented mouth was bobbing over the young man's erection, his swimming trunks down around his ankles.
Ray shook his head in disappointment. This was not his day.
Ray looked up and down the beach, scanning for a solo female. There had to be some pretty surfer chick or topless sunbather down here without a husband or boyfriend in tow.
Before Ray could search too far he heard the sound of a loud car engine starting up behind him. He spun around to see a car pulling out of the driveway to Nick and Christine's place. It was his chance!
Ray clapped his hands together in his excitement and flat out ran back up the beach towards the house, his heart hammering in his chest and his balls tingling in anticipation.
He didn't even bother running around to the front of the house, but instead banged urgently on the back door beside the pool.
"Ray fucking Williams!" greeted Nick Cooper in surprise as he pulled open his door. "What the fuck are you doing in Florida?"
Ray's eyes went wide in surprise. He'd been too excited to even check who it was that had left the house. No it seemed he was alone, but with Nick and not his sexy cheerleader wife. A disaster!
Ray swallowed. "Hi Nick, how's it going?" Memories of getting beaten up and bullied by the quarterback were quickly flooding back into his mind.
"Fuck me! The damn waterboy!" remarked Nick, still clearly surprised, he reached out and clapped Ray painfully hard on the shoulder. He was still as strong as ever, and as rough.
"Er, I was just passing by and thought I'd say hi..." murmured Ray meekly. He was still a little horrified to be face to face with his old tormentor.
"Small world," said Nick. He suddenly reached out and grabbed Ray in a headlock, squeezing his neck violently and rubbing his knuckles on the top of Ray's head.
"Ow!" yelped Ray, he'd always hated it when Nick did that to him. Nothing had changed.
"Shit, who'd of thought it. Ray fucking Williams," murmured Nick. "It must have been about ten years since I've seen your scrawny little carcass."
"Twelve years," correct Ray. His mind was racing for an excuse to leave. "How's Christine?"
"Smoking hot as ever," Nick said with a broad grin. "You know, I bumped into your wife last week."
"Oh really?" replied Ray, feigning surprise, but feeling a sense of dread in his gut.
"Yeah, she's a babe. You did well for yourself waterboy."
"Thanks," murmured Ray quietly.
"She's got one of the tightest snatches I've ploughed in years. Like an eighteen year old virgin," commented Nick. "Probably on account of your needle-dick. But don't worry, me and the boys gave it a good stretching. She's got a sweet little ass on her too. What's her name again?"
Ray gritted his teeth. "Melissa."
"Yeah, that's it. Sweet girl," Nick looked past Ray. "I don't suppose she's down here with you is she?" he asked hopefully.
"No."
"Shame."
Ray took a quick breath, "Well, I'd better get going. Good to see you again Nick."
"You too waterboy."
Ray turned to leave and suddenly felt Nick's strong hands on his sides. His eyes went wide and then the breath rushed out of him as the former quarterback gripped the sides of Ray's underwear and yanked upwards, giving him a painful wedgie.
Ray yelped in pain as his underwear was ripped upwards, digging hard into his already painful balls and uncomfortably far up into the crack of his ass.
Nick was laughing his head off as he pushed the door shut.
After Ray had extracted his ripped underwear from his ass he staggered back onto the beach, heading away from Nick's place. He officially hated Florida.
Ray was about to head back to his motel to drown his sorrows with a bottle of wine when he saw that the buxom lifeguard had just finished up with the swimmer and was on her way back to her post.
Determined not to be too late yet again, Ray ran down the beach towards her, stumbling a couple of times in the sand.
The pretty blonde lifeguard gave him a slightly annoyed look as he raced up to her. "I thought you'd gone," she remarked simply. It didn't seem that she'd forgiven him for taking his eyes off the water earlier on while she was giving him head.
"Can you finish me off, we got interrupted earlier on," Ray unzipped his pants and yanked down his ripped underwear. His cock had softened after his run in with Nick, but he was pretty sure the voluptuous beach babe would have little trouble inspiring him back to stiffness.
The lifeguard glared at him and for a moment Ray thought she was going to do the unthinkable and refuse his request. After a strained pause, the blonde sighed and got down on her knees in front of him. Ray breathed a sigh of relief as she sucked him back into her wet mouth. That was crazy thinking she was going to turn him down, it would have been terribly bad manners on her part.
"Don't worry, I'm definitely watching the water this time," Ray assured the cocksucking lifeguard, patting her on the top of her head.
It didn't take long for the Pamela Anderson lookalike to work her magic and suck the stiffness back into his cock. As Ray grew to his full four and a half inches, he reached down, running his fingers through the lifeguard's soft blonde hair and starting to thrust himself into her mouth.
The busty blonde seemed to have no trouble taking his full length as he tightened his grip on her head and fucked her face in earnest. With each vigorous jolt of his hips he slammed his cock in to the hilt between her soft lips, his over-stimulated testicles slapping against her chin.
This went on for several minutes, until the lifeguard sped things up considerably by peeling down the top part of her red swimsuit and exposing her ample funbags. Ray shifted his grip from her head to her jugs, squeezing and kneading the firm round melons as he continued to drive his erection in and out between her sucking lips.
Ray has always had a thing for Pamela Anderson's impressive tits, so the feel of those perfect norks filling his palms quickly became too much for him. With a throaty grunt of lust, Ray exploded in the blonde's mouth, his thick salty cum spurting across her tongue as he squeezed hard on her breasts.
The lifeguard dutifully swallowed down his load and made sure to suck him clean before letting his spent organ slip from her mouth.
"That was awesome, thanks a lot," said Ray in appreciation. He gave her impressive boobs one last grope before pulling his pants back up and heading back to the motel. At least his day hadn't been a complete write off after all.
Back at the motel, Ray gave Melissa a call.
"Hi Mel, how's it going? Is your father any better?"
"He's much better Ray," replied his wife. "He even got the nurse to give him a blowjob just after lunch. Me and mom were so pleased."
"That's great," said Ray. "When are you coming home?"
"I'll probably stay one more day and head home on Thursday," Melissa told him. "I miss you so much and can't wait to see you again."
Ray smiled. "I've missed you too." Thursday was perfect; it would still give him a couple of days to work out how to get at Christine.
"Oh, one of dad's old work buddies came to visit him in the hospital today too," added Melissa. "He asked me to give him a blowjob while the nurse was sucking off dad."
"Really?" asked Ray with a scowl. He was starting to dislike these phone calls to his wife.
"Yeah, it was funny sucking an old man's cock," Melissa elaborated. "He didn't get as hard as you get, or Dr Ross did yesterday, and afterwards I found a couple of grey hairs on my tongue."
"Is that right," murmured Ray, trying to be as polite as possible.
"But he seemed to cum a lot. I almost choked on his load," she added.
"Mmm," murmured Ray.
"It made me miss your penis though Ray," added Melissa tenderly, immediately softening Ray's anger. "I can't wait to get home and get your lovely cock back in my mouth where it belongs."
Ray swallowed. "I can't wait either."
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Day 6 -- Wednesday
Miami, Florida 2012 -- But not our universe
The next morning Ray had a new plan of attack.
He woke up early and headed into town to rent a car. This time he was going to stake the beach house out from the road instead of the beach. When Christine went out in the car he'd be ready and could follow her. This time, nothing could go wrong.
Ray grinned as he parked the rented car a couple houses down from Nick and Christine's place and began his stakeout. Today was the day he was going to catch the gorgeous cheerleading captain alone and fuck her brains out. He was sure of it.
A couple of hours later and Ray was starting to get seriously bored. He wished he'd brought a book or something. There was absolutely no sign of life from Nick and Christine's beach house.
Another hour later Ray saw the neighbour's wife coming out to check the mail. She was wearing a short black silk robe that left her long tanned legs bare and on display, and Ray could see the swell of her bust and a hint of cleavage even from the next house down where his car was parked.
Making a quick decision, Ray jumped out of the car and approached the woman.
"Hi there," he greeted her warmly.
"Hi," said the woman suspiciously in surprise. Ray had to admit that it probably looked like he was stalking her from his parked car, but after several hours of sitting there he was bored and needed a diversion.
"I like your robe," Ray told her coming closer. "I just want to have a quick look..."
"Um, okay then," agreed the woman as Ray reached up and pulled open the front of her short silk robe. She wasn't wearing a bra beneath the robe and Ray was rewarded by the sight of her ample bare breasts. They were impressive, firm, high placed and well rounded.
"Are they real?" asked Ray as he licked his lips, staring at her big boobs.
The woman shook her head. "My husband bought them for me a couple years ago," she glanced back over her shoulder towards the front door to her house. It stood open but there was no sign of her husband.
"Nice," breathed Ray, reaching up and cupping the woman's ample melons in his hands. He gave them a squeeze, feeling the firm flesh well up between his fingers, her nipples hard against his palms.
Ray gave her big tits a shake, watching the flesh jiggle across her chest. Keeping a plump breast in one hand, he reached down with his other hand, running his fingertips up the inside of the woman's bare thigh, making his way up the soft skin to the juncture of her thighs.
She was wearing panties and his fingertips brushed across her cotton covered mound, feeling the heat there. Ray gave a small moan as he gave her bare breast another firm squeeze.
"Um, what the heck is going on here?"
Ray looked up to see the woman's husband coming out from the front door of the house. Just like yesterday he was smoking a cigarette and didn't look too happy to see Ray. Perhaps Ray wasn't the only jealous husband in the world.
Ray dropped his hand away from the woman's crotch, but kept his other hand on her tit. He knew his rights here. "Hi there, I was just wandering past and saw this lovely lady alone at the mailbox." Ray squeezed the woman's boob, enjoying it's firmness. She looked up sharply at him.
"He was waiting for me in the car Dave," she told her husband. "I didn't really want to, but it would have been rude not to let him have a feel when he asked me for one."
Her husband Dave frowned grimly and started walking down the path. "Don't you think it's a bit rude sweeping in like this? She's with me today."
Perhaps he had a point there, it was considered very rude trying to steal a woman away from someone, which was why it was always unaccompanied women that were obliged to provide sex on request. If a woman was with a man then she was off limits. But even a married woman would agree to sex if she was alone, and technically Dave's wife had been alone when Ray started feeling her up.
Ray ran his thumb across the woman's nipple before reluctantly releasing her big breast. He was about to apologise to the man when he heard the sound of a car engine from next door. Christine was on the move! Shit! Why did he always miss her?
"Sorry...I've gotta go," Ray said hurriedly as he saw Christine's car pull out of the driveway and a flash of her blonde hair in the drivers seat.
Ray hesitated for one moment, reaching up and giving the neighbours boobs a quick squeeze before running back to his car and jumping inside. He didn't want to lose her this time.
As he pulled out he saw Christine's yellow Corvette disappearing left around the corner at the end of the street. Ray slammed his foot down on the accelerator and gave chase, zooming past the Cooper's neighbour Dave who was glaring angrily at him as he sped away.
By the time Ray got to the intersection on the corner, Christine's car was well off in the distance. Ray was forced to wait for two cars and a truck to go past before he could pull out in pursuit and by then she'd disappeared out of sight. She was headed in the direction of the small boutique shopping area not far from the beach house so Ray prayed that was her destination.
His heart racing with the thrill of the chase, Ray floored it and dodged through the traffic to try and make up some ground.
He slowed a little as he reached the small township, his eyes scanning parked cars and side streets. If Christine had continued past the shops or turned off onto another street he would never find her.
Fortunately, about half way down the main street he spotted Christine's distinctive yellow sports car parked by the curb. As Ray drove past he saw the gorgeous blonde disappearing into the shop she'd parked outside.
Ray quickly found a park of his own about twenty metres down the street and jumped out. Christine was definitely alone so this was his big chance. He didn't care if he ended up fucking her on the shop counter, he would have his revenge.
Ray took a deep breath to settle his nerves and approached the shop. He was surprised, a little bit excited to see that the shop she'd entered was a lingerie store. With a grin Ray entered.
The bell chimed as Ray entered and scanned the shop for Christine. He quickly spotted her standing outside the changing rooms holding a couple of lacy items of lingerie. Unfortunately she was not alone. The gorgeous blonde was chatting casually to a chubby looking middle aged man with a shaggy brown beard and a pony tail.
Ray cursed silently to himself, it wouldn't be polite to interrupt and have his wicked way with the former cheerleader. Ray stood there in the doorway, staring intently at his prey. He would have to wait until she parted ways with the fat old guy.
"Can I help you sir?" asked a husky voice from his left.
Ray turned to see a busty sales clerk, beaming warmly in greeting. She was dressed only in lingerie, a sexy crimson satin bra and g-string, complete with black fishnet stocks and suspenders. Very sexy.
"Um, I'm just browsing," murmured Ray in reply, he was unable to help himself from glancing down admiringly over the voluptuous shop assistants impressive figure.
"Perhaps I can help you with your purchase?" purred the woman, "Something for your girlfriend of wife is it?"
"Ah, yeah, something like that," replied Ray brusquely. Over by the changing rooms he saw that the middle aged guy was now groping Christine, fondling her big hooters through the tight fitting blue blouse she was wearing. As Ray watched, the bearded man moved one hand up under the hem of Christine's skirt, reaching up between her legs as he continued to grope her big tits with his other hand.
"You really should try our new spring collection," the busty, lingerie-clad sales clerk told him, bringing Ray's attention back to her.
The clerk reached out and took Ray's hand, bringing his fingers between her thighs to the silky satin crotch of her g-string. "Feel the material of my panties, it's incredibly soft."
"Mmm," murmured Ray distractedly as he stroked the woman's crotch with his fingertips. "Very nice."
"The brassiere is very supportive as well," continued the clerk. Without needed to be asked, Ray reached up with both hands and cupped the girl's ample breasts, feeling the smooth texture of her bra against his palms.
"Nice," he muttered as he squeezed the clerk's substantial boobs.
"What size is your wife?" asked the clerk, smiling affably as Ray started to massage her breasts through her bra.
"Umm..." Ray shook his head, snapping himself out of his daze. He released the girl's breasts and glanced back over towards the changing room. Christine was gone!
"Shit!" swore Ray, leaving the confused young clerk and hurrying across the shop to where he'd last seen Christine and plump guy with the pony tail that had been feeling her up.
Ray yanked open the changing room curtain. Inside a startled older woman gasped in surprise. She'd apparently been trying on a bra as she stood there topless, holding a lacy black bra in one hand. She looked about forty, but was in pretty good shape, with a nice sized pair of probably fake knockers.
"Oops!" said Ray in surprise, he'd been expecting to find Christine.
To cover his mistake he reached out and gave the woman's breasts a quick squeeze. They were definitely fake, but still felt pretty good. Nice and warm and soft against his palms.
Ray winked at the older woman and then pulled the curtain shut again, moving over to the next changing room.
Ray yanked the second curtain open and was greeted by the sight of Christine on her knees with her top off and the middle aged guy's cock in her hand. They both looked at Ray in surprise.
The guy frowned at the interruption, clearly not happy. "What the fuck?"
"Shit, sorry, I thought the stall was empty," stammered Ray, kicking himself for being so impatient and jumping the gun.
"Well fuck off, because I was just about to get a blowjob," snapped the man angrily. He looked like he was about to punch Ray.
"Martin?" the woman from the other changing room, the one that Ray had previously interrupted and groped opened her curtain. She was still topless. "What's going on Martin?" she asked the bearded man.
"I was just grabbing a quick blowjob from this young lady," explained the man called Martin, nodding down at Christine, who was still on her knees holding Martin's penis in her hand. His big belly was overhanging his waist making it hard to see his cock though.
"Why on earth did you ask her to suck your cock, when I'm right here and available?" snapped the woman irritably.
"Well..." the man stammered a little, shooting Ray a black look, clearly pissed off about his blowjob getting interrupted.
Ray stared down at Christine, the topless cheerleader looked even more gorgeous than he remembered. He took a step towards her but felt a soft hand on his arm.
"Look sir, I'm going to have to ask you to leave." It was the lingerie-clad sales clerk.
"Hang on," protested Ray, not happy at being told what to do by a woman.
"Sorry sir, but you can't go barging into the changing rooms like that," said the woman. It didn't look like she was going to back down. "You need to leave the store."
"Wait!" protested Ray, reaching up and grabbing her right boob and giving it a hard squeeze, causing her to wince in surprise. "I still want to buy something."
The girl narrowed her eyes suspiciously. "I'm going to have to call security, and you'd better be gone by the time they get here."
Ray released her tit. "Fine! I'm leaving." He'd have to wait outside for Christine.
Muttering angrily under his breath, Ray left the store. In truth he was pretty mad at himself for rushing in and messing things up. If he'd just waited for Christine to suck the fat guy off then he'd probably have his cock in her ass by now. As he headed out the door he heard the sounds of the husband and wife still arguing. It sounded like the fat guy was not quite ready to give up on his blowjob from Nick's gorgeous blonde wife.
Apparently today was not his lucky day though. As soon as he stepped outside the lingerie store he saw that his rental car was being ticketed by a parking warden. He'd neglected to put money in the meter in his rush to catch up with Christine.
"Damn it!" he swore, hurrying over. Hopefully he'd be able to stop her before she issued the ticket.
The warden was actually a rather pretty young brunette, and as Ray got closer he couldn't help but admire the tight fit of her parking warden uniform, especially how it stretched taut across an expansive chest and clung to a deliciously round looking posterior.
Ray had always wanted to fuck a parking warden. After all, how many times in the past had they fucked him with their expensive tickets? To actually come across an attractive one was a first for Ray. A very attractive one indeed.
"Excuse me miss!" called out Ray as he got close. He saw that she had just tucked the ticket under his wiper blade.
"Sir?" asked the warden. She was quite short and petite, but had a decent sized rack and a trim little body. Over one ample breast was a nametag reading 'Warden Betty'.
"I was only parked there five minutes Warden Betty," he complained.
"I'm sorry sir," Betty replied professionally. "But you need to put money in the meter, even for five minutes."
Ray scowled. "Fine then. But I'm going to have to fuck you back."
"Excuse me?" asked the pretty warden.
"I want to have sex with you Warden Betty," clarified Ray, undoing the front of his pants. He'd have to make this quick if he was going to catch Christine on her way out of the lingerie store. But he was pretty sure he'd have no problems there.
"Oh, very well," agreed Betty as Ray grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her around.
Betty gasped as Ray pushed her forward, bending her over the hood of his car so that her nice round ass jutted out towards him, clad in her tight fitting parking warden uniform pants.
Ray gave her lovely round ass a hard slap, the smacking noise causing a passing couple to look over at them in surprise. "That's for giving me a ticket," snapped Ray, spanking her other buttock even harder.
He saw a young guy, about twenty or so arrive at the pickup truck parked behind Ray's rental. The guy cursed as he saw the ticket on his windscreen. He looked over at Ray with the parking warden bent over his hood and gave him an approving nod and grin.
Ray turned back to the warden and yanked down her pants and underwear, unveiling a very nice looking round ass. Her buttocks were smooth and flawless, her soft, olive skin slightly reddened on both cheeks from his slaps.
"I'm going to enjoy this," he murmured as he reached down and gave the young warden's ass a firm squeeze.
Ray gave the young parking warden's firm ass another hard slap and then lined his cock up with her cunt, rubbing the head of his erection against her moist pussy lips.
Just as he was about to penetrate her he spotted Christine down the street leaving the lingerie store.
"Shit!" he swore, momentarily torn between fucking the hot warden and chasing Christine. But his revenge won the internal struggle.
Ray hurriedly stuffed his erection pack into his pants and hauled the young parking warden off his car. She stumbled backwards with her trousers and panties around her ankles, almost tripping over.
"Sorry, I've gotta go," he told her as he hurriedly got into his car.
The young guy in the truck behind him approached the warden just as she pulled her pants back up, and as Ray started his engine he saw the young brunette again dropping her trousers and bending over. "I'm never going to hit my ticket quota!" she complained as the guy grabbed her by the hips and started to thrust into her.
Ray couldn't help but chuckle at the wardens misfortune as he drove after Christine's yellow Corvette, turning down a side street a couple of blocks along the road.
Christine pulled into a park about a hundred metres along the street, outside a shoe shop. There were no other parks so Ray was forced to do a quick U-turn and park not far from the main street. At least he knew exactly where she was this time.
His heart racing from the thrill of chase, Ray quickly made his way back to the shoe store, praying she wasn't already getting jumped by another horny customer like she had done at the lingerie store. Ray promised himself he wouldn't make the same mistake this time and cause a scene this time though.
Inside he quickly spotted Christine. She was talking to a young, pimple faced teenage shoe salesman who was holding out a strappy black stiletto heeled shoe and explaining something to the lovely blonde cheerleading captain.
Grinning to himself, Ray purposefully strode up to Christine. "Excuse me ma'am, but can I please have a..."
"Hold it buddy!" interrupted the young salesman, holding up one hand. "She's with me right now."
Ray's eyes narrowed angrily. "I think you're a little young son. You've got no rights here."
"I'm eighteen buddy!" retorted the clerk, waving one of the high heels heatedly towards Ray.
Ray frowned, looking the kid up and down. "No way."
The teenager raised one eyebrow in challenge. He reached into his back pocket and pulled out his wallet, flipping it open to display his drivers license.
Ray's frown deepened as he squinted down at the license. Sure enough, the salesman was eighteen, he'd had his birthday just a couple weeks ago from the date on the license.
Ray was about to argue the point when he remembered what had happened back in the lingerie store.
"Fine. I'll wait," he snapped sullenly. Ray sat down on a nearby bench intended for customer's trying on shoes.
The eighteen year old shoe clerk grinned in victory, putting an arm around Christine's waist. "Would you like to try these on perhaps miss?"
"Definitely," agreed Christine as the salesman led her over to another bench. She sat down as he knelt at her feet, helping her remove her current heels.
As he placed the black heels on her dainty feet, Ray jealously watched him slide his hands up her smooth calves, admiring the silky skin of Christine's toned legs.
"They're nice," said Christine, twisting her ankles to admire the shoes side on. "Do you have them in red?"
"Certainly miss," replied the clerk, walking over to grab another pair of shoes.
As he retrieved the second pair of heels, Christine looked thoughtfully over at Ray. "You were in the lingerie store too right? Do I know you?" she asked. "You look kind of familiar."
Ray nodded, he didn't see any reason to deny it. "Ray Williams. We went to the same high school."
Christine's brow furrowed as if trying to recall him. "Oh yeah, that name sounds kind of familiar."
The clerk returned and knelt down again at Christine's feet, swapping her black heels for the red one's.
"How are you anyway Ray?" asked Christine as the clerk ran his hands up her smooth calves and along her firm looking thighs.
"I'm great," replied Ray. "I'm married, no kids. I still live in L.A., but I'm here on vacation."
"That's nice," Christine replied with a warm smile as the eighteen year old shoe salesman ran his hands up and down her bare legs. "I married Nick Cooper from high school. He's become and actor now and we're really rich. It's great. We've even got two houses."
"How are these one's miss?" interrupted the clerk.
Christine looked down at them critically. "I think I prefer the black. Have you got another style in the red?"
"Sure," he nodded, moving off to collect another pair of shoes.
"I was in the lingerie store buying my husband a treat," explained Christine. "Were you there getting something for your wife?"
Ray's cheeks reddened a little. "Um, yeah, that's right," he lied.
The clerk returned with another pair of shoes and started helping Christine try them on.



"So, did we fuck in high school or something?" asked Christine.
Ray shook his head. "No, never."
Christine looked surprised. "Really? I was pretty popular back in high school, I think just about all the boys there asked me at least once."
"I didn't get a chance to," muttered Ray bitterly.
Christine glanced at her watch. "I'd better get moving," she said. "Nick's expecting me back soon."
"Would you like to take this pair?" asked the clerk hopefully as Christine stood up.
She nodded, "I'll take all three."
"Excellent!" the young salesman grinned excitedly, clearly happy to make such a good sale.
They went over to the cash register to ring up the sale, Christine paying for the three pairs of heels with a platinum credit card Ray noticed.
"So do you want a blowjob or something now?" Christine asked the young clerk.
He shook his head. "Nah, I'd better not. I'm meeting up with my girlfriend after work so I'm saving myself for her."
Ray gritted his teeth. The little prick was only cockblocking him so he could make a sale, he didn't want Christine after all.
The salesman handed Christine her new purchase and she turned to Ray. "What about you Ray? You've been waiting patiently so I assume you want me to suck your cock or something?"
Ray nodded, suddenly nervous. It was finally going to happen. Him and Christine Taylor, the hottest girl in school. His sweet revenge in her sweet ass.
"I want to fuck you up the ass," Ray announced.
Christine blinked at his bold request. "Oh? You are keen. Okay then."
Ray stepped forward, reaching for the sexy blonde.
"Hang on!" snapped the teenage salesman, once again interrupting them.
"What!?" hissed Ray furiously. He was quickly getting sick of this punk.
"You can't do it in here. I've gotta close up the shop."
Ray glared at him.
"Don't worry," Christine said to Ray, placing a soft hand on his elbow reassuringly. "We can go outside and do it in my car. I've got leather seats, they're really comfortable."
Ray nodded sullenly and followed Christine out of the shop, shooting a black look back over his shoulder at the young shoe salesman.
As they stepped outside Christine stopped in her tracks and gasped in horror, lifting her hand to her mouth.
"What's wrong?" asked Ray in concern.
"My car!" gasped the busty blonde cheerleader.
Ray looked up in surprise. She was right, the car park in front of the shop was empty. Her car was gone.
"Don't worry," said Ray. "We can fuck in my car instead."
Christine barely seemed to hear him. "My Corvette! Nick is going to kill me!"
She glanced up and down the street, hoping vainly to spot her car.
Ray tried for a moment to regain her attention, but she suddenly spotted a police officer walking along the sidewalk towards them.
"Officer!" she yelled, running up to him, her big breasts jiggling inside her blouse. "My car's just been stolen."
The officer smirked as the gorgeous blonde rushed up to him. "Don't worry ma'am I'll take care of it."
Ray was forced to stand back and wait as a frazzled Christine gave the cop the details of her stolen Corvette. As much as he would have liked to step in and claim his rights with Christine, there was no way he was going to interfere with police business.
Once the cop had taken down all Christine's details and called the theft in on his radio, he put his arm reassuringly around Christine's shoulders. "Now come with me and I'll give you a ride home ma'am," said the cop, leading her towards his police cruiser.
Ray looked on, open mouthed, as he watched his revenge once again slip from his grasp. He wanted to curl up and cry at that moment.
As the policeman helped Christine into his car, Ray watched the cop's hand slip down to grab and squeeze at her nice round bum. He had no doubt that the cop would enjoy returning the buxom blonde to her husband. The bastard.
Dejected and deflated, Ray returned to his motel room in defeat. He'd been so close and yet still failed. And to top it all off, he realised he hadn't go his rocks off all day. What was wrong with his luck?
Feeling rather sorry for himself, Ray gave his wife Melissa a call in the hopes of brightening his spirits.
"Hey honey, how's your father?" asked Ray, trying to mask his bad mood as much as possible.
"Things are good here," replied Melissa. "Dad's doing much better, so I'll be flying back tomorrow afternoon."
"That's great baby," said Ray.
"I know. It'll be amazing to see you again. I can't wait to show you this new trick I learnt off a young Asian guy today."
"New trick?" asked Ray, regretting the question as soon as it passed his lips.
"Yeah, it's this thing he asked me to with my tongue," she explained. "It's hard to describe, but I'm sure you'll love it. He'd just fucked me in the waiting room and I thought there was no way he'd be able to get it up again so soon, but he got me to do this thing and he was hard again in no time."
"That sounds fun," said Ray in a very un-fun tone of voice.
"It's been an interesting few days," added Melissa. "I don't think I've had this many strange cocks in me since we've been married. Unless you count those four football guys that Nick introduced me to last week."
"Mmm," grunted Ray.
"I hope you've found a few nice girls to keep you satisfied while I've been away?"
Ray frowned. Since he'd been in Miami he'd had a whole lot of interrupted liaisons, the only time he'd actually cum since landing was with that lifeguard chick. Today in particular had been very frustrating.
"I've missed you Mel," replied Ray, not trusting himself to answer her question.
"I've missed you too baby. See you tomorrow."
"I love you."
"I love you too."



        Revenge (Parallel Universe) Day 07

        Final Day. Does Ray get the piece of ass he's been chasing?

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/revenge-parallel-universe-day-07

Title: Revenge (Parallel Universe) Day 07

Author: GeorgeTasker

Category: Erotic Couplings

Description: Final Day. Does Ray get the piece of ass he's been chasing?

Tags: cheerleader, stewardess, blowjob, anal, busty




Day 7 -- Thursday
Miami, Florida 2012 -- But not our universe
Ray Williams awoke alone in his motel bed with a raging erection. He probably shouldn't be too surprised, yesterday had been filled with interrupted sex and his balls were now aching. Fortunately, that meant that he would have a substantial load of cum to shoot up the ass of Nick Cooper's wife.
Determined not to take any chances missing Christine Cooper, he headed out straight away, quickly brushing his teeth and getting dressed.
As he stepped out the front door of his room he almost collided with a buxom Latino dressed in a sexy black and white maid's uniform.
"Oh, very sorry sir," the maid said hurriedly.
Ray chewed his lower lip in frustration. The way his balls were feeling he would have liked nothing more than to bend her over her cleaning trolley and give her a sound rogering. After the last few days he figured he'd probably regret it, but he took a deep breath and left the curvy maid untouched, driving straight to the Cooper's beach house.
As Ray settled in outside, hoping that their angry neighbour Dave wouldn't spot him again, he saw Nick and Christine emerge from the beach house carrying their luggage. Damn it! They were leaving!
Staying low in his car seat, Ray watched as Nick opened the trunk and loaded up their suitcases. They pulled out and drove off, this time Ray was ready for them and pulled in right behind them. He wouldn't be losing them today. Hopefully he'd find an opportunity to split them up so he could have his way with Christine.
They drove right across the city to the airport, and Ray followed them inside to the checkin counters to confirm they were indeed on their way back to L.A. At least that meant he'd arrive back ahead of his wife's return home.
Ray queued up and purchased a ticket on the same flight as he'd seen Nick and Christine check in on. Unfortunately there were only a few seats remaining and he'd been forced to buy business class tickets. It had cost him a pretty penny, but no doubt the rich Cooper's would be travelling business as well.
Ray was seated in the very front row of the plane. As he was clipping up his seat belt he saw Nick and Christine come past him down the isle. Nick was in front and fortunately didn't spot Ray, but Christine paused and gave him a friendly greeting.
"Hi Ray!" she said socially. "I'm so sorry about having to run off without fucking you last night. The cops still haven't found my car I'm afraid."
"That's too bad," muttered Ray, conscious of the fact that she was with Nick.
"I'll see you later," she said with a friendly grin, moving off and taking her seat beside her husband, about four rows behind Ray.
A couple of minutes after takeoff the stewardess leant over towards Ray's seats. "Can I get you anything sir?" she asked welcomingly. She was quite beautiful. An attractive brunette who looked to be in her late twenties, with immaculate makeup and her shining brown hair tied up in a tight bun. She had a nice looking body, slim, with a generous looking rack straining out against the pale blue blouse of her stewardess uniform.
Ray was quite stunned. He'd never actually been offered anything on a flight, the stewardesses were usually quickly put to work by the fasted moving male passengers. The contained space and limited female options putting the lovely hostesses in hot demand.
"Yeah, can I get a glass of wine please?" he asked. Ray glanced around the business class cabin and saw that there were a lot of stewardesses. Clearly the extra cost of the ticket allowed for a much higher stewardess to single male passenger ratio.
There was an old guy in the seat on the opposite side of the isle who already had a pretty asian stewardess bent over into his lap, her mouth bobbing over his vertical erection.
The brunette stewardess returned a moment later with a glass of merlot. As she passed it to him she slid one hand into his crotch, squeezing his cock through his trousers.
"Can I get you anything else Mr Williams?" she asked, licking her lips teasingly.
Ray quickly calculated the chances of Nick needing a toilet break and leaving Christine alone. "No thanks. The wine will be fine."
"Of course," nodded the stewardess, she looked a little insulted. No doubt she didn't get turned down very often.
Ray settled back in his seat, sipping his wine and watching the in-flight movie. It was some boring true-story about a kid with some terminal illness, but he needed something to take his mind off his sore balls. About mid-way through the flight he strongly considered calling the stewardess back, but there was no sign of her, no doubt he had missed his chance and she'd moved off to economy class where she was sure to find a passenger in need.
Ray unfastened his seat belt and headed for the bathroom. As he passed Nick and Christine's seat he saw the busty blonde bent over her husband's lap, assiduously bobbing her head over his lap. Nick was leaning back with his eyes closed contentedly, his hand resting on the top of Christine's head.
To Ray's surprise there was also a stewardess crouched down between Nick's legs, licking his testicles as his wife sucked his cock. Lucky asshole.
Ray scowled and continued on to the toilets. Typical of his luck they were all in use. He had to stand there for about ten minutes, dancing from leg to leg to avoid pissing his pants.
Finally one of the doors popped open and Ray was surprised to see the beautiful stewardess that had first propositioned Ray emerge from the toilet. She looked a little dishevelled, her previously immaculate hair was coming loose from her bun and her lipstick was slightly smudged. Following her out of the bathroom was a chubby looking young man, about eighteen or nineteen, dressed in a Hawaiian shirt that was unbuttoned, revealing his protruding belly.
If Ray wasn't so desperate for a piss he would have taken the chance to shag the stewardess, but instead he rushed passed them, hurriedly shutting the door behind him and then letting out a long satisfied moan as he relieved his stressed bladder.
On his way back to his seat he saw that Nick hadn't progressed much. His wife had swapped positions with the stewardess now however, so Christine was munching on her husbands balls as the stewardess slurped on his cock.
Ray returned to his seat, jealously glancing over at the old guy in the opposite row who was being ridden by the now topless Asian stewardess, his wrinkled old hands squeezing her perky tits as she bounced in his lap.
Ray returned to his boring in-flight movie as the stewardess orgy continued all around him in the business class section.
Much to Ray's disappointment, Nick didn't leave Christine's side throughout the entire flight. At one point, Ray heard Nick's loud moans as he exploded. But whether it was Christine or the stewardess swallowing the former quarterback's spunk, Ray didn't know.
Depressed, Ray disembarked in a miserable mood. He was returning home a failure.
It wasn't until he was almost all the way through security and customs that he cheered up. Just in front of him he saw a ginger haired young customs officer pulling aside a pretty young blonde. The customs officer was wearing a rubber glove on his right hand. Ray could barely suppress a smile.
***
Approximately fifteen minutes later, Ray watched as Christine Cooper emerged from the security and customs area alone.
"Hi Ray," she greeted him, obviously a little surprised to see him waiting there.
"Hi Christine. Where's Nick?"
Christine cringed a little at his question. "He got pulled aside by customs," she explained. "I'm not sure why, but they said the interview could take a couple of hours."
Ray grinned. "Fancy that...you need a ride home? It's on my way."
Christine brightened at his offer. "That'd be great Ray. I don't fancy waiting alone here at the airport, and Nick's got the car keys."
Ray's smile was unpreventable as he led Christine back to his car. As they drove out of the airport car park, he pulled the lovely blonde's head down into his lap to tend to his impatiently erection penis. The feel of her soft lips sliding down his hard shaft almost made him swerve off the road.
By the time they reached Christine's mansion, Ray had already cum heavily into the former cheerleader's mouth and she'd then spent the rest of the journey licking him back to hardness once again.
"Thanks babe, that took the edge off things so I should last a bit longer in your ass," he told Christine as he pulled her head up out of his lap.
Ray took Christine by the hand and led her up to the front door where they were greeted by the Cooper's rather surprised looking butler.
"Mrs Cooper?" he murmured in surprise at the sight of Christine arriving home without her husband Nick.
"Hi Jeeves," greeted Christine as Ray's hand slipped down behind her to squeeze her firm ass through her skirt. "Mr Cooper will be another couple of hours away and I'll be busy giving Ray here anal sex in the meantime. Can you make sure we're not disturbed?"
"Yes ma'am," the butler watched in amazement as Christine led Ray upstairs, the accountant's hand slipping up under her skirt to squeeze her ass as they departed.
As soon as they were upstairs Ray threw Christine onto the bed and stood over her, kicking off his shoes and unbuttoning his shirt. "I've been wanting to do this for the last twelve years," he breathed heavily as he looked down in awe at the gorgeous woman lying in front of him. He was finally about to fuck THE Christine Taylor. The hottest girl in high school. Captain of the cheerleading squad. The quarterbacks wife.
Christine smiled up at Ray as he threw off his shirt and started to take off his pants. "You are rather persistent Ray Williams," she told him as she kicked off her shoes.
Ray dropped his trousers and stood naked over the still clothed beauty, his hard four and a half inch cock jutting out towards her, still erect from her prior oral attentions. He was pleased that Christine didn't make any comment on the size of his member.
His small cock was almost quivering in excitement as he climbed onto the bed and straddled Christine. He reached out and started to unbutton her blouse, revealing a hint of a very sexy black lace bra.
"Is this the lingerie you bought for Nick?" asked Ray as he pulled open her blouse. Christine's ample boobs thrust upward from her chest, the bra holding her breasts together into an impressive cleavage.
"Yeah, I was going to surprise him with it when we got home," admitted Christine.
"I guess I get to enjoy it first," Ray grinned as he reached down and grabbed hold of Christine's delicious bra-clad tits, giving them a firm squeeze. He moaned softly to himself as he massaged them for a few moments through her bra before leaning over and running his tongue up her cleavage, tasting her soft flesh.
Ray moaned again as he moved up her body, pressing his lips tenderly against hers. Christine kissed him back as his tongue slid impatiently into her mouth. He couldn't believe he was kissing Christine Taylor.
Ray ground his exposed erection against the front of Christine's skirt as his tongue explored the inside of her mouth and the lace of her bra rubbed against his chest. They made out for about five minutes before Ray finally lifted himself up, he was eager to see the rest of her.
He climbed off, noticing a slimy smear of his pre-cum on the front of her skirt. Ray pulled down the zip on the side of her skirt and stood up, pulling it off her so that she was left wearing only her brand new lingerie, a very sexy black lace bra and panty set.
"Poor old Nick is really missing out on something special," murmured Ray as he admired the quarterback's incredible wife. Her body was perfect. He briefly wondered if the customs agent had put on the rubber glove yet.
Ray reached out and stroked Christine's panty-clad crotch, feeling the heat of her pussy against his palm. He leant over her and began to kiss her mouth again as he slipped his fingers down inside the waistband of her new panties.
Christine moaned into his mouth as his fingers slid down, rubbing across her clit and the moist lips of her pussy. She let out a moan as his middle finger penetrated her. This was certainly more intimate than the typical public shag she was used to from strangers.
Ray's finger moved slowly in and out of Christine's pussy as he rubbed her clit firmly with the heel of his palm. At the same time he greedily kissed her mouth and rubbed his hard cock into her hip. Christine moaned louder as he slipped a second finger inside her, they were soaking wet from her juices and slid smoothly back and forth into her cunt.
Christine arched her back and reached underneath, hooking the piece of lacy lingerie and pulling it off, unleashing her big tits. Ray immediately dipped his head down and swiped his tongue over the closet nipple, sucking it into his mouth as he continued to work his fingers at the juncture of her smooth thighs.
"Oh Ray!" moaned Christine as he nursed on her nipple, rubbing his face into the soft melons of her chest.
Christine reached down between them and grabbed hold of Ray's hard shaft, stroking it in her soft hand as his fingers pushed into her pussy.
Ray moaned, licking his way across Christine's chest to taste her other nipple, feeling the dark bud harden against his tongue.
"You should hurry up and stick it in me Ray," breathed Christine.
Ray's fingers slipped out of her cunt and she gasped at their sudden absence. He reached down and peeled off her soaked panties, spreading her legs wide and slipping between her silken thighs.
Christine moaned loudly as Ray suddenly surged forward, his rock hard erection sliding smoothly into Christine's wet pussy.
"Ah! Oh Ray!" she gasped as he moved against her, his cock sliding as deep as his length would reach, her glorious body writhing beneath him.
"Fuck you're so beautiful," breathed Ray, holding Christine's face tenderly in his hands and kissing her mouth once again.
Christine gently bit his lower lip as they broke off their kiss, then gasped as Ray gave a hard pump of his hips, shoving his cock deep within her.
"That wasn't the hole you wanted Ray," she murmured, punctuating the comment with a moan as Ray's hips pumped between her thighs.
"What's that?" he asked distractedly, sliding one hand down to squeeze a bare breast and rub his thumb across her hard nipple.
"I though you were going to fuck my ass?"
"Huh? Oh, right," Ray was enjoying making love to Christine so much that he'd almost forgotten the whole point of his revenge.
Ray pulled out of Christine causing them both to gasp at the sudden separation. Kneeling between her perfect thighs, Ray lifted her long legs up, balancing them on his shoulders. The position lifted her bum slightly and as he leant back over her, her tight ass was lifted.
Ray reached between them, positioning his hard cock against Christine's anus. He was already well lubricated from her sodden pussy so slowly pushed forward, penetrating the blonde's tightest orifice.
"Oh fuck!" cried out Christine as Ray slowly stuffed himself into her ass. She felt so tight. It was amazing, even better than he had imagined.
Christine bit her lower lip as Ray pushed down, forcing his erection deeper into her tiny hole. She let out a small whimper and her breathing quickened as Ray slowly started to pump his hips, sawing his hard cock in and out of Christine's perfect tight ass.
"Oh yeah!" he gasped as her tight back passage adjusted to his invading member and he was able to start thrusting into her. He was finally fucking Christine Taylor up the ass.
Ray moaned, he couldn't believe how tight she was, and he wasn't sure if he'd last long. He remembered how he'd felt when his lovely wife had told him that Nick Cooper had fucked her up the ass.
With a half lustful, half angry grunt Ray began to pound Christine's ass. He'd teach that quarterback bully to bugger his wife.
The bedroom was filled with the sound of slapping flesh and Christine's sharp and shallow breathing as Ray stabbed his dick hard and fast into Christine's snug anus.
"Ah! Fuck Ray! Fuck my ass!" cried out Christine as Ray's hips jackhammered on top of her. Her legs were up, almost over her head as Ray pummelled her ass with his cock, each thrust driving her down into the bed.
"That's it Ray, fuck me hard!" she gasped. With each thrust, Ray's dick bottomed out in her tight ass.
"Oh yes! Yes! Yes!" Christine was writhing beneath Ray as he bashed her ass, her whole body spasming as she came.
"Fill me up Ray! Pump your cum in me!"
Ray gave a grunt and his cock surged deep into her ass. He felt her ass clutching against him as he tensed up and exploded, shooting his semen deep up her ass. Wave after wave of cum blasted out of his twitching dick, flooding Christine's ass with his sticky jizz.
"Oh wow," breathed Ray as he slipped sloppily out of her hole and rolled over. "That was magnificent."
Christine was breathing hard beside him. "I've never cum from anal before," she admitted. "I didn't even realise it was possible."
"I needed that," he groaned, sitting up and turning to look at the naked beauty beside him once again.
"We should do this again sometime," said Christine, surprising Ray.
He grinned back at her. "I'd better get going before your husband arrives," he said. "You should tell him all about this though."
Christine slumped back on the bed, breathing heavily and barely moving.
Ray got dressed and left her lying naked on the bed, his cum leaking from her ass. On his way downstairs he winked at the butler before heading out the front door of the mansion.
To his surprise he saw Nick Cooper walking up the driveway towards him. Nick looked like he was in a fair bit of discomfort, waddling slightly as if he'd just been probed up the ass. Nick looked very surprised to see Ray leaving his house.
"Ray..?" he murmured in shock, stopping in his tracks.
Ray grinned broadly. "Don't worry buddy," he told him. "Your wife will be walking the same way too."
THE END
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It was just after sunset and Danny was relaxing alone on a large four poster bed in the luxurious home of the vampire called Christian.
Danny had come to Christian's elegant home with his neighbour Sylvia, who was also a blood sucking vampire. Danny and Sylvia had a neat little, mutually beneficial arrangement going where Danny would let the beautiful vampire drink a small portion of his blood, and in return Sylvia would give the eighteen year old mind blowing oral sex.
From what Danny could gather of their relationship, Sylvia considered Christian her brother. Both vampire's had been turned by the same 'elder' vampire, along with their somewhat frightening sister Anita.
Much like Danny allowing Sylvia to snack on small rations of his blood, the other two vampires also had human companions that provided them with their daily blood requirements. Danny wasn't quite sure of the relationships the vampires and their blood-providers had with each other, but he was pretty sure it wasn't as give and take as him and Sylvia.
Danny gave a sigh and tossed aside the newspaper he'd been reading. He was bored. Sharon, Christian's own blood-provider had left the house to run and errand for the vampire, and he hadn't seen Sylvia since she'd gone to sleep just before sunrise, several hours ago, and everyone else in the house seemed to be keeping to themselves tonight. Not that he would have particularly wanted to hang out with Anita or her creepy blood-slave Justin.
The eighteen year old sat up and stared at the painting on the far wall. It was an appropriately antique and gothic looking portrait of some old grey haired dude that looked like he was straight out of a 70's vampire movie. Christian's taste in furnishings was hardly subtle.
The old man in the portrait was kind of sinister looking. He had black eyes that had no white in them at all, making him look like he was blind or that his eyeballs had been removed.
Danny frowned at the painting and stood up, moving closer. The man's eyes looked weirder the nearer he got to the canvas.
"That's strange," Danny muttered allowed as he stood directly in front of the portrait. Up close it looked almost like the man's eyes were not part of the painting. Danny reached up and brushed his fingertips across the eyes. He could distinctly feel a slight ridge around the edge of the eyes.
"Fuck me," swore Danny. He grabbed hold of the ornate frame and tried to lift it up off the wall. It wouldn't budge. Danny shook his head and ran his fingers right around the edge of the mounting, trying to find anything out of place.
Danny shook his head and stepped back. Nothing.
The teenager glanced to his right at an antique wardrobe a short way along the wall. He walked over to it and pulled open the doors. Inside it was empty.
Danny stepped inside and pressed both hands against the back of the wardrobe. He gave a hard push and there was a distinct click. The teenager held his breath as he felt the back of the wardrobe sink inwards about an inch.
"Wow," he breathed as he pushed the back of the wardrobes and it slid away to the left revealing a dark opening behind. "This is some Scooby doo shit."
Danny stepped inside the secret passage, pulling the wardrobe door closed behind him. Inside it smelt old and musty, and was black as night.
"Shit," Danny muttered to himself as he scrambled around in his pocket and pulled out his cellphone. The teenager pressed a button to light up the phone's screen and give him just enough light to look around inside the secret back of the wardrobe.
The secret passage stretched out along the wall, back towards the strange painting as Danny had suspected. It was quite narrow and cramped, but he slowly made his way along the passage to the location of the portrait. Danny shone the light from his phone on the wall and spotted a small sliding panel at eye-level.
Danny slid aside the panel revealing two small holes. He leant forward and peeked through. Sure enough he was looking in on the bedroom through the eyes of the old man in the portrait.
"Scooby Dooby Doo," murmured Danny in awe, unable to stop a broad grin from spreading across his face. This was fucking cool.
Danny shone his phone screen further along the passageway; it definitely seemed to continue on into other parts of the house.
Filled with curiosity, Danny made his way deeper along the secret passage, this time taking care to stay as quiet as possible. Every few feet he used the light from his phone to check the wall for more viewing panels, and it wasn't long before he found one.
Danny winced as the panel made a slight scraping noise as he opened it. His heart thumping in his chest, Danny leant forward and peered, presumably through another portrait's eyes, into another bedroom.
The teenager's throat went dry as he immediately spotted Anita and her blood provider Justin on a bed on the far side of the room.
Justin lay on his back, stripped to the waist, his pale, scrawny chest left bare. Lying on top of the barely-conscious looking young man, the vampire Anita had her face buried in Justin's neck.
Danny's blood ran cold as he watched the scary vampire drinking on her slave's blood. He could hear the slight slurping noise of Anita's feasting, as well as a quiet, feeble moaning coming Justin. There was no sign of any pain on Justin's face, in fact he almost looked stoned, his glazed over stare looking straight up at the ceiling.
Danny swallowed and licked his lips as he spied on the feeding vampire. Anita definitely seemed to be drinking deeper and for far longer than Sylvia ever drank on Danny's blood.
The chilled teenager noticed for the first time that Anita wasn't wearing a lot as she lay over Justin. In fact, Anita was dressed only in a red satin bra and g-string, her curvy, artificially tanned body almost naked.
Lying on top of Justin, drinking his blood with her knees tucked up beneath her, Anita's shapely round ass was jutting out straight towards Danny's viewpoint. The toned, well-formed globes of the vampire's buttocks were perfectly framed by the skimpy strip of her satin g-string, and despite the horrific scene of her gorging on blood, Danny still felt a stirring in his loins at the sight of Anita's flawless posterior.
Danny couldn't help but remember the feel of the beautiful blonde vampire's body pressed against his back the night before while Sylvia was drinking his blood. He also remembered stumbling upon the frightening vampire earlier that day with Sharon, and the feel of his hard cock sliding in out and of her wet mouth, millimetres from those dangerous looking fangs that were now sunk into the flesh of Justin's pale throat.
Suddenly there was a flash of red as Anita lifted her mouth up off Justin's neck and started to turn towards the wall Danny was peeking through. Danny jerked his head hurriedly away from the eye holes, his heart hammering in his chest. Had she seen him? Shit, she was a vampire, she could probably sense his presence or smell his blood pumping or something.
Danny remained frozen in the narrow secret passage, trying to remain as still and quiet as possible. He strained his hearing for any sign of movement in the bedroom beyond the wall.
Eventually he heard a rustling and some movement and decided to risk a look.
Back in the room, Anita had climbed off her pale human blood source. Justin looked even whiter than normal, lying motionless on the bed with a dark red smear across the side of his neck and his upper chest. It certainly looked as though Anita had drunk a hell of a lot of his blood.
The gorgeous, lingerie-clad vampire was on the other side of the room, wiping her mouth with a bloody towel. Danny licked his lips, admiring the firm round bubbles of her g-string clad ass. She had a spectacular body, somehow voluptuous and athletic at the same time.
Not wanting to push his luck any further, Danny closed the spy panel and moved on as quietly as possible. If he was going to get caught spying, Anita was the last person in the world that he wanted to get caught by, even if she was smoking hot. He wondered briefly what she would do to him if she even suspected what he'd done to her while she was asleep.
Using the light from his cellphone, Danny made his way further along the secret passage. He found two more eavesdropping panels, both of which looked in one empty rooms within the mansion. A third and final spy panel was near what looked like the end of the secret passage.
Danny slid open the final panel and peered through the eyes of whatever portrait was on the wall of this last room.
The eighteen year old found himself looking into Christian's bedroom. To his surprise, the male vampire was not alone. Sylvia was with him.
Just like Anita and Justin, Sylvia and Christian were lying together on the bed. Like Anita, Sylvia was also dressed only in lingerie, a lacy black bra and French style panties. Sylvia was not sucking Christian's blood, however she was sucking.
Where Justin had been naked from the waist up, Christian was naked from the waist down. The middle aged vampire wearing a black silk shirt and nothing else. Sylvia, Danny's gorgeous neighbour was bent over the other vampire's lap, Christian's hard cock in her soft hand and her mouth wrapped around the head of his hard shaft.
Danny swallowed as he watched Sylvia's mouth bob over the vampire's erection, the tight seal of her lips sliding up and down his hard shaft.
Although Danny and Sylvia were by no means exclusive, or even a couple, Danny felt an instant surge of jealousy. Never mind the fact that Danny's cock had been in both Sharon and Anita's mouth that morning, he still wasn't happy to see his beautiful personal cocksucker slurping on someone else's penis.
Christian, on the other hand, seemed very happy to have Sylvia's mouth on his cock. The dark haired, middle aged vampire gave a groan of appreciation as the younger vampire bobbed her head rapidly over his lap, his hard cock sliding in and out of her wet mouth.
Christian had one hand on the back of Sylvia's neck, guiding her faster up and down on his prick.
"She's going after Victor tonight," Christian said. It was the first words that had been spoken since he'd entered the secret passage, and Danny found he could hear very clearly from behind the wall.
Sylvia lifted her mouth up off Christian's cock. "She is?" the gorgeous vampire sounded surprised by Christian's statement. Danny had no idea who Victor was or what they were talking about.
Sylvia stroked Christian's cock in her soft hand and Danny got a decent look at it for the first time. Christian was big. Definitely bigger than him. It didn't help the eighteen year old feel any better about his personal cocksucker sucking on another man's cock, when the other cock was considerably bigger than his.
"Are we going with her?" asked Sylvia. The black haired vampire started licking the head of Christian's cock with her agile tongue as she continued to stroke the lower part of his thick shaft with her hand.
Christian gave a groan as Sylvia's tongue teased the underside of his hard shaft and swirled around the slit in the head of his cock.
"No. Victor knows me and he'll see me coming," Christian replied.
"What about me?" asked Sylvia, punctuating the question by plunging her mouth back down over his cock and sucking deeply on him.
Christian stroked the top of Sylvia's bobbing head. "No, I need your help with something else tonight."
Christian reached down with both hands and pulled Sylvia's mouth off his cock. He lifted her up so that she was straddling him, his hard cock pressed tight against her panty-clad mound. Christian ran his hands down Sylvia's back, cupping and squeezing Sylvia's ass and pulling her tightly against him.
Danny frowned as he spied on the vampires, watching Christian's hands slide up between them to squeeze Sylvia's ample breasts through her bra. Were they going to fuck? Until now, Danny had only been able to get his dick into Sylvia's mouth, barring a brief titfuck the previous night. He'd been desperate to get into her pussy and now it looked as though Christian was going there, lucky bastard.
Sylvia gave a moan as Christian's hand shifted between her thighs, fumbling at her panties. They both gave a louder groan as Sylvia was lifted up and then slowly lowered on Christian's big cock. They held each other tightly as his cock spread the lips of her pussy apart and slid smoothly inside her.
Christian's hands shifted to Sylvia's hips as she started to ride his cock, her hips rolling as she straddled him and began to move up and down on his hard shaft.
Danny rubbed his own suddenly stiffening crotch as he watched the two vampire's fucking. He would have given anything to be underneath Sylvia in Christian's place. He could clearly hear the slapping of flesh on flesh as the buxom dark haried vampire bounced on Christian's lap.
"Fuck you're tight!" groaned Christian, his own hips hunching up off the bed to meet the movements of Sylvia's hips.
Christian reached up and pushed the straps of Sylvia's bra down off her shoulders, tugging on the lacy cups so that her ample breasts popped free. As Sylvia continued to ride his cock, Christian leant forward to suck on one of her hardening nipples, pressing his face into her cleavage.
"Uh!" Sylvia moaned, clutching Christian's face into her bosom and grinding herself down into his lap, his big cock filling her pussy. She felt the other vampire run his tongue up the length of her cleavage, then she bent forward to meet his mouth with a hungry kiss.
Danny's breathing was a little faster as he watched the pair kissing and fucking. He wondered briefly what their kiss would be like with all those sharp fangs and tongues. Their bodies were moving together faster and faster, and from his vantage point it looked like they were approaching a climax.
Sylvia arched her body backwards, leaning right back so that Danny could see straight over her shoulders, the upward thrust of her ample melons visible as she bent her body back towards him and away from Christian.
The male vampire pushed upwards with his hips, driving his cock deep into the bent over female vampire. Christian reached up with both hands, covering Sylvia's generous jugs and squeezing them tightly.
"Oh Christian!" Sylvia cried out loudly, her lithe body lurching in the male vampire's lap.
Christian squeezed Sylvia's big tits as she moaned noisily, her body rolling from side to side and her eyes closed in pleasure.
Suddenly Christian's hands shifted from her breasts, sliding around her and pulling her back up into his embrace. The middle aged vampire gave an almost animalistic growl as he clutched Sylvia against him and his cock surged inside her.
Danny was pretty sure that Christian was shooting his load into Sylvia's pussy, the couple holding each other tight and rocking erratically on the bed as they both orgasmed.
Deciding that he'd seen enough, Danny pulled back from the peephole, feeling slightly bitter and jealous at what he'd just seen. Sylvia had clearly been enjoying fucking her so called 'brother'.
The eighteen year old turned the light on the screen of his phone back on and started to slowly make his way back down the secret passageway towards his own room. Creeping as quietly as possible he returned to the closet in his room and stepped through the doors, relieved to finally get out of the extremely narrow and cramped confines of the passageway.
Sighing loudly he closed the wardrobe doors and turned back into the bedroom. Danny's sigh turned into a sharp intake of breath as he saw Anita standing right in the doorway of the bedroom.
"You're coming with me," ordered the blonde vampire, her cool gaze narrow and dangerous. She was no longer wearing only lingerie, but had dressed in a short, black leather skirt and jacket, sexy fishnet stockings and high heeled knee-high boots. It was the first time Danny had seen her looking even remotely vampire-like.
Danny swallowed. "What?"
Anita showed no sign that she was in the slightest bit bothered by the fact that he had been in the secret passageway. In fact Danny couldn't even tell if she knew what was inside the wardrobe or had even seen him come out of there. But despite her business-like indifference, he couldn't help but feel a mix of guilt and fear at being seemingly caught red handed.
"We're going after Victor," Anita told him, speaking as if the name should have meant something to him. Surely she couldn't have known that he'd overheard Sylvia and Christian talking about Victor?
Anita moved forward, crossing the gap between them almost unnaturally fast. She pressed something into his hands. It felt cold and hard.
Danny looked down and saw that it was a gun.
The eighteen year old swallowed nervously. Suddenly, whether or not Anita knew he'd been spying on her and the other vampires seemed like the least of his worries.
"W-who's Victor?" asked Danny, unable to stop the slight tremor in his voice.
"He's the one who killed father," Anita replied, a slight glint of anger in her tone.
***
The powerful motorcycle gave a throaty roar as Anita accelerated through the dark city streets.
Danny clung tightly onto the waist on the blonde haired vampire, unable to enjoy the feel of his crotch pressed snugly into her firm round ass because he was currently scared half to death. Whether it was the speed or the vampire herself that scared him, he couldn't say for sure. Probably both.
Presumably Anita could see and knew where she was going, because with the bike's headlamps turned off he couldn't see a thing. Vampires had magical night vision right?
The stunningly beautiful vampire raced the bike through the gloomy streets, darting through other traffic at alarming speeds. Danny could do little more than clutch tightly up behind her and pray they didn't hit anything or go too fast around a tight corner. They didn't even have helmets on.
The eighteen year old felt himself suddenly pressed forward against Anita as the bike skidded to a sudden stop on the corner of the next street. Anita placed one high heeled boot down on the street to balance the bike as she stared down the street. Her long legs looked spectacular in her fish-net stockings and short, black-leather skirt.
"What is it?" Danny whispered.
"That hotel," explained Anita, nodding to a run-down building about half way down the street. "Third floor. Victor's in there."
Danny swallowed, "are you sure?"
"The guy outside in the long coat is a guard," Anita told Danny. He looked more like a bum, but Danny took her word for it. "And see the windows on the third floor?"
"They're all blacked out," replied Danny in realisation. The windows looked as though they'd been painted over or covered with black panels from the inside. Now that Anita had pointed it out to him they looked out of place compared to every other floor.
"I guess you're more than just a pretty face after all," remarked Anita.
Danny had no time to reply as she gunned the bike's accelerator again and they shot off in the opposite direction. Danny clung on to the curvy blonde for dear life as they sped right around to the opposite side of the block and Anita skidded to a stop down a narrow alleyway that seemed to lead back towards the shabby hotel were Victor presumably was.
"So what do we do?" asked Danny, nervously fingering the gun that Anita had given him back at Christian's house and was now tucked into the waistband of his jeans. He wasn't quite sure why she'd even brought him along at all, it wasn't like he'd be much use in a gunfight, or any sort of fight for that matter.
Anita pointed at the fire-escape near the opposite end of the alley. "You. Up there. Wait on the third floor," Anita climbed off her bike, Danny couldn't help but admire how good she looked in that short leather skirt and those fishnets. "I'll take care of the guard."



Danny nodded, a chill going down his spine as the image of Anita ripping out the throat of the bum outside the front of the hotel, flashed into his mind.
"Right." Danny climbed off the bike and jogged quickly down the alley towards the fire escape that Anita had pointed to. As he pulled down the ladder and started climbing, he glanced back down the alley. Anita was already gone.
"What the fuck am I doing?" Danny muttered to himself as he climbed. When he'd first agreed to drive Sylvia across the country in return for a real fuck when they got back, he had no idea he'd end up sneaking into someone's hotel room with the intention of murdering them.
"This is madness," Danny said quietly as he crept quietly past an open window on the second floor and then continued his ascent.
When he reached the third floor Anita was already waiting for him. Danny noticed with some disquiet that there was a small smear of blood on her chin.
"You missed a spot," Danny pointed out to her uneasily.
Anita reached up and wiped away the smear with the tip of her index finger. She licked it clean almost teasingly, sliding her finger deep into her mouth, her tongue curled around the underside as she slid it back and forth a couple of times, almost in an imitation of oral sex.
"So what now?" asked Danny, trying to take his mind off the memory of taking advantage of Anita earlier that day while she was sleeping. It seemed like an eternity ago that he'd been sliding his own erection into the dangerous vampire's mouth. Right now the idea seemed insane.
"Get your gun out," instructed Anita. "I'll go in first. If there's anyone inside you shoot first and ask questions later."
Danny sucked in a shaking breath. He was shitting himself. "Wouldn't Christian have been better suited for this?"
Anita ignored him. "We go now," she snapped.
The blonde vampire slipped her fingertips into the tiny gap around the edge of the closed window and yanked the window upwards effortlessly. Without any pause she grabbed the window frame and swung herself lithely through the window and into the room beyond.
Danny followed, poking his head through the open window behind her, his gun held shakily in both hands.
The room beyond appeared to be empty. It was a rather shabby looking, single room hotel apartment. Anita had already flung the closet door open and, as Danny clambered through the window she was walking back out of the bathroom.
"He's not here," the blonde vampire announced.
Danny stared around the room impotently and then stuffed his gun back into his jeans. "What now?" Danny had found himself asking that question several times that evening.
"We wait," replied Anita, casually walking over and sitting on the bed, crossing her long, stocking clad legs in front of her.
"Okay," breathed Danny, he looked around for somewhere to sit and settled on leaning back against the window frame.
Anita patted the bed beside her. "You can sit over here beside me... I won't bite, I promise."
"Ah..." Danny stammered nervously. "Okay then."
The teenager made his way, almost gingerly, across the room to the bed where the voluptuous blonde vampire was sitting. As he climbed up cautiously beside her, Anita shrugged off her leather jacket, revealing a tight fitting black t-shirt beneath. Danny couldn't help but notice the way the t-shirt clung snugly to her ample bosom. He could even see the slight jut of her hard nipples, suggesting that she wasn't wearing a bra beneath the shirt.
Anita patted Danny's thigh, almost making him jump. "So... we might be waiting for Victor for a while," she told him. "Whatever shall we do to kill the time?"
"Ah..." Danny could have sworn she was flirting with him. He was pretty sure he didn't want her to though. Pretty sure.
Anita turned towards him and leant in, resting her head on his shoulder almost lovingly, with her mouth alarmingly close to his throat. "How about a little snack?" she suggested, squeezing his thigh.
Danny's breathing was shallow. "Um, I'm not sure if that's a good idea," he managed to squeak.
Anita leant closer, the tip of her nose brushing his neck. He could feel her breath on his skin. "I promise I'll be gentle."
Danny gave a nervous chuckle as Anita moved her hand a little higher on his thigh. He couldn't think straight. "I...um..." he stammered unintelligibly.
Anita's lips brushed his windpipe. "I know all about the little...arrangement...you have with Sylvia."
Danny's heart was hammering in his chest, he wondered if Anita could sense the pulse of his blood.
Anita slid her soft hand into his crotch, cupping him through his jeans and squeezing tenderly. Danny gasped and shrank back on the bed a little.
"If you let me taste your blood I'll do much more than suck your cock," whispered the vampire.
Anita's hand was massaging his crotch now, and despite his fear Danny could feel himself responding to her touch. "I...I don't..."
"Wouldn't you like to slide your hard cock into my tight, wet cunt," whispered Anita. Danny felt her tongue flick out and taste the skin on the side of his neck. At the same time she pulled down the zipper on his jeans.
"Ah... Sylvia..."
"Shhh," whispered Anita, softly kissing his jaw. She pushed her fingers inside the now open fly of his jeans, tracing Danny's hard cock through his underwear. "Sylvia doesn't have to know a thing. I won't tell."
"Oh my," groaned Danny as Anita's hand moved inside his underwear. She gripped his hard erection in her soft hand and squeezed him excitingly.
"Just one little taste is all I want," Anita seductively whispered as she pulled Danny cock out into the open and began to stroke him. "One taste and then you can put this thing wherever you want."
"W-wherever I want?" repeated Danny. His mind felt confused, like he was in a thick fog and couldn't see straight.
Anita's cool hand slid up and down Danny's hard shaft, slowly pumping on his erection. Danny could feel the firm sphere's of the vampire's ample breasts pressing firmly into his arm and side.
"I'm not a prude like Sylvia," explained Anita, hooking one fishnet-clad leg over Danny's knee as she pumped on his exposed prick with her soft hand. "I'll give you much more than just a little head."
"Oh fuck that feels good," moaned Danny as Anita's hand continued to move over his erection. Her leg rubbed against his and she pressed her ample chest up firmer against him.
"My cunt will feel even better than my hand," whispered Anita. She licked his throat again, this time running her tongue directly along his jugular vein.
"W-wait!" said Danny, as if the feel of her tongue on his vein had allowed him to win his internal struggle. "Stop." He reached up and pried the vampire's stroking hand off his hard penis.
Anita pulled her soft body away from him. "Fine," she snapped. "Have it your way then."
Danny winced as he uncomfortably stuffed his hard cock back inside his underwear and jeans. "I'm sorry...but, I can't," he told her somewhat uselessly.
Anita sighed. She stood up and walking across the small hotel room and looked out the still open window.
Danny stared over at her back as she stood there motionless, staring out the window. He couldn't help but admire how great her firm little bum looked in her tight fitting leather skirt.
"Fuck!" swore Danny, rubbing his crotch in frustration. Staring at Anita's amazing ass was hardly helping his erection go away.
"You know that I can make it go away," murmured Anita. She didn't turn from the window, it was almost as if she was reading Danny's mind.
Danny gave his dick a squeeze through his jeans. Would there really be any harm in letting her taste his blood? Would she get too carried away and suck too much?
"And you also know that if I really wanted to drink your blood you couldn't stop me, right?" there was a slight edge to the vampires tone.
Danny swallowed, a hollow feeling in the pit of his stomach.
Anita turned back towards Danny. "I'll tell you what Danny-boy," she announced. The nickname made him think of Sharon, Christian's human companion. "How about we do the fucking first and I can taste you afterwards."
Danny looked at her doubtfully. "Really?"
Anita licked her upper lip. "Really."
Danny rubbed his chin anxiously. Anita was absolutely gorgeous. Could he really live with himself if he turned down the opportunity to fuck her. He felt his balls tingling at the thought.
"Okay then," Danny nodded, almost to himself. "Okay. Let's do it."
A smirk spread across Anita's face. She licked her lips again and moved back to the bed, crawling up to where Danny was sitting.
The busty blonde vampire straddled Danny's legs and reached out to unzip his fly once again. She reached inside and pulled out his still erect penis, stroking it in her cool hand.
Anita bent forward over Danny's lap and ran her tongue up along the underside of the teenager's hard erection. She softly kissed the tip and swirled her tongue around it a couple of times, causing Danny to moan in pleasure.
Danny leant forward and cupped Anita's big, firm boobs in his hands, squeezing them through her black t-shirt. She was definitely not wearing a bra. Her tits felt amazing and he could feel her hard nipples pressing against his palms.
"You know that a lot of blood flows into an erect penis," murmured Anita thoughtfully. She closed her mouth down over the head of Danny's cock and gave it a few shallow sucks. "In all my years as a vampire, I've never actually tried biting off a man's penis."
Danny felt his throat and balls tighten as Anita once again sank her mouth over his cock and slurped on his hard rod. His hands dropped away from her boobs.
Anita's mouth popped back off the end of Danny's erection. "I imagine it would be quite exciting to have all that blood rushing into my throat. A bit like a cum-spurting penis perhaps..."
Anita bent forward to take Danny back into her mouth, but he reached forward and stopped her. "You said I could have your cunt, not your mouth."
Anita's gaze narrowed and Danny felt his stomach lurch. Perhaps he'd pushed her too far? With Anita it didn't seem like there was a lot of room to move.
"Very well," she replied slowly.
The vampire stood up at the side of the bed, reaching behind her and unzipping her leather skirt. It fell to the floor revealing the tops of her fishnet holdup stockings and a skimpy red g-string. Danny had seen her wearing the g-string when he spied on her back at Christian's house. Fuck she looked sexy.
Anita then peeled off her skimpy panties, leaving her stockings on. Danny's mouth wet dry at the sight of the blonde vampire's hairless pussy. The lips of her vagina glistening moistly in the dim light of the hotel room.
The buxom blonde climbed back onto the bed and once again straddled Danny, one hand on his chest, the other reaching down between his legs to grab hold of his upthrust erection. Anita shifted her hips up and guided his cock between her sleek thighs, rubbing the trembling tip of him against the lips of her vulva.
Danny gave a moan of pleasure. He was about to fuck a vampire.
Suddenly the door of the hotel room opened. Both Danny and Anita turned to see a surprised looking middle aged man standing there.
The man was dressed all in black, in a suit, silk shirt and tie. He had long, shoulder length brown hair and a neatly trimmed moustache and goatee. In his right hand was a coat and his left a briefcase.
The man took one look at Anita and Danny, half naked on his bed and he spun back out of the room, slamming the door shut behind him.
"Fuck!" swore Anita, leaping off the bed and heading for the door, impossibly fast. She reached out with one hand, forcing the door open and almost knocking it off it's hinges, then she was gone, no seeming to worry that she was pretty much naked from the waist down, dressed only in a t-shirt and fishnet stockings.
"Oh shit," muttered Danny who was still sitting on the bed. His cock pointing uselessly up at the roof with no one to attend to it.
"Shit!" repeated Danny a second time, stuffing his painfully hard erection back into his pants and stumbling to his feet.
He staggered over to the doorway, fumbling with his gun.
There was no sign of anyone outside.
Danny froze, not sure what to do. The speed those two vampires had moved there was no way he'd catch them.
"Shit!" he swore, returning to the room. As he got back inside Anita came through the window, still half naked.
"He's gone," she said bitterly, heading for her discarded clothes.
Danny nodded, his eyes wide and his heart beating fast.
"Not one word of this to Christian or Sylvia or I'll rip your heart out," growled Anita as she stepped back into her red thong and pulled it up over her fishnet stockings.
Danny nodded mutely as he watched her get dressed again.
They remained in an awkward silence as they returned to Anita's motorbike and rode back to Christian's house.
When they got there Christian, Sylvia and Sharon were all waiting for them, along with another young woman. She was a young brunette, she looked to be in her early twenties and was very pretty. She was sitting in a chair right beside Sylvia staring down at the ground and showed no sign of even seeing Danny and Anita enter the room.
"How did it go?" asked Christian immediately.
Anita merely shook her head at him as she walked over to stand in front of Sylvia and the new girl. The blonde vampire looked the girl up and down and then smiled.
"She'll do," Anita announced, reaching out and grabbing the brunette's hand and leading her from the room.
Danny wasn't sure what to make of anything that had happened that night.
"Where's Justin?" he asked the others.
Sharon shook her head. "He's gone."
...to be continued
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"You said what!?" shrieked Jennifer Gibson in horror.
Jennifer's stepson Lionel swallowed and looked down at his feet. The eighteen year old high school senior mumbled as he replied. "I told Mr Button that he could touch your boobs."
Jennifer blinked in disbelief. "Why on earth would you tell him that?"
Lionel grimaced, she looked horrified. "He caught me looking at some stuff on one of the computers at school," the teenager still wasn't meeting his stepmothers enraged gaze.
"What stuff?" Jennifer snapped, she was still trying to grasp what was going on.
Lionel stammered a little, his cheeks bright red. "Porn."
Jennifer was lost for words. "Your father is going to kill you." Jennifer had married Trevor, Lionel's father about three years ago, and in the process had inherited a fully grown stepson, despite being only twenty-six years old herself. Trevor spent a lot of time travelling away on work business, and in those past few years it had pretty much fallen on Jennifer to raise Lionel herself. It had been quite a culture shock for the previously social young woman.
"Do we have to tell him?" asked Lionel hopefully. The eighteen year old was a little geeky and awkward, and seemed to be genuinely ashamed on himself for getting in trouble in school, it was definitely a rare occurrence.
Jennifer frowned, feeling a little sorry for her stepson, he was usually a pretty good young man, this was rather out of character for him.
"Wait, how did my breasts become involved in this anyway?" she demanded, remembering how the whole conversation had begun with Lionel asking her if she'd go to school and let his teacher Mr Button touch her tits.
Lionel's blush deepened. "I'm really sorry Jennifer," said Lionel. Because of the small age gap between them, Jennifer had always insisted that Lionel call her by her first name rather than calling her Mom or anything like that. Plus, when she'd first married Trevor she'd only been twenty-three and couldn't think of herself as someone's mother.
"It was Mr Button's idea," added Lionel, chewing on his lower lip.
"That old pervert!" snapped Jennifer angrily. She remembered going to a parent-teacher conference about two months ago and meeting Mr Button. The bald headed old maths teacher had talked to her breasts the whole time, the creep. "I'm going to go down there and give him a piece of my mind!"
"No!" protested Lionel in panic. "You can't! Mr Button said that I'd get expelled, and then I wouldn't get into college."
Jennifer's heart sank. Lionel was a great student and had been getting fantastic grades this year. He'd had his heart set on heading to Stanford University like his father Trevor, and he certainly had good enough grades to do it. Trevor in particular would be devastated in Lionel didn't make it to Stanford.
"Surely you won't get expelled?" said Jennifer hopefully. "I mean, you've got a good record, you get good grades. You must get another chance?"
Lionel shook his head glumly. "It's in the school rules...I'm really sorry Jennifer."
Jennifer sighed. "What exactly did Mr Button say to you?"
"Well, at first when he caught me he said I was out the door," explained Lionel. The poor teenager looked as though he was about to cry at any moment as he told his shameful tale. "But then he said that if I was to get you come to school and you'd let him..." Lionel swallowed, hesitating for a moment. "If you'd let him... touch your boobs..."
"He'd let you off," finished Jennifer. Lionel nodded, staring down at his feet in embarrassment.
Jennifer shook her head. She was a very attractive young woman and was somewhat used to the often unwanted attention of men. In particular, the twenty-six year old had a rather expansive and impressive bosom that attracted the majority of that unwanted attention.
When Jennifer had met Lionel's teacher, she'd recognized straight away that the old bastard was a pervert, but she'd assumed he was harmless enough. Apparently not.
"And you said yes?" asked Jennifer angrily. Even though she understood that Lionel was in a tough spot, she still couldn't believe he was so readily whoring her out like that.
Lionel winced. "Sorry Jennifer."
"I can't believe you'd even think I'd do that!"
"He just wants to touch them," protested Lionel. "It's not like it's a big deal or anything, or he wants to have sex with you."
Jennifer glared angrily at her stepson. Was he really suggesting that she let his lecherous teacher feel her up? But then again, he was right, it didn't really cost her anything to let the old guy cop a feel, apart from a little embarrassment. And it was Lionel's whole future that was on the line.
Jennifer gave a frustrated groan. "I can't believe you're putting me in this situation Lionel."
"I know. And I'm sorry." Lionel did feel genuinely sorry. "I'll do whatever I can to make it up to you."
Jennifer slumped back in her seat. What was she going to do?
***
"You realise this is blackmail Mr Button?" Jennifer snapped curtly at her stepson's maths teacher. After much to-ing and fro-ing, Jennifer had eventually decided to go down to the high school and meet with Mr Button. She had been careful not to come alone, bringing Lionel along in the hope that it would make Mr Button less likely to try anything.
The bald teacher frowned at Jennifer's accusation. "Now look here Miss Gisbon..."
"Mrs Gibson," Jennifer quickly reminded the old teacher.
Mr Button smiled disquietingly. "Mrs Gibson," he corrected. "You son Lionel is in a lot of trouble here. I'm just trying to find a solution that won't ruin the boy's entire future. That would be a shame."
Jennifer glared angrily at Mr Button. The old mathematics teacher looked like he was in his mid-late sixties. He was bald with bushy white tufts of hair around the sides and back of his head and a bushy white moustache. He was red faced as if he'd been on a long run or was sunburnt, and was considerably overweight. Mr Button's fat stomach overflowed his waistline and the buttons on the front of his shirt looked like they were straining to hold his belly inside. The sickly smile he was flashing back at Jennifer made her stomach turn.
"I fail to see how coercing me into playing your lewd little game is a solution!" Jennifer was even angrier with the bastard now that she was talking to him in person, than she had been when Lionel had first told her the teacher's proposal. The gall of the man to think that he could get away with this!
Mr Button rocked back in his chair, lacing his fingers together and resting them on his substantial gut. His gaze thoughtfully wondered over Jennifer.
The gorgeous twenty-six year old was dressed in a smart charcoal business skirt that came down to just above her knee. Her legs were crossed in front of her and the hemline had ridden up a short way to display some of her long, slender legs. Jennifer had foregone stockings that day so her legs were bare. The curvaceous blonde had well-tanned, flawless skin so she could easily get away without them. She also had on a pair of black high heeled shoes, and was wearing a tight fitting black t-shirt that clung to the magnificent globes of her huge breasts.
It was those oversized knockers that they were currently debating. Ever since Maxwell Button had first laid eyes on those things, when Jennifer Gibson had come in to the school for a parent-teacher conference, he'd wanted to get his hands on them. Now he had that opportunity, and he didn't plan on missing it.
"What Lionel did was very wrong," explained Mr Button, frowning at the young man sitting beside his voluptuous stepmother. "And I could get into a lot of trouble for just ignoring the problem. But...I'm not an ogre. I don't want to see this poor boy's future education destroyed over one little...mistake."
"Can't you just give him a warning or something?" Jennifer looked at the overweight maths teacher pleadingly.
Mr Button gave her a patronizing smile. "Out of the question... unless you're prepared to be nice to me." Mr Button turned to Lionel. "Now Lionel, we made a deal did we not?"
Lionel blushed as the attention was turned on him for the first time since he and his stepmother had arrived at Mr Button's classroom. "Um...yeah."
Mr Button nodded and smiled in satisfaction. He turned and looked expectantly at Jennifer.
Jennifer's eyes narrowed as she glared at the horny teacher. She wondered if she could call his bluff.
Mr Button unlaced his fingers and held his hands up in an effort to look unthreatening. "I'm not asking for a lot here Mrs Gibson."
There was a moment's silence as the two of them stared each other down like a game of chicken. Lionel sat uncomfortably in his chair at Jennifer's side, wondering who would break first.
It was Jennifer. "One minute. And my shirt stays on."
Mr Button shook his head. "Ten minutes, and you're topless."
Jennifer balked at the thought of the old creep's hands on her exposed flesh. "No way in hell!"
Mr Button's gaze was on her chest yet again. "Are you wearing a bra?"
Jennifer scowled.
"Five minutes, and you can keep your bra on."
Jennifer paused, considering the asshole's terms. "Okay then, done," she might as well get this over and done with.
Mr Button glanced over at Lionel. "You can wait outside boy."
"No!" said Jennifer quickly. She didn't trust Mr Button one little bit, and didn't want to be alone with the old pervert. Besides, it was Lionel's fault she was having to do this, at the very least he should see the consequences of his actions.
"Fine," Mr Button gave a shrug. "He can time us."
Jennifer nodded in agreement.
"Bring your chair closer so I can reach you," instructed Mr Button. "Or come and sit on my lap if you want." He grinned, his teeth were slightly yellow and discoloured and Jennifer was suddenly relieved he wasn't asking her to kiss him.
The busty blonde pulled her chair up in front of where Mr Button was sitting, her knees almost touching his.
"Take your top off," instructed Mr Button, to Jennifer's disgust he rubbed his crotch through his suit pants, clearly aroused at the prospect of groping the buxom stepmother of his student.
Jennifer grabbed the bottom of her t-shirt. She glanced over at Lionel who was sitting awkwardly beside her, like he'd rather be any other place than here. She knew exactly how he felt. "Start the timer as soon as he touches me."
Lionel swallowed and nodded.
With a deep breath, Jennifer yanked her shirt up over her head. Beneath the t-shirt the busty young woman was wearing a black satin bra that encased her big breasts, pushing them up and together into a magnificent cleavage. The way her enormous melons were stuffed into the skimpy piece of lingerie meant that more of her firm round breasts were left bare than covered.
"Holy shit!" swore Mr Button in open admiration of the sight. Even Lionel sucked in a sharp breath as Jennifer revealed her glorious bra-clad hooters. For a brief moment Jennifer regretted insisting that her stepson stay in the room.
Mr Button leant forward slightly as he stared at Jennifer's substantial rack. "Dear Lord," he pulled a hanky from his pocket and mopped a few beads of sweat from his brow.
"Well?" asked Jennifer expectantly. "Let's get this over and done with."
"Urgh!" Mr Button gave a lustful grunt of appreciation as he reached out and cupped Jennifer's ample bra-clad breasts in his pudgy hands. The beautiful young blonde gave a wince as the old teacher roughly squeezed, his fingers sinking into the firm flesh of her bosom.
"Start the timer!" snapped Jennifer as she noticed that Lionel hadn't moved, and was busy staring at his teacher's hands moving over her chest without even looking at his watch.
Lionel gave an unintelligible grunt as he hurriedly tore his gaze away from Jennifer's rack and started the timer on his watch.
Mr Button groaned as his hands moved over the lovely young woman's tits. They felt wonderful, much bigger than his hands even, and incredibly firm. He couldn't believe that she'd actually agreed to let him touch them, this was without a doubt a dream come true.
The old teacher spread his legs wide so that he could shuffle closer, the inside of his right thigh pressing up against Jennifer's knees. He shifted his hands to cup the undersides of the blonde's heavy tits, sliding his thumbs across the smooth satin material of her bra. He could feel the hard jut of her nipples pressing through the satin as he rubbed his thumbs in a small circle over the middle of her breasts.
"So fucking nice," Mr Button groaned, squeezing hard on Jennifer's tits and watching the flesh well up above her bra as he compressed the lower part of her boobs in his hands. The old teacher's hands fisted over Jennifer's huge breasts, squeezing crudely and causing her to wince in pain.
"Careful!" the blonde snapped. "I'm attached to these things!"
Mr Button only moaned in reply, but he did ease up on his breast mauling. The horny teacher's fingertips slid almost tenderly over the upper, exposed swells of Jennifer's breasts, stroking the bare skin of her cleavage and causing a shiver to run down the young blonde's spine.
Jennifer frowned in disgust as she saw a dribble of saliva trickle from the corner of the old teacher's mouth as he stroked her ample melons. This was humiliating.
"They're so nice and big and soft," moaned Mr Button, spreading his fingers wide as he tried, unsuccessfully, to cover the entire expanse of Jennifer's breasts with his hands.
Jennifer glanced sideways and saw Lionel watching wide eyed from the seat beside her. As his teacher's hands squeezed and groped Jennifer's boobs, Lionel didn't even blink, his eyes locked onto her cleavage.
"How much longer?" asked Jennifer, snapping Lionel's attention back to his watch.
"Two minutes to go," replied Lionel, licking his lips and returning his gaze to Mr Button's fondling fingers.
"I can't believe I'm actually squeezing your titties!" murmured Mr Button, still drooling as his hands worked at Jennifer's chest.
The teacher's fingers found Jennifer's nipples, pinching the hard buds through the thin satin of her bra and giving them a twist.
Jennifer grimaced as the old man continued groping her immense boobs. He wasn't even looking up at her face; he looked almost hypnotised as he watched his own hands squeezing her big jugs and pinching her nipples through her bra. It seemed to Jennifer he would have been just as happy if she hadn't been in the room, he was only interested in her tits it seemed.
"Such nice tits," moaned Mr Button. He pressed his hands against the outsides of her heavy melons and squeezed her cleavage up and together. "I'd love to shove my hard cock between these puppies and fuck the shit out of your tits."
Jennifer blinked at the old teacher's harsh language, but they were almost done and then she could get the hell out of that classroom and never see this old prick again.
"You owe me big time for this," Jennifer muttered at Lionel.
The eighteen year old nodded quickly in agreement to his stepmother, his gaze flicking back to her bra-clad jubblies.
Mr Button cupped the lower part of Jennifer's tits and gave them a shake, watching with almost child-like relish as her boobs jiggled and shook across her chest.
"One minute left," called out Lionel.
"Uh!" Mr Button gave a groan and let go of her tits for a moment with his right hand and briefly rubbed and squeezed at his bulging crotch. "This is so good!" The old man's hands were immediately locked back onto Jennifer's chest, squeezing, fondling and groping to his heart's content.
By the time Lionel finally called the five minutes up, Jennifer was feeling thoroughly groped and violated, and her breasts were feeling rather sore. The busty blonde grabbed her t-shirt and immediately pulled it back on over her head.
Mr Button sat back in his chair and started to rub himself through his suit pants. He'd clearly enjoyed groping the much younger woman.
"Well I hope you had fun you pervert," snapped Jennifer, standing up and crossed her arms across her expansive chest.
"Oh, I have indeed Mrs Gibson," Mr Button leered up at her, still squeezing the bulge between his podgy thighs obscenely.
"Come on Lionel, we're leaving!" she snapped with a huff. Turning and hurrying out of the classroom. She was pretty sure that Mr Button was staring at her ass as she disappeared, so she tried to keep any sexy swaying to a minimum.
***
That was the last time Jennifer saw Maxwell Button...for the rest of that week.
On Monday, Jennifer was at work. The pretty twenty-six year old worked as the apparel manager in a large department store in the centre of the city. Jennifer was in charge of both the womens and menswear departments and had a number of retail assistants reporting to her.
The busty blonde was busy refolding some stock in the sales bin in the menswear section when she felt a hand on her ass. Jennifer immediately stiffened, resisting the urge to scream out as she didn't want to make a scene at work. She felt the hand squeeze as she spun around, intending to slap her groper.
To Jennifer's shock she turned to see none other than Mr Button, her stepson's mathematics teacher, smirking at her. Any thought of retaliation for the grope vanished as a chill went down her spine.
"Hello Miss Gibson," leered Mr Button. "Fancy meeting you here."
Jennifer's eyes were wild with anger. "What the hell are you doing here!?" she hissed. "And it's MRS Gibson."
Mr Button grinned, savouring her fury. "Lionel told me you worked here. I need some help finding some new pants."
Jennifer scowled, she was going to have to have some strong words with her stepson. "I'll find someone to assist you," she glanced around looking for one of her staff, preferable a male, but there was no one in immediate sight.
"No," insisted Mr Button. "You'll help me."
Jennifer frowned, hesitating a moment. Was he threatening her? "Very well," she replied stiffly. "Come this way."
Jennifer led the old man over to the pants and suits area of the store. "What sort of colour and style are you looking for?"
"Something cheap," replied the old teacher with a gruff chuckle.
Jennifer rolled her eyes as she directed Mr Button to some of their lower priced stock. "What about these?" she asked, gesturing towards some black suit pants.
Mr Button nodded. "They'll do."
Jennifer bent over to pick up one of the larger sized trousers from the bottom shelf. There was a loud smack as Mr Button's hand shot out and slapped Jennifer's firm round posterior.
The gorgeous blonde gasped and immediately straightened. "Cut it out!" she snapped in irritation. "I gave you what you wanted last week, so back off."
Mr Button smirked as he took the pants from her. "Where can I try them on?"
Jennifer sighed in annoyance and led him over to the men's changing rooms.
The fat old man stepped into the changing booth and then turned back to face Jennifer. "Can I get some help in here please?"
Jennifer paled. "What?"
"Come in here with me and help me," replied Mr Button, more firmly this time.
Jennifer looked at him in disgust. "No!"
Mr Button's eyes narrowed. "You'll get your sweet little ass in here right now!"
Jennifer felt her own anger returning. "Now look here you old pervert! You've had your fun with me last week, so just get the fuck out of my life!" Jennifer was livid, but kept her voice low as she didn't want to attract any attention.
Mr Button gave her a cloying smile. "No, that's not going to happen. You're going to come in here, close the door and give me a hand."
Jennifer scowled. "That's it! I'm calling security."
The old teacher sighed. "Fine. It's a real shame though..."
"What?" snapped Jennifer, hesitating a moment.



"Well, I'm sure that Lionel would have done brilliantly at Stanford. He's a good student. It's such a shame to waste all that potential over a few little pictures of some big titties."
Jennifer could have punched the old fart in the face right then. She clenched her jaw angrily instead. "If I come in there, then this is the last time. It has to end."
Mr Button beamed. "Of course."
Jennifer grimaced in distaste and stepped into the small changing cubicle with the overweight teacher, pulling the door shut behind her. In the small space she had to stand directly in front of Mr Button, his protruding belly less than half a foot away from her.
"You're such an asshole," muttered Jennifer as she immediately started unbuttoning the front of her blouse without needing to be asked.
The busty blonde pulled her top open, revealing her impressive set of tits, encased in a lacy white push up bra that did mind-boggling things with her cleavage.
"Oh my God," murmured Mr Button in absolute awe. He reached up and cupped Jennifer's big breasts in his podgy hands, giving them an exploratory squeeze. "They're even better than I remember."
Jennifer turned her head away from the teacher's bright red face, looking at the wall of the changing cubicle instead of his face as he fondled her extraordinary knockers through her bra.
"I believe you were going to help me with my pants?" said the teacher, glancing down meaningfully towards his crotch. His hands were still covering Jennifer's big breasts.
A look of shock and revulsion flashed across Jennifer's pretty face as she turned back to the old man. "What the hell are you suggesting?"
Mr Button smiled. "Undo my pants," he ordered calmly.
Jennifer swallowed, looking down towards her stepson's teacher's crotch. In actual fact his stomach was jutting out too far for her to see his crotch.
"Do it!" snapped Mr Button, using his most authoritative teacher tone of voice.
Jennifer's hands were shaking as she reached out and unbuttoned the front of his trousers. She could do this. She'd help him try on his new pants and he'd get his kicks and then leave her alone at last. Lionel would be okay and would get to go to college, and Trevor would never find out about any of it.
The pretty blonde store manager unzipped Mr Button's fly and his pants fell down around his ankles. Jennifer couldn't see a lot over the teacher's oversized gut, but it looked like he was wearing a pair of ancient stained y-fronts.
Mr Button's groping hands continued to roam over Jennifer's expansive bosom. "Reach in the front and take it out," he instructed.
Jennifer looked up at his face in disgust. "What?" she whispered, her voice almost leaving her.
"Take my cock out," growled the old teacher.
"No... I thought you just wanted to try on those pants."
Mr Button rolled his eyes. "You're such a stupid young woman," he gave her big tits an extra hard squeeze causing Jennifer to gasp in pain. "Put your hand in the front of my fucking underwear and pull out my cock!"
Jennifer shook her head in refusal. "This is so gross!"
"Do it!"
Jennifer gingerly reached out underneath his bulging belly and touched his crotch, fumbling for the gap in the front of his y-fronts. She grimaced as she felt his penis was erect, jutting against the front of his underwear.
"Oh God," whispered Jennifer as she slipped her soft hand into the front of Mr Button's underwear. "I can't believe I'm doing this."
Mr Button gave a moan as Jennifer's cool hand closed around his rigid erection and pulled it out through the front of his underwear.
The old teacher's cock was about average length but quite thick. And it was hard, very hard. Jennifer immediately let go once she'd got his penis out, resisting the urge to flee from the changing room.
"I didn't say you could let go," grumbled the fat old man, again giving Jennifer's hefty boobs a hard, painful squeeze.
Jennifer yelped and reached out, once again grabbing hold of Mr Button's penis in her soft hand. She looked slightly nauseated as she felt his cock twitch in her grip.
"I think you know what I want," barked Mr Button. He reached down, his large, meaty hand closing over Jennifer's much smaller one. Jennifer gave a small whimper as he forced her hand to slid back and forth on his hard shaft. After a few strokes he let go and the humiliated blonde continued to slowly stroke the controlling teacher's hard prick.
"That's good," breathed Mr Button as Jennifer stroked his erection in her soft hand. The teacher's hands shifted back to her outthrust rack, resuming his enthusiastic boob groping.
The old man gave a moan of pleasure as Jennifer sped up her stroking, her hand rapidly sliding up and down on his cock, starting to give him a handjob in earnest.
Mr Button's hands shifted up from her breasts, reaching for the shoulder straps of her lacy brassiere.
"W-what are you doing?" demanded Jennifer, her hand pausing it's stroking but not letting go of his thick cock.
"Do you want to get this over and done with before anyone stumbles in on us?" asked Mr Button with a knowing smirk. "This'll make it all go faster."
Jennifer nodded mutely and started to jerk him off once again.
The teacher gave a vulgar grin as he pushed the straps of her bra off her shoulders. He shifted his hands to the lacy cups and tugged them down, exposing Jennifer's impeccable bare breasts for the first time.
"Fucking hell!" breathed Mr Button in appreciation. Jennifer's tits were absolutely perfect. The vast, round melons were smooth and lightly tanned like the rest of her flawless skin. They barely sagged at all, despite their immense size, seeming to defy gravity, and they were topped with small dark nipples that jutted out, slightly erect in the cool air of the store.
"Such nice big titties," moaned Mr Button as his hands closed over the soft, warm globes. The old teacher gave a groan as he squeezed Jennifer's full melons, his fingers sinking deep into the firm flesh and causing Jennifer to wince.
The curvy blonde maintained her manual attentions of Mr Button's stiff cock, her hand a blur over the hard shaft as he fondled her bare breasts.
"So big," whispered Mr Button as he squeezed Jennifer's vast boobs. His hips were rocking back and forth as he pushed his cock forward into the young store manager's pumping fist.
Mr Button pinched and twisted Jennifer's hard nipples, tweaking them between his thumb and fingers.
"Oh God!" groaned the old pervert as Jennifer's hand furiously jerked him off. "I'm gonna cum soon."
Jennifer appeared a little relieved at this and increased the pace of her frantic stroking, her other hand reaching up to toy with his hairy old testicles.
"I'm gonna cum soon," he repeated, tugging on Jennifer's nipples. "You'd better get your mouth down there quick or I'll make a big mess."
"What?" gasped Jennifer in surprise.
"You don't want me to squirt all over your skirt, or all over the changing room do you?"
Jennifer's eyes showed her panic. She stopped moving her hand on the old teacher's cock.
Mr Button wasn't to be denied. He pushed away Jennifer's hand and grabbed hold of his own erection, pumping it in his podgy fist.
"Kneel down if you don't want a mess."
Jennifer didn't have time to think of an alternative. The flustered beauty dropped to her knees at Mr Button's feet. Before she could blink the depraved old bugger thrust his hard cock into her mouth.
Jennifer's eyes went wide as his thick shaft stretched her lips wide and slid across her tongue and deep into her mouth.
"Oh fuck!" Mr Button gave a short grunt of pleasure at the feel of his cock in her warm mouth and then he immediately started spurting. His stubby prick lurched on Jennifer's tongue and thick ropes of his foul cum flooded her stunned mouth.
Jennifer's face filled with alarm as she hurriedly swallowed down his spurting seed, almost gagging on his filthy jism.
"Ahhh yes!" groaned the old teacher in bliss. He grabbed the top of Jennifer's head and held her face in against his groin, his cock still pumping his copious load down her throat.
The old man's hips twitched as he emptied himself into the reluctant mouth of the gorgeous blonde at his feet.
Jennifer finally came off his cock coughing for air and Mr Button leant back against the wall of the changing room, his spent penis dangling between them, the tip sticky with the last drops of his climax.
"You're a fucking asshole," she snapped angrily as she wiped her mouth with the back of one hand, an expression of great disgust on her face.
She got to her feet to get away from the sight of the old bastard's wilting prick and then stuffed her copious breasts back into the lace cups of her brassiere.
"This is over for real this time!" she insisted as she hurriedly buttoned up her blouse.
Mr Button nodded wearily. "That hit the spot. Now are you going to help me try on this new pair of pants or what?"
Jennifer muttered something angrily in disgust and hurried out of the changing room, leaving her stepson's half dressed teacher by himself.
***
A week later...
"You said what!?" shrieked Jennifer Gibson in horror. It was deja vu.
Lionel swallowed and looked down at his feet. "I said you'd go on a date with Mr Button."
Jennifer was bewildered. "Why on earth would you do that?"
"He made me," whined Lionel. "Mr Button said if I didn't get you to go out with him that he'd get me expelled. I thought it was all over when you let him touch your boobs, but he said he wanted just this one more thing."
Jennifer sighed. She assumed that Lionel had no idea about her run in with Mr Button at work last week. The horny old teacher had taken his blackmail to a whole new level and a quick titty grope was the least of her worries.
"Where does he want to go?" she asked, shaking her head. She had to think of a way to stop this or the situation would keep escalating and she'd probably end up having to fuck the fat, old son of a bitch.
"He said the movies," replied Lionel. At least her stepson had the decency to look ashamed of the situation he got her into. "He's making me buy the tickets, he said he wanted seats in the back row... and popcorn."
"Bastard," Jennifer swore. "Well, I'm not going there alone with him."
"Please," begged Lionel. "You have to go."
"I'll go," Jennifer assured her stepson. "But you're coming too." Hopefully that might stop or at least delay the worst of Mr Button's lecherous advances.
***
"You hold the popcorn boy, I need to get my hands on some other goodies," announced Maxwell Button as he reached past Jennifer and shoved the large tub of popcorn into Lionel's hands.
Jennifer grimaced as Mr Button then grabbed her big boobs, squeezing one in each hand through the white t-shirt she was wearing.
"Careful, someone might see," the busty blonde grimaced as the old man ardently mauled at her tits.
"Keep quiet and no one will look," snapped back Mr Button. To his credit he'd picked an unpopular documentary and the theatre was almost empty. At least Jennifer was saved the indignity of being seen in public with the disgusting old prick.
Jennifer bit her lip and endured the overweight teacher's groping in silence. Mr Button gave a small moan as he massaged the shapely blonde's expansive bosom through her t-shirt.
"These puppies are amazing," breathed Mr Button, giving the well-rounded orbs a firm squeeze. He looked past her to Lionel. "You should have a feel boy."
Lionel gave his teacher a startled look. "W-what?"
"No!" snapped Jennifer quickly.
"Go on," urged Mr Button. "They're marvellous. She's your stepmother right? Not your real mom?"
Lionel nodded. The eighteen year old was clearly worried, although his gaze dropped to Mr Button's hands roaming over his stepmother's ample rack.
"Stop it Mr Button," warned Jennifer, this was not why she'd insisted that Lionel came with her to the so-called 'date'.
Lionel's teacher chuckled. "It'll be an educational experience for him. Have you ever touched a pair of tits before?"
Lionel shook his head, squirming a little in his seat.
"Well, trust me boy, these babies are exceptional." Mr Button gave Jennifer's sizeable bosom one last pat and then dropped his hands away from her bust to make room for Lionel.
Jennifer rolled her eyes in disgust. "I doubt you've touched very many yourself, you old bastard."
Mr Button bristled a little at that. "Lionel!" he snapped. "If you don't touch your stepmother's tits right now I'll have you expelled."
Lionel's eyes went wide in distress. He looked anxiously towards Jennifer.
Jennifer looked furious. "Fine. Do it."
Lionel licked his lips and reached up towards his stepmother's expansive chest with one trembling hand.
"You're an asshole Mr Button," she hissed at the old teacher as her stepson started to grope her.
Lionel gave a small moan as his hand touched Jennifer's ample right breast. The eighteen year old's hand looked small against the backdrop of Jennifer's vast boob, and recently Jennifer had been used to seeing Mr Button's podgy fingers helping themselves to her watermelons.
"Squeeze them," urged Mr Button. "Have a good feel."
Lionel's fingers sunk into the firm globe of Jennifer's right breast as he gave her big tit a squeeze. Jennifer closed her eyes as Lionel almost tenderly groped her right breast and then shifted his hand over to her left for a comparing squeeze and feel.
"That's enough," snapped Jennifer after enduring Lionel's touch for a few moments longer. Her stepson immediately pulled his hand away.
"How'd they feel?" asked Mr Button, putting his arm familiarly around Jennifer's shoulder as and pulled her a little closer, as if she was his girlfriend or something.
Lionel's eyes were wide, like a deer caught in the headlights. "Good."
Mr Button chuckled. "Trust me, they're more than just good. Did it get your cock hard?"
Lionel fidgeted in his seat in embarrassment.
"Feel his cock Miss Gibson, see if he's hard," urged Mr Button, leering at her.
Jennifer paled. "That's taking it too far Mr Button."
The old teacher chuckled. "I'm not asking you to give him a handjob. Just reach down there and tell me if he's hard or not."
Jennifer's nostrils flared slightly, but she did as instructed, gingerly dipping her hand between Lionel's thighs to touch his crotch. Jennifer sucked in a sharp breath as she felt the shaft of his erection straining against his jeans and filling her palm.
"Well?" demanded Mr Button impatiently. "Does he have a stiffy?"
Jennifer shook her head. "No." she whispered.
Mr Button chuckled. "Liar," he whispered into her ear.
To both Jennifer and Lionel's relief, Mr Button turned his attention back to Jennifer, dropping his fleshy hand down onto her knee, squeezing her firm thigh through her jeans.
"You should've worn a skirt," he complained, running his palm up her thigh.
Jennifer ignored his complaint. She figured that if she was wearing a skirt his hand would probably be stuffed up it by now.
Mr Button leant in close and kissed Jennifer on her cheek, sending a shiver down her spine. The voluptuous blonde stiffened as her fat 'date' nuzzled her ear and then kissed her neck. She could feel his coarse white moustache tickling her.
"Mmm," Mr Button gave a small contented mumble as his tongue came out, licking Jennifer's earlobe and causing her skin to crawl. She could smell his nasty breath waft across her face as he licked her cheek.
"What are you doing?" she hissed at him.
Mr Button ignored her and reached up, touching her cheek and turning her head to face him. Jennifer gave a look of distress as the red faced old man leant in for a kiss.
The busty blonde tried to lean away but was too slow. Mr Button planted his mouth over hers, letting out a throaty moan as he pushed his repulsive tongue in. Jennifer moaned in distress as the old man pushed his mouth harder against hers and his slimy tongue wormed around inside her mouth.
For almost two minutes they made out, Jennifer writhed in her seat, resisting the urge to push him away as the old man slobbered into her mouth. One of his hands was quickly back up to her chest, squeezing and groping her big tits as he assaulted her soft mouth with his.
When they finally broke off their 'passionate' kiss they were both breathless.
"You certainly know how to show a guy a good time on a date," remarked Mr Button with a lewd wink.
Jennifer shook her head in amazement; she wasn't sure how to respond.
The hoary old teacher shuffled in his seat, spreading his flabby thighs wider. "How about you get that sweet mouth of yours down into my lap?"
Jennifer immediately felt sick.
"Oh come on now," said Mr Button, smiling lewdly. "It wouldn't be the first time my cock went in your pretty little mouth, now would it?"
Jennifer glanced sharply back at Lionel, but he didn't show any particular reaction to Mr Button's disclosure. The buxom beauty took a deep breath to steel herself and then leant over Mr Button's lap, reaching into his crotch and unfastening the front of his pants.
As Jennifer reached inside and tugged out Mr Button's erect penis she glanced up at Lionel. Her stepson was watching her with wide eyed amazement.
"Watch the movie Lionel," she instructed. The last thing she wanted was for her stepson to see her sucking off his teacher. But she probably should have thought about that before she'd insisted he came along with her.
She stroked Mr Button's stiff cock in her hand as she watched to make sure that Lionel turned his attention back to the screen. When she was satisfied he wasn't looking, her slid her mouth down over the head of Mr Button's stout prick.
"Oh fuck yes!" groaned Mr Button as Jennifer's warm mouth slid down his hard cock. The busty babe's lips slid most of the way down his shaft, the head of his dick nudging right into the back of her mouth.
The overweight teacher slumped back in his seat, dropping a hand onto the top of Jennifer's head as she started to bob over his lap, the tight seal of her lips sliding rapidly up and down on his erection and her tongue working dexterously at the shaft of his prick. He was in absolute heaven.
Jennifer moaned around the mouthful of dick, her cheeks hollowing as she worked Mr Button's cock with all her oral abilities. She was determined to once again get their encounter over and done with as quickly as possible.
As Jennifer sucked forcefully on Mr Button's erection, she slid one hand up along his inner thigh and used her fingertips to gently stroke and tease his hairy balls, adding to his stimulation.
The hand on the top of Jennifer's head pushed down, urging her to take his cock deeper into her hotly sucking mouth. Jennifer moaned again, her lips stretched wide around the base of his shaft as the teacher forced her face right down into his lap.
Mr Button reached over and slapped Jennifer's denim clad posterior with his free hand. The smacking noise made Lionel turn his attention briefly back to his stepmother and teacher, the teenager's eyes going wide at the sight of the sexy blonde giving vigorous head to the ugly older man.
"You like her ass?" asked Mr Button. "Give it a squeeze too."
This time Lionel didn't seek Jennifer's permission, not that she was in any position to give it. He reached down from behind her and cupped her right buttock in his palm, giving it a firm squeeze through her jeans.
"Nice eh?" remarked Mr Button, his hand still on the top of Jennifer's bobbing head, urging her to move faster up and down on his hard prick. "Slip you hand down the back of her jeans and feel the real thing boy."
Jennifer moaned in protest, but Mr Button kept her head pushed down hard into his lap, his hard cock stuffing her mouth. She moaned a second time as she felt Lionel move his hand down inside her jeans and slide over the smooth expanse of her round buttock. She was wearing a pink thong so there was nothing between his palm and the warm skin of her ass-cheek.



Jennifer felt Lionel's hand pull back out from the back of her jeans and then Mr Button's hands on the top of her head urging her mouth to pump faster over his cock.
The blonde babe gagged a little as the teacher shoved his cock right into her throat, but she managed to keep sucking as Mr Button pushed harder on the top of her head.
Suddenly Mr Button gave a groan and his cock convulsed against Jennifer's tongue, spurting uncontrollably into her sucking mouth.
The old teacher rocked back in his seat and tightly gripped the top of Jennifer's head by a handful of her blonde locks, holding her head in place as he emptied his abundant load down her throat.
Jennifer swallowed desperately, drinking down every drop of his seed to avoid choking on it.
Only when he was completely spent did Mr Button let go of Jennifer's head and she could sit back up again.
Jennifer reached over and grabbed a handful of popcorn from the tub in Lionel's lap, eager to get rid of the taste of Mr Button's awful spunk from her mouth. The eighteen year old didn't turn his attention away from the movie screen, doing his best to pretend he hadn't seen what his teacher had made her do.
***
"We need to talk," announced Jennifer as she and Lionel arrived back from her 'date' with Mr Button.
Lionel looked like he was going to be sick. "I know, I'm so sorry I groped you."
Jennifer shook her head. "No, not that, don't worry about it. We need to talk about Mr Button. This can't continue."
"Oh..." murmured Lionel, he paused for a moment. "You really don't mind that I felt you up?"
Jennifer rolled her eyes in exasperation. "Lionel, I know it wasn't your fault. We both did things tonight that we didn't want to do."
Lionel swallowed and nodded glumly.
Jennifer noticed uncomfortably that Lionel was looking at her chest. She crossed her arms in a feeble attempt to cover her substantial bosom.
"We need to stop him. I'm not prepared to keep on letting him... get his kicks... from using me."
Lionel nodded. "I know. But what can we do? He'll expel me if you don't let him touch you."
Jennifer frowned. "He did more than just touching tonight."
"I know."
***
"Well, do I look tempting enough?" asked Jennifer, twirling around to give her eighteen year old stepson a good look at her outfit.
Lionel's jaw hit the floor at the sight of Jennifer. The shapely twenty-six year old was wearing the tiniest black skirt that Lionel had ever seen. It was little more than a belt, barely covering her ass, and as she spun around Lionel got a glimpse of the crease of her round buttock at the top of her thighs. The skimpy miniskirt left the beautiful blonde's impossibly long and slender legs on display, and she was wearing impractically high black heeled shoes that accentuated her magnificent pins.
The top part of Jennifer's incredibly sexy outfit was a small, blue denim waistcoat that left her tanned, flat stomach bare and scarcely buttoned up over her astonishing cleavage. Lionel could see more than a hint of the lacy white push-up bra that Jennifer was wearing beneath the waistcoat and her substantial tits looked as magnificent as ever.
Lionel didn't think she could have looked sexier if she'd been naked. She was a glorious vision of pure lust.
Jennifer beamed, apparently pleased by her stepson's stunned reaction. "Let's go. We've got work to do."
***
"Lionel? Miss Gibson?" remarked Maxwell Button in surprise as the pair walked into his classroom just as he was shutting up for the day. The old teacher's eyes went wide as he saw how Jennifer was dressed.
"Mrs Gibson," corrected Jennifer, approaching the overweight, bald, old man. The heels of her shoes were so high that she could only manage to totter along sexily at a slow pace, accentuating the suggestive sway of her shapely hips.
Mr Button frowned, his gaze roving slowly over the sexy blonde's incredibly long legs and expansive cleavage. "Er... what can I do for you?"
"Lionel told me that you wanted to see me," replied Jennifer, leaning on the edge of Mr Button's desk, jutting one hip out invitingly to highlight the enchanting curves of her hourglass figure.
Mr Button glanced over at Lionel in surprise. "I did?...oh, of course, that's right." He was apparently not about to look a gift horse in the mouth.
The hoary old teacher leant forwards, running his palm up along the outside of Jennifer's bare thigh, sliding his hand over her smooth, soft skin from just above her knee, right up to the top of her thigh. Jennifer even smiled down at him as his chubby hand disappeared up the side of her short, black skirt and roved over her bare hip beneath her skirt.
"I think you're going to do brilliantly at Stanford, Lionel," said Mr Button as his hand reached around, sliding over the smooth expanse of Jennifer's buttock. She was only wearing a g-string beneath her ultra-short skirt, as the old teacher's palm glided across the bare skin of her ass cheek he gave a small murmur of appreciation.
Mr Button licked his upper lip, the tip of his tongue running along his moustache. He gave Jennifer's ass a firm squeeze beneath her skirt, admiring the firmness of her tightly toned buttock.
"Come here," murmured the overweight teacher, pulling Jennifer closer by the hand on her bum. She shuffled towards him, almost stumbling on her ridiculously high heeled shoes.
Once she was directly in front of his seat, Mr Button slid his other hand up the back her other leg, reaching up under her skirt so that he had a buttock in each hand.
"God you're fucking sexy," breathed Mr Button, his hands kneading Jennifer's firm ass cheeks. He looked up at the blonde's pretty face, he could barely see her beyond the outthrust shelf of her bosom.
"Take off her top for me Lionel," ordered Mr Button.
"What?" asked the eighteen year old in surprise.
"You heard me," snapped the teenager's teacher.
Lionel nodded and anxiously stepped up behind his stepmother. He reached around her and started to unbutton the denim waistcoat she was wearing, being careful not to touch her breasts as she undressed her.
There were only a few buttons and then he pulled it off her shoulders, revealing the lacy white bra that barely covered her gloriously big hooters.
"Lovely," breathed Mr Button, immediately letting go of Jennifer's ass and reaching up to squeeze her large rack. His chubby fingers sunk deep into the firm globes of Jennifer's bra-clad melons.
"Check out her ass boy," Mr Button instructed Lionel.
Lionel, still standing behind his stepmother, looked down at her tight round rump.
"No, take a good look," urged Mr Button, still squeezing Jennifer's big boobs with both hands. "Lift up her skirt and check it out."
Lionel swallowed and carefully took hold of the back of Jennifer's incredibly short skirt between his thumb and forefinger. He pulled the hem up, revealing the smooth sphere's of her toned buttocks, framed by her skimpy thong.
"Wow," blurted the eighteen year old, his eyes wide at the spectacular sight of Jennifer's ass.
"Touch it," commanded Mr Button. "Go on, give her ass a slap."
Lionel cautiously reached down and lightly patted Jennifer's right buttock, his breathing quickening as he touched the warm, bare skin.
"No, give it a decent whack!"
Lionel's hand came back and then he smacked his hand hard onto Jennifer's ass, causing her to jump slightly.
Mr Button's laughed at her reaction, giving her generous breasts another firm squeeze, enjoying the expression of discomfort on the attractive blonde's face.
"Take off her panties," Mr Button ordered.
"W-what?" Lionel looked a little shocked at the request.
"Don't be a prick," complained Jennifer. "Lionel can wait outside while you get your rocks off."
Mr Button wasn't listening to them. "Lionel! Take off her panties now!"
"Yes sir," Lionel bent down and reached up under Jennifer's skirt for the sides of her g-string. He gingerly tugged it down past her hips, letting the skimpy piece of lacy lingerie slide down her long legs to fall on the floor around her ankles. Jennifer stepped out of her panties and kicked them aside.
Mr Button grinned, his hands leaving Jennifer's tits at last. The horny old man slipped one hand up between Jennifer's sleek thighs, his fingertips rubbing across the slit of Jennifer's cunt and causing her to gasp loudly. It was the first time he'd touched that most intimate part of Jennifer's body.
"Oh yeah!" moaned Mr Button as he poked one finger up inside Jennifer's snatch. The beautiful blonde gasped as he crudely penetrated her.
"M-Mr Button," begged Jennifer as the ancient pervert sawed the finger in and out of her cunt. "Let Lionel leave. I don't want him here for this."
The old teacher ignore her. "Take off her bra Lionel."
Lionel nodded, his shaking hands reaching for the straps of the busty woman's bra. The eighteen year old unhooked the clips and then pushed it off her shoulders, the smooth round orbs of her tits bursting free.
"Fuck," swore Mr Button in admiration, his podgy finger slipping out of Jennifer's twat. "Have you seen these puppies in the flesh?"
Lionel shook his head.
"Sit on the desk," Mr Button instructed Jennifer as he stood up himself.
The topless blonde did as she was told, arching her back slightly so that her ample knockers jutted out invitingly from her chest.
Mr Button immediately reached up and pinched Jennifer's nipples, twisting and flicking them until they stiffened. Standing beside his teacher, Lionel watched on in wide-eyed awe.
"Have a feel," urged Mr Button.
Lionel's hands were trembling as they gently cupped Jennifer's warm, bare breasts. "Oh wow!" moaned the teenager as he gave her big tits a soft squeeze, Jennifer's hardened nipples jutting into his palms. He shifted his grip, brushing his thumbs across her nipples and squeezing the sides of her big tits.
"Lionel, stop!" Jennifer suddenly interrupted.
Lionel stopped squeezing but his hands were still on her tits so Jennifer had to reach up and push them away.
"What the hell are you doing?" growled Mr Button, not liking her sudden attempt at asserting control over the situation.
"Here's the deal you pervert," proclaimed Jennifer. "You can fuck me, I'll let you do whatever dirty things you want to do to me, but I'm not doing them in front of my stepson. Lionel leaves. He can wait in your office or something, and then you'll get more than just a little head. I'll even pretend to enjoy it."
Mr Button paused, staring at the drop dead gorgeous blonde leaning on the desk in front of him. Jennifer's enormous breasts rose and fell as she breathed heavily, her hard nipples jutted out stiffly towards him. The buxom beauty's long legs were crossed in front of her, access to that sweet pussy he'd just fingered was blocked.
The horny old man licked his lips. "You'll let me cum inside you?"
Jennifer nodded.
"Go," Mr Button whispered to Lionel, jerking his thumb over his shoulder towards his office at the back of the classroom. The old teacher's voice was slightly hoarse and his gaze didn't leave Jennifer's spectacular body.
Lionel nodded quickly and hurried out of the classroom, shutting the door behind him.
Jennifer smiled. "So how do you want me?"
Mr Button was leering wordlessly at her, seemingly amazed that she was offering herself completely to him. The old teacher took a handkerchief from his shirt pocket and wiped his sweating brow. He stuffed it back into his pocket and then reached down and unzipped the front of his trousers.
The old teacher let his pants fall to his ankles, quickly followed by his ancient-looking y-fronts, finally standing in front of Jennifer bottomless. He stepped out of the discarded clothing, still wearing socks pulled up to his knees and shoes, but his flabby thighs and hairy genitals left bare. Mr Button's thick, rigid erection poked from the grey bush of his pubes, immediately drawing Jennifer's gaze and turning her stomach.
Mr Button stepped forward, closing the gap between them. He reached up and grabbed Jennifer by the head, pulling her in towards him as his mouth opened and plunged towards hers. Jennifer winced as the old bastard's mouth pressed roughly against hers, his intruding tongue forcing it's way between her closed lips.
The busty blonde could feel the old teacher's erection rubbing into her smooth, firm thigh as they embraced, and her bare breasts squashed hard up against his chest. Mr Button moaned into her mouth as they kissed, his big gut crushing against her. The old lech slid a hand down her back and up under her short skirt, grabbing her ass and pulling her harder against him, his throbbing erection pushing between her thighs.
They broke off breathlessly and Mr Button slumped down into his chair. "Suck me," he ordered, gesturing for Jennifer to go down on him.
Jennifer took a deep breath to steel herself and went to her knees in front of the old teacher. She reached up and softly squeezed his hard cock, glancing back over her shoulder towards the door to Mr Button's office to make sure that Lionel had gone.
"Do it!" urged the perverted teacher, his cock pulsing in Jennifer's hand.
The busty blonde gave a sigh of defeat and then dipped her head down into Mr Button's lap. Her soft lips parted as her mouth slid over the swollen head of the teacher's old cock and her tongue swirled around the end of his shaft.
"Oh fuck!" Mr Button gave a loud groan of satisfaction as Jennifer slid her mouth down his prick, taking him deep into her warm, wet mouth and sucking forcefully on his entire length. The old bastard tightly gripped the arms of his chair as the young woman bobbed her head over his lap, her mouth sliding up and down his erection.
"That's good," groaned Mr Button, stroking the side of Jennifer's face as her mouth moved over his prick. "Suck that cock baby."
Jennifer made a loud slurping noise as she sucked harder on his cock, her cheeks hollowing and her head nodding faster over his lap.
Mr Button gave a loud groan as Jennifer expertly sucked his cock.
"Stop!" he suddenly ordered, breathing heavily as Jennifer's hot mouth popped off the tip of his dick.
Mr Button grabbed the base of his erection and rubbed the tip of his cock across Jennifer's smooth cheek, leaving a shining trail of precum.
"Damn, you're beautiful," he murmured, lightly tapping the end of his cock against her nose. "Bend over the desk," he ordered her.
As Jennifer turned around and leant over the edge of his desk, Mr Button struggled to lift his bulk up to a standing position. When he got in position behind her, Jennifer's smooth round ass was jutting invitingly out towards him, her short skirt bunched up around her hips leaving it exposed.
Mr Button reached out and ran both hands over the smooth expanse of Jennifer's buttocks, sliding his hands up to grip her firmly by her shapely hips.
"I'm going to fuck you now," he whispered, shuffling forwards and lining the trembling head of his cock up with her uncovered pussy.
Jennifer gasped as the old teacher effortlessly pushed his stubby erection forward, sliding deep into her moist snatch. The teacher gave a grunt as his cock bottomed out, his hips nudging into the soft cheeks of Jennifer's ass, the lips of her vulva tightly clutching at his hard shaft.
"Oh fuck!" groaned Mr Button, holding Jennifer in place, enjoying the sensation of being enveloped in her tight, young cunt. "I'm inside you!"
"Hurry up and fuck me!" groaned Jennifer, clearly wanting to get it over and done with.
Mr Button gave another moan as he slowly started to pump his hips and slide his hard dick back and forth into Jennifer's snug pussy.
"Oh God!" he groaned as he started to fuck her. The smooth expanse of Jennifer's flawless bare back was stretched out across the desk in front of him. He could see the sides of her ample breasts as they were flattened onto the top of his desk. Mr Button gave a grunt as he watched his own cock pumping against into her tight pussy, seemingly disappearing into the lush globes of her ass from his viewpoint behind her.
Jennifer moaned as the old man started to increase his pace, his flabby hips slapping against her toned ass as he drove his cock harder into her tight pussy.
"Fuck, you're tight!" groaned Mr Button, shunting Jennifer forwards against the edge of the desk as he fucked her. His face was redder than ever as he slammed against the busty blonde, stabbing his erection rapidly into her obliging pussy.
The old teacher was breathing erratically as he thrust against the gorgeous younger woman, the classroom filled with the sounds of moaning, panting and slapping flesh.
"Not much longer," gasped Mr Button, his balls churning as Jennifer's pussy clutched tightly at his pistoning organ. "I'm gonna fill you up with my seed!"
The old man gave a loud bellow of pleasure as he unleashed. He clutched Jennifer's ass tightly into his hips as his cock surged up inside her, the hard shaft swelling as his hot cum spurted from the tip, shooting deep into her pussy.
Jennifer cried out as well as she felt his cum flooding her pussy, the old man's cock heaving inside her cunt as he emptied his copious load into her.
"Fuck yes!" gasped Mr Button, his face contorting as he spent himself into the magnificent young blonde.
When he was finally empty, he staggered back a step, his cock slipping from her dripping cunt. The old teacher dropped breathlessly back into his chair, once again reaching for his hanky to wipe his sweaty forehead.
"That was wonderful," he breathlessly told his student's young stepmother.
Jennifer lifted herself up from the desk, turning back towards Mr Button, covering her exposed breasts with one arm.
Mr Button nodded down towards his spent cock. It was slick with their combined juices and starting to wilt. "Lick me clean," he ordered.
Jennifer looked up at him in surprise, she'd thought her ordeal was over.
"Use your mouth to clean me," demanded the teacher.
Jennifer glanced over towards his office, the door was still closed and Lionel inside.
The beautiful blonde gave a reluctant nod and went back to her knees in front of the fat old teacher. She grimaced in distaste as she gingerly lifted his slimy cock between her thumb and forefinger and then bent down, sucking it into her mouth and using her mouth and saliva to clean off any trace of her pussy or his spent semen.
Once it was clean she sat back on her heels, looking around for her bra.
"Well done," murmured Mr Button, looking very pleased with himself. "Lionel! You can get back in here boy."
As Jennifer pulled her bra back on, slipping the heavy orbs into their lace cups and hooking the straps up behind her back, Lionel returned to the room, taking in the sight of Mr Button sitting bottomless in his chair and his stepmother getting dressed.
"You all set?" asked Jennifer as she grabbed her discarded waistcoat.
The eighteen year old nodded.
Mr Button hadn't moved from his chair, making no effort to get dressed again. "I want you back here tomorrow Miss Gibson," he told her, a smarmy smile plastered over his face. "We're gonna have a lot of fun you and me."
"Yes sir," replied Jennifer submissively.
"I don't want you to wear a bra tomorrow, and I think I might try out your ass. I bet it's even tighter than that sweet pussy," continued the old teacher. "Bring Lionel along as well. He can help undress you for me. I might even let him try out your mouth." Mr Button turned to his teenage student. "How would like her to suck your cock boy?"
Lionel nodded, his eyes wide.
Mr Button's grin widened. "Good man. She gives great head. We're gonna have a lot of fun with her."
Jennifer swallowed her angry, turning to her stepson. "Come on Lionel, we're leaving!" she snapped.



They quickly left the classroom, leaving Mr Button sitting half naked in his chair and very satisfied.
Jennifer paused in the car park when they reached the car.
"Did you delete the evidence?" she asked Lionel, her voice filled with anticipation.
The eighteen year old grinned and nodded. "And I planted a few little incriminating pictures in his personal folder."
Jennifer smiled. "You're a genius. You will do great at university."
Lionel looked proud of himself.
"High five!" said Jennifer, lifting her hand up.
Their hands slapped together in the air between them, Lionel's hand slipped past hers and accidentally landed right on her chest, over her right breast. Jennifer looked down at her chest in surprise to see Lionel's hand cupping her boob through her denim waistcoat. She raised an eyebrow in surprise. Lionel gave her plump melon a slight squeeze before retracting his hand.
Jennifer paused for a moment more and then shook her head and turned back to the car, unlocking the door without another word.
Lionel walked around to the other side of the car and climbed in beside her.
"Trevor doesn't have to know anything about this right?" Jennifer asked, turning towards her stepson.
Lionel gave a sly smile as he deliberately lowered his gaze down to her cleavage.
THE END
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Steven Harper groaned as he slammed his hand down on the snooze button of his alarm clock. Another day had begun.
The twenty two year old climbed reluctantly out of bed and headed for the bathroom to get ready for work. Steven was average in almost every way. Average looking, average height (if you were generous) and average personality. He worked for a construction company as the personal secretary to the boss and owner. It was a slightly unusual job for a male, and Steven regularly got a hard time from the other workers there, but in these tough times he was just glad to have a job full stop.
He got out of the shower, dried off, brushed his teeth and hair, clipped a couple of loose nostril hairs from his nose, sprayed on some deodorant and then got dressed. As usual he wore a pair of black suit pants and a bright red polo shirt with the construction company logo on the breast.
Steven considered his reflection in the bathroom mirror for a moment. His hairline was definitely receding too much for a twenty two year old, and his almost non-existent chin made him look weak. At least he had nice eyes, or so his ex-girlfriend Sally had always told him. Right up until she'd dumped him six weeks ago.
With a sigh, he left the bathroom, heading for the front door. Steven never bothered with breakfast, and usually grabbed a Starbucks coffee on his way to work.
In the lounge there was a rather busty young blonde woman tied to a chair wearing a set of lacy white lingerie. Her ankles and knees were tied with rope and her hands were handcuffed tightly behind her back. She was gagged with a black ball-gag and had a slightly wild eyed expression of alarm on her face when she saw Steven enter the room.
Steven paused, looking over at her. She was prettier than the models Angus usually used, and she had a decent sized rack on her. Steven's room-mate Angus used their apartment for his work -- photographing bondage models for some dodgy website.
Steven approached the tied up blonde and regarded her thoughtfully for a moment. Then he reached down and cupped her large, bra-clad breasts with both hands, giving the ample orbs an exploratory squeeze.
The girl gave a muffled moan of protest, the ball-gag doing its job and keeping her complaints hushed.
Steven groped her boobs for a moment more and then gave her a pat on the head before departing. She'd probably complain to Angus when he got back, but by the time Steven got home from work she'd be long gone.
Opportunities like that was the main reason Steven put up with his rather strange room-mate.
Following his typical daily routine, Steven took the number 16 bus to work, stopping at the Starbucks just down the street from the office to grab a coffee. As usual, he tried to hit on the pretty redheaded barista, and as usual, she shot him down.
He got to the office a few minutes early and printed off his boss's diary for the day. Steven's boss, Trevor Mason, owned Mason Construction. Steven had worked for Trevor for just over three years, and in general, he got on well with the middle aged, ex-builder.
In fact, aside from the jokes about male secretaries from the other workers, Steven really liked his job. The only thing he felt a little guilty about was when he had to cover for Mr Mason's extra-curricular activities.
Trevor Mason had an absolutely drop-dead gorgeous wife called Lucy. Steven had met her only a couple of times, but each time he'd been stunned at how beautiful she was. However, despite his ridiculously attractive young wife, Trevor had, at last count, three girlfriends.
Unlike his rather average secretary, Trevor Mason was a remarkably handsome man, not to mention a rich one, which probably explained his constant success with the ladies. If anything, he was too successful for his own good, or at least the good of his marriage.
Steven himself couldn't understand why Trevor would want to cheat when he had such a sexy wife, but he seemed to be unable to stop himself. The number of different women that Steven had seen come to visit Trevor over the past three years was astounding, each one more beautiful than the last, although, in Steven's opinion, none quite as lovely as Trevor's actual wife, Lucy.
Trevor had even asked Steven to rent an apartment for one of his current mistresses; a tall, leggy brunette called Mandy. Not only had Steven arranged the rental, he'd also had to hide the costs in the company books so that Trevor's wife Lucy wouldn't spot the money coming out of Trevor's personal account.
When Trevor had made the request, it had made Steven feel quite uncomfortable, but with the economy in such a bad state, Steven couldn't risk losing his job. Plus, knowing his boss's dirty secrets had to help his job security right?
Steven was just getting to the bottom of his coffee when Mr Mason arrived at the office.
The usually immaculate Trevor Mason looked somewhat dishevelled this morning. He was unshaven and his rumpled shirt looked like the same one he'd had on the previous day. And, most unusually, he wasn't wearing a tie. He always wore a tie.
"Steve. In my office. We need to speak," he snapped as he breezed past.
Steven frowned, quickly gulping down the last dregs of his coffee and following Trevor into his office.
"What's up boss?" he asked.
"Shut the door Steve," instructed Trevor, running a hand through his short brown hair with obvious anxiety.
Steven pushed the door shut, feeling a little anxious himself.
Trevor glanced at his watch. "In the next hour or so you're probably going to get a call from my wife," began the handsome manager. "When she asks, I need you to tell her that Mandy is your girlfriend."
Steven was startled, that was the last thing he'd been expecting. "My girlfriend?"
Trevor nodded. "This is very important Steve. You need to tell my wife that Mandy is with you."
Steven frowned. "But why?"
Trevor sighed in frustration. "Shit Steve, you know how this goes. Lucy caught us."
"You and Mandy? But what..."
"She got a photo. I don't know how, but she did," explained Trevor, he sounded a little frantic.
Steven was still a little lost. "How does me being Mandy's girlfriend help?"
"It was just a photo of us going into Mandy's apartment, nothing too incriminating. I told Lucy that it was your place. It was the first thing I could think of."
"Oh... okay," replied Steven doubtfully. He actually thought that with Trevor's womanising ways, he might be glad to break up with his wife. Then he'd presumably be free to bang all the sluts he wanted to without having to sneak around.
"Worst case, you and Mandy might have to come to dinner with us. You know, pretend to be a couple and all that."
Steven's frown deepened. "I dunno. I'm not sure I'm too comfortable with that."
"Damn it Steve!" snapped Trevor in irritation. "This isn't up for debate. You're telling her that Mandy is your girlfriend!"
Steven fidgeted a little, he wasn't sure he was happy about lying straight to Lucy's face, that was taking things a little too far. "Maybe you should just tell her the truth, or get one of the guys to be Mandy's boyfriend."
"Damn it Steve!" repeated Trevor, getting even angrier. "I've already told her that you and Mandy are together. There's no going back here buddy. If you don't do this, you're fired."
Steven's eyes went wide. "I'm fired?" he asked incredulously.
Trevor nodded, his expression stern and determined.
"Okay," Steven relented. "I'll do it. I'll tell her." Steven figured that he'd already made plenty of excuses about Trevor's activities in the past, telling Lucy that Trevor was at a meeting when he'd actually been humping the salesgirl from the office supply company in his office, or that he'd gone to Chicago on a work trip for the weekend when he was actually shacking up with Mandy in her apartment. Surely one more lie wouldn't hurt.
"Good," replied Trevor, clearly relieved. "Good. We can get through this."
Trevor started pacing back and forth behind his desk. Steven had to admit he was somewhat surprised by his boss's reaction. He always thought that Trevor didn't care much for his wife, but apparently that was not the case. Or maybe he just didn't want to go through a costly and messy divorce.
Trevor waved Steven out of his office. "Get back to work then, I'm going to get out of here. I've got a date with that hot little redhead from the coffee shop down the road."
Steven's mouth dropped open in surprise. The lucky bastard. Did he really even need a fourth girlfriend?
"Oh, and if you do have to pose as Mandy's boyfriend in front of my wife, make sure you keep your hands to yourself. I don't want you coping a feel."
"Yes sir," replied Steven sullenly as he went back to his desk. He couldn't believe that Trevor had actually threatened his job like that.
Steven went back to work, coding up a bunch of invoices that had come in to get them ready for Trevor's sign off. Trevor left the office about ten minutes later, once again reminding Steven what he was expected to do.
"If my wife suspects you're lying, you're fired," were Trevor's last words.
"Asshole," muttered Steven once he heard his boss's car pull away and he was certain Trevor was gone.
The twenty two year old male secretary stared at his phone for a few minutes, trying to mentally rehearse what he would say to Trevor's wife Lucy.
Mandy was a beautiful girl, tall like a model, with the longest legs that Steven had ever seen. He remembered when he'd shown her around the apartment he'd leased for her and she had worn a tiny pair of cut-off jeans. Mandy's long tanned legs had looked incredible in those skimpy little shorts, and when Steven had walked behind her up the stairs, they were so short he could almost see the lower slopes of her buttocks. He'd gone home feeling very jealous of his overly fortunate boss. It felt very weird that he was now going to be telling people she was his girlfriend.
Sure, Trevor had warned Steven that he wouldn't get to cop a feel, but faking being a couple in front of Trevor and his wife could still be a bit of fun. He was sure he could wrangle a leg touch, maybe a quick kiss, or even a squeeze of that perfect ass of Mandy's. He could just chalk it up as acting if Trevor got pissed at him. Besides, he deserved to get something out of all this, right? Other than keeping his job of course.
Steven's musings were interrupted when the office door opened. He turned, expected to see that Trevor had left something behind (probably condoms or a dildo) and had returned, but to his surprise it was Trevor's wife Lucy.
The sight of Lucy Mason took Steven's breath away.
The stunning blonde was dressed in a dark grey business skirt, that was quite short, coming midway down her sleek, tanned thighs, but not so short to look slutty. The skirt clung tightly to her toned thighs and firm, round ass. Lucy's white blouse was quite loose fitting, well everywhere other than across her expansive bosom were it was stretched taut. The gorgeous blonde looked even bustier than Steven remembered, there was a hint of her deep cleavage visible above the neckline of her blouse as she'd left the top button of her blouse unfastened and she looked sexy as hell.
"Is Trevor here?" she asked, coolly regarding Steven. Lucy Mason had never been particularly warm or friendly towards Steven, and today she seemed even more aloof than ever. But it was probably understandable, given what she'd just found out about her husband.
Steven swallowed. He knew he wasn't a good liar, so having to lie right to Lucy's face rather than over the phone was potentially disastrous. "Ah, no. He's out at a meeting."
Lucy nodded, walking across the room towards her husband's office. "Come with me, I need to speak to you."
Steven nodded nervously. He saw that she was carrying an envelope in right hand. Presumably that was the photo Trevor had mentioned.
He followed his boss's wife into the office, unable to resist a lingering look at her sexy ass in her tight grey skirt. There was no obvious panty-line, and given the tightness of her skirt that meant she was presumably wearing a thong, or maybe even no panties at all. Steven's mouth watered at the mental image of what he imagined Lucy Mason's perfect ass would look like in a skimpy g-string.
"It's Scott right?" she asked him as they entered the office. She closed the door behind him, not helping his nerves at all.
"Steven," he corrected. You'd think she would know his name. He'd been working for her husband for over three years.
"Take a seat Steven," she instructed.
As Steven sat down, Lucy perched herself on the edge of Trevor's desk, crossing her long legs in front of her. The pose caused her short skirt to ride up even higher, displaying an ample portion of her elegant long legs. Steven noticed that she was wearing strappy, black high heeled shoes, and he could see her delicate toes and painted toenails poking from the end of them. Fuck, she was just insanely hot.
Lucy took a deep breath, the motion causing her ample chest to swell out, the buttons on the front of her blouse straining to contain her bosom. "I've got something terrible to show you," she solemnly told him, starting to open the envelope she'd brought with her.
Steven took a deep breath himself, steeling himself for what was going to happen next. He wasn't sure how he should react to the revelation of the photos, but whatever he did, it had to be convincing.
Lucy leant forward, handing Steven a large A4 sized photograph. As Steven took the photo, he couldn't help but notice that as she leant towards him he got a great view down the front of her blouse at her impressive cleavage. He could even see a lacy white hint of her bra.
Steven tore his eyes away from the stimulating sight and looked at the photo. As expected, it showed Mandy and Trevor outside the apartment that Steven had arranged for her to rent. Trevor had one hand on the small of Mandy's back, but nothing too incriminating as far as Steven could tell.
"I..I don't understand," he told her, trying to look confused.
Lucy nodded towards the photograph. "That's your girlfriend right?"
Steven glanced down. Mandy looked gorgeous, not as beautiful as Lucy though. It was crazy that Trevor would cheat on his sexy wife.
"Yes, that's Mandy. My girlfriend." It felt peculiar to say out loud, and he prayed that he hid the weird feeling from his facial expression. Surely anyone could see that Many was way out of his league?
Lucy nodded. She looked almost determined now. Had she actually believed his lie?
To Steven's surprise she pulled a second photo out of the envelope and handed it to him. This one depicted Trevor and Mandy kissing. It looked like it had been taken from outside, through the window of the apartment.
"W-what is this?" Steven's surprise and confusion didn't need to be feigned this time. Trevor hadn't mentioned anything about a photo of them kissing, how was he supposed to explain that without making his boss look bad?
"There's more," said Lucy sombrely, handing him another three photos.
In the next one Mandy had her top off and Trevor's face was buried in her cleavage. Then Mandy was on her knees sucking his cock, and finally they were both naked and Trevor was fucking her doggy style in the middle of the apartment's lounge.
Steven went pale. His boss was screwed now. There was nothing Steven could say to talk Trevor's way out of this.
He looked away from the photos back at Lucy. She was looking at him expectantly for his reaction.
"I...I can't believe it," he stammered, trying his best to look dismayed. He was feeling genuinely dismayed. Would he lose his job?
"The bastards," said Lucy. "They're cheating on us!"
Steven blinked. Had she said 'us'? Then he remembered. Lucy still thought that Mandy was his girlfriend, despite the fact that she'd confirmed Trevor was fucking her.
"I can't believe Mandy did this to me," said Steven after a moment's pause. There was no helping Trevor, but at least Lucy wouldn't think he was trying to lie to cover up for her husband. All he could do now was to stick to his story.
"I'm so sorry," Lucy reached forward to comfortingly touch Steven's shoulder. It was the first sign of any warmth that he'd seen from Lucy ever. "My husband is such an asshole."
"It takes two to tango." Steven wasn't sure if he was trying to shift some of the blame off Trevor, or if that would help him keep his job at all. Probably not.
Lucy sat back and gave a frustrated sigh. "I know. I'm so angry at him I could kill him."
Steven decided to remain silent this time. He looked back down at the photo of Trevor and Mandy fucking, taking the chance to admire Mandy's naked body. Damn Trevor was a lucky bastard.
"I bet you feel the same way," Lucy continued.
Steven nodded. "The cheating bitch," he growled, deciding to go with it. Maybe if he could get Lucy's trust he could somehow help his boss out, and therefore improve his chances of continuing to get a paycheck.
"I've suspected Trevor of cheating on me for months now," admitted Lucy. "But to see it like this... and with your girlfriend."
"It's a betrayal," agreed Steven.
"They're assholes!" snapped Lucy. "He's going to pay for this. I'm going to take him for everything he's got."
Steven paused, that wasn't good. He wasn't sure what he could say to that without looking suspiciously on Trevor's side.
Lucy continued. "I'm going to get him back for this," she announced, her tone sounding dangerous. "He's going to regret the day he cheated on me."
Steven nodded. "Revenge," he added, trying to go along with her.
"We should get revenge," nodded Lucy in agreement, clutching on to Steven's choice of word.
Steven nodded, starting to feel a little uncomfortable. She wasn't going to ask him to help cut up Trevor's clothes, or spray paint his car or something was she? He wasn't sure how that would help his job prospects.
Lucy's eyes narrowed as she looked thoughtfully straight at Steven. The nervous twenty two year old squirmed slightly under her scrutiny. Was she on to him?
"I know exactly what we'll do," declared the sexy blonde at last.
"What?" asked Steven, a slightly sick feeling in the bottom of his gut. This might not end well.
"We give them a taste of their own medicine." Lucy had an wicked looking grin on her face.
Steven frowned. "I'm not sure I understand."
Lucy nodded towards the photographs. "We make some photos of our own."
Steven looked down at the photos in his hands, seeing Mandy on her hands and knees and Trevor behind her, both of them naked. Suddenly Steven realised what Lucy was suggesting, or at least he thought he did.
"You...you mean me and you...?" his question trailed off as he looked back up at Lucy. She was nodding resolutely. Steven swallowed.
Lucy glanced around the office. "Trevor keeps a camera around her somewhere right?"
"Uh, yeah... for photographing worksites." Steven got up and went over to the cupboard on the side of the office, opening it up and taking a digital camera from the shelf.
Lucy still had her wicked grin. "Does that thing record movies as well."
Steven frowned down at the camera, trying to keep his hand from shaking. "Yeah, it does."
"Perfect," whispered Lucy.
"Um...Mrs Mason?"
"Call me Lucy," she replied.
"Yeah, um... Lucy, I'm not sure this is such a good idea," he lamely tried to protest.
Lucy was determined though. "Of course it's a good idea. It's a least of what those two deserve for cheating on us."
"I know, but, my job..."
Lucy sighed. "Don't you worry about that. I'll make sure Trevor doesn't fire you. He wouldn't dare cross me after this."
Steven swallowed, he wasn't completely convinced, but at this point he didn't really have the courage to argue with her. Plus, he was more than a little curious about how far she was planning to go with this revenge.



"So, um, how do we want to do this?" asked Steven awkwardly.
Lucy took a long look at Steven, her eyes flicking up and down his body. She had a slight look of distaste on her face. "Um... yes. I... er... guess we start with a photo of us kissing."
Steven's throat went dry. "Okay," he croaked. He could hardly believe he was going to actually get to kiss the gorgeous woman in front of him. And potentially do some other things to her as well.
Lucy uncrossed her long legs and stood up off the edge of the desk. "I can't believe I'm doing this," she muttered under her breath as she approached her husband's chinless male secretary.
"Er..shall I just hold the camera out at arms-length?" Steven asked uncertainly. He felt a little unnerved as the busty blonde stood right in front of him. He was suddenly and acutely aware of just how sexy she looked. Was she really going to kiss him?
Lucy grimaced impatiently. "Sure, whatever."
As Steven extended his arm out sideways, aiming the camera back towards them, Lucy moved even closer, reaching out and holding Steven by his hips. She leant forwards, tilting her head slightly as their lips came together.
Steven resisted the urge to moan in appreciation as Lucy's ever-so-soft mouth pressed gently against his. He also had to resist the urge to push his tongue into her mouth, keeping their awkward kiss chaste.
Steven could feel the heat off Lucy's body, only inches from his, and his nostrils flared slightly at the intoxicating scent of her perfume.
He clicked the button on the camera and the flash lit up. There was an electronic clicking noise as he took the photo.
"Let's take a look," said Lucy eagerly as they broke off from their reluctant kiss. She took the camera from Steven and critically regarded the results. "You got the angle wrong, it needs to be a little lower."
She handed the camera back to Steven and they repeated the process. This time as their lips touched, Steven felt Lucy's ample chest touch lightly against his, the firm peaks of her breasts felt wonderful brushing against him. This time he couldn't help but moan slightly as their lips met.
When they broke apart, Lucy once again examined the photo. She made a face as she looked at the picture. "Better... but it's not going to make Trevor jealous. Needs more passion."
Steven took a breath, his cock was already starting to stir inside his pants. Once again he held out the camera and Lucy moved close for the kiss. This time, as their lips touched, he felt Lucy's lips part and her tongue slip cautiously into his mouth.
Steven gave a small groan and kissed her back, his own tongue meeting hers and tasting her delicious kiss. Steven put his free arm around Lucy and pulled her body in against his, enjoying the feel of her heavy breasts flattening against his chest.
There was still no passion or ardour in their kiss. It felt weird kissing someone who didn't really like you, but for some reason Lucy's reluctance turned Steven on, and her tongue tasted fantastic in his mouth. He clicked the camera, taking a third photo.
"Much better," decided Lucy as she scrutinised the results.
"What next?" asked Steven.
"I'm not sure," replied Lucy, looking over at the photographs of Mandy and Trevor that were now lying on top of Trevor's desk.
"How about you take your shirt off?" suggested Steven, deciding to push his luck. He was very keen to see what Lucy's big tits looked like, and he'd never get another chance like this.
Lucy appeared a bit reluctant. "I guess I could do that..."
"It's going to take more than kisses to piss Mandy and Trevor off," Steven reminded her.
Lucy nodded, once again looking determined. "Trevor does like my boobs," she admitted. "Seeing someone else's hands on them will definitely piss him off."
Steven swallowed; she was actually going to let him touch her breasts?
The male secretary's eyes went wide as Lucy reached up and began to unbutton the front of her blouse. As each button parted, more and more of Lucy's large, bra-clad breasts were revealed. Lucy's bra was a lacy, white one, that was slightly transparent and Steven could just make out the dark circles of her areolas through the sheer lace.
Lucy's breasts looked even bigger with her blouse gone and Steven almost moaned audibly at the sensational sight.
"Wow," he breathed, lifting the camera clicking off a photo of Lucy's chest.
Lucy frowned. "Get a photo of you touching them."
Steven swallowed. "Oh man." He reached out with his left hand, it trembled slightly as his fingertips touched the lace of Lucy's bra. He gave a small moan as he cupped Lucy's ample breast in his palm, feeling the warmth and generous size of her full boob.
Leaving his hand holding Lucy's right tit, he lifted the camera and clicked off a couple shots. He then gave Lucy's breast a small squeeze, causing her to gasp slightly in surprise. The squeeze wasn't strictly necessary for the purpose of the photo, but there was no way Steven was letting the opportunity slip past him.
Lucy's breast felt amazing. It was so big, more than filling Steven's palm, and when he'd squeezed it, it had felt so firm and yet at the same time soft, it was hard to describe. Unable to resist, he slid his hand over to Lucy's other tit and gave it a squeeze as well. He didn't bother taking a photo this time.
"Let's have a look," said Lucy, pushing his hand off her boob and grabbing the camera from him to check the shots. She smiled at the results. "Good. Trevor's going to be jealous."
It had been far too brief for Steven's liking, Lucy's tits had felt amazing and he would have loved to have played with them for hours.
Keeping her blouse off, Lucy went over to Trevor's desk to look at the photos of Trevor and Mandy.
"Are we finished?" asked Steven after a couple of moments.
Lucy hesitated a moment. "No," she replied, much to Steven's relief. "We're nowhere near finished."
Lucy turned back around and approached Steven again. "I can't believe I'm actually going to do this..." She shook her head. "Okay Steven. That camera can film movies right?"
Steven nodded, wondering what the nearly topless blonde had in mind.
"Good, start recording," Lucy reached out and started to undo Steven's belt.
Steven was taken by surprise and pulled away from her. "What are you doing?"
"Come on Steven," urged Lucy. "You want to get back at your cheating girlfriend right?"
"Uh... sure. Okay."
This time Steven let the beautiful blonde undo his belt and then unzip and open up the front of his suit pants. As she pushed his trousers down around his ankles, he turned the camera onto movie mode and started to record her, filming her hand as it reached inside the waistband of his underwear.
"Oh God!" groaned Steven as he felt Lucy's cool fingers close around his semi-erect penis. She drew out his cock and gave it a squeeze as the camera recorded her manipulations. He couldn't believe that this absolutely gorgeous and sexy older woman actually had his cock in her hand.
"Make sure you film my face too, so Trevor knows it's me playing with your cock," instructed Lucy. Steven's prick twitched in her hand as she said the word 'cock'.
Steven panned the camera up to show Lucy's face as she stroked his cock in her hand. Her expression was a cross between focussed determination and mild aversion to the task she was undertaking. He slowly guided the camera lens back down over Lucy's curvaceous body, pausing to get a good shot of her ample bra clad breasts.
Steven was unable to resist, so reached out and gave each of Lucy's tits another squeeze, before moving the camera back down to her hand on his prick.
Her right hand was gripping Steven's now fully erect shaft and pumping rapidly, the motion causing Lucy's big tits to jiggle inside her bra. Lucy reached out with her left hand and cupped Steven's tight testicles, gently stroking the sack of his scrotum with her fingertips.
"Ah, fuck that feels good Mrs Mason," he groaned. If he'd been told that morning that he'd be getting a handjob from his boss's stunning wife he would never have believed it.
As he recorded Lucy jerking him off, Steven reached up with his free hand towards her breasts yet again. He just couldn't keep his hands off her spectacular melons. He licked his lips as his fingers sunk deep into the lace of her bra, the upper part of her tit welling up as he squeezed.
Steven ran his thumb over the dark circle of Lucy's nipple, tracing around it through her bra and feel it stiffen slightly under his touch. As he squeezed her breast again, he looked up at Lucy's face. She was turned away from him, looking at the clock on the office wall as her fist rapidly pumped his hard cock.
Steven was a little annoyed that she wasn't looking at him, almost as if she was completing a distasteful chore. In an attempt to get her attention, he gave Lucy's right nipple a hard pinch.
"Ow!" she yelped, pausing her stroking of his cock and shooting him an annoyed glare. "Careful."
"Sorry," Steven apologised, inwardly kicking himself. What was he thinking? Here he had the most beautiful woman he'd even seen playing with his dick and he was trying to get her to look his way? He prayed he hadn't messed up his chance to a little further with her.
"I think we've got enough footage of that," said Lucy. She looked down at his erection, which she was still holding in her soft hand. She took a deep breath as she suspiciously regarded him. "Did you have a shower this morning before work?"
Steven frowned, why was she asking him that? Did he smell? "Er.. yeah..."
Lucy nodded. "Okay then... here goes nothing." She knelt down at his feet and Steven suddenly realised that things were about to get a hell of a lot more interesting.
"I can't believe I'm actually going to do this," muttered Lucy, she was face to face with the twenty two year old's erection. Steven could barely believe it either. "You've got a lot to answer for Trevor you son of a bitch."
With that, Lucy leant forward and licked the end of Steven's knob. The touch of her wet tongue on the head of his cock made it lurch in her hand and Steven let out a deep groan of pleasure. Lucy made a dismayed face at the taste of Steven's cock, but still leant in for a second lick. Once again Steven gave an agreeable groan at the touch of her tongue.
Steven zoomed in with the camera as Lucy nibbled her way down the side of the hard shaft of his penis, her tongue flicking out and licking across his scrotum, juggling the tight sack of his testicles.
"That's so good Mrs Mason," breathed Steven as Lucy ran her tongue up along the underside of his cock, swirling around the tip of him before finally plunging her mouth down over his cock.
"Oh fuck!" he groaned as he felt his hard cock slide across Lucy's twitching tongue and lodge deep inside the blonde's sucking mouth. "Oh God!" he moaned. Lucy's lips were stretched around his shaft, and her cheeks hollowed as she gave his cock a long, deep suck, swirling her tongue around the underside of his shaft.
Lucy gave a muffled moan as she bobbed her head a few times, sliding the tight seal of her lips back up to the head of his cock and then plunged down again, sucking him deep into her wet mouth. It felt absolutely incredible, and the sight of her gorgeous face stuffed with his cock was amazing.
Lucy reached up and firmly grasped the lower part of Steven's shaft as she retreated to lick the head of his cock, swirling her tongue around the tip of his trembling manhood. The busty blonde pushed her mouth back down over his cock, and as she started to bob her head over him, her hand worked the bottom part of his throbbing pole.
"That's so good," breathed Steven as she sucked him off. "You're such a good cocksucker."
Lucy's mouth popped off the end of his dick and she stroked him a few times in her soft hand. "Do I give better head than Mandy?"
"Much better," confirmed Steven, even though he had no idea what Mandy's blowjobs were like. He wouldn't have minded finding out actually. Just for comparison purposes of course.
Steven's hips rocked forward as he pushed his cock back into Lucy's mouth and she immediately began to suck, her talented mouth sending waves of pleasure through Steven's hard shaft and churning testicles.
"Fuck that's good," breathed Steven as Lucy sucked forcefully on his cock as he thrust into her mouth. "Can you deep throat?"
Lucy pulled off his cock again, looking up at the young man in surprise. "No... I've never really tried."
Steven grinned and spun the camera around to film his own face. "I bet you'd love to feel your entire cock buried in your beautiful wife's throat, wouldn't you Trevor? But because you fooled around on her, you'll never get the chance to. But I will. Lucy's going to deep throat me now."
He pointed the camera back down at Lucy, who was kneeling at his feet looking slightly alarmed at the announcement he'd just made.
"You can do it Lucy," he told her encouragingly. "This'll make him really jealous."
Lucy swallowed and nodded, using her tongue to wet her lips as she mentally prepared herself to swallow Steven's entire hard cock. "Here goes nothing," she whispered as her mouth moved back down over the young man's erection.
Steven gave a murmur of appreciation as the tight noose of Lucy's lips slid down his shaft, immediately taking about two-thirds of his length into her mouth, the head of his cock nudging right against the back of her mouth. Lucy's nostrils flared as she breathed, her lips stretched wide around the circumference of his hard shaft.
Lucy pushed down with her mouth and Steven felt the tip of his cock push into her throat. Suddenly the gorgeous blonde gagged and fell back, coughing and breathing heavily.
"That was so close," said Steven.
"I can do this," replied Lucy in determination as she once again licked her lips and then lowered them down onto his hard cock, sucking him back into her mouth 'til he hit the entrance to her throat.
Lucy took a deep breath through her nose and then pushed down, relaxing her throat. This time Steven took hold of the back of her head with his free hand and pushed forward with his cock at the same time.
"Fuck yes!" groaned Steven as Lucy's lips touched the very base of his rock hard dick, her nose buried in his pubic hair and her chin against his balls.
Steven held her head in place for a few seconds, and then released her, her mouth coming off his cock with a popping noise.
"I did it!" gasped Lucy, looking very pleased with herself. She almost looked as though she'd forgotten who's cock she was deep throating.
Without needing any word of encouragement from Steven, Lucy's mouth almost eagerly plunged back down on his trembling cock, sinking right down his shaft, all the way to the base, where she shook her head slightly, rubbing her nose against his stomach.
Steven gave a lustful groan and grabbed Lucy's head and started to thrust his hips, pumping his erection furiously in and out of her incredible mouth. Every few thrusts, he would bury himself completely in her mouth and throat, and her tongue would lick around the base of his shaft, right up near his balls. The feeling of being completely enveloped by her sexy mouth was amazing.
Lucy let the younger man fuck her willing mouth for a few minutes, his dick thrusting forcefully between her lips and his balls slapping against her chin. Eventually she had to push him off, before he exploded.
"That was amazing," murmured Steven, his cock was glistening with her saliva. It truly was the best blowjob he'd ever experienced.
Lucy, still wearing her bra and skirt, got to her feet. "We need to fuck now."
Steven's eyes went wide at this. He was just grateful to be getting a blowjob, he hadn't expected that Lucy would want to take it that far. "Are you sure?"
Lucy gave him a frustrated sigh. "Yes, I'm sure!" she snapped. She unzipped the side of her skirt and let it fall to the floor, revealing more of her long, slender legs and a lacy white g-string.
Steven placed the camera down on the edge of the desk, pointing it towards them so he would have both hands free to enjoy Lucy.
As Lucy peeled off her g-string and kicked it aside, Steven quickly closed the gap between them, once again reaching for her ample breasts and squeezing them through her bra.
Lucy gave an exasperated sigh as the eager young man squeezed her big tits through her bra. "Hang on, I'll get them out," she told him, reaching behind her back to unclip her bra. The lacy, white cups fell away, unveiling Lucy Mason's ample tits in all their naked glory.
"They're perfect," breathed Steven, staring in awe at Lucy's exposed knockers. They were firm and round, swelling out from her chest like two large melons, topped by small, hardened nipples.
Steven slid his hands up Lucy's sides, cupping the lower sides of her ample breasts and lifting them upwards and at the same time squeezing the orbs together so that her cleavage welled up invitingly. Lucy gasped in mild surprise as Steven bent forward and buried his face in her deep cleavage, moaning as he ran his tongue over the mountainous expanse of her bosom.
"So good..." mumbled Steven, his words lost in Lucy's bust. He turned his head and sucked one of her hard nipples into his mouth, swirling his tongue around her areola and feasting hungrily on the ample globes.
As Steven rubbed his face against Lucy's naked tits, he reached around behind her to squeeze her firm ass, and full her lithe body up against his. Steven moaned as he licked Lucy's nipple and rubbed his erection against her firm thigh.
"Hurry up and fuck me," urged Lucy, reaching down and pulling the young secretaries face up from her cleavage.
Steven gave Lucy's round buttocks a firm squeeze, one in each hand. His throbbing erection was yearning to be inside her. "Good idea," he breathed.
"Wait," Steven said, suddenly changing his mind. "Can I please get one more go in your mouth before we fuck?"
Lucy hesitated, and the look on her face told Steven he was pushing her luck. It looked for a moment like she was going to refuse him and he might have even blown his chance to have sex with her. Then Lucy glanced over at the still-filming camera and her face softened.
"Okay, fine. But make it quick," the naked blonde relented as she reluctantly knelt down on the office floor again.
"Brilliant, thank you," said Steven as he took hold of her head in both hands and lined his erection up towards her mouth. He had never been deep throated before today and he was determined to make the most of the opportunity.
"Ahh!" he gave a long groan of pleasure as he pushed his cock back into Lucy's wet mouth, feeling her tongue slide smoothly over the underside of his erection and the head of his cock nudge into the back of Lucy's mouth. "That feels so good," he breathed as he began to saw his hips, pumping his cock slowly back and forth between her perfect, ovalled lips.
"Okay," whispered Steven, pausing with his cock mostly extracted from her mouth. Lucy teasingly swirled her tongue around the head of his prick causing him to groan. "Take it all again Mrs Mason."
Lucy gave a brief nod and then let the twenty two year old push his cock back into her mouth. This time, when Steven hit her throat he pushed harder, his erection forcing it's way right into her throat and Lucy's lips sliding right to the very base of his cock.
"Oh, fuck yes, suck it all!" grunted Steven. He gripped tighter onto Lucy's hair as he began to thrust his cock in and out of her mouth, facefucking her.
Lucy gagged slightly as Steven repeatedly rammed his cock into her throat, but he didn't miss a beat, the steel rod of his erection hammering lustfully between her lips. Lucy's nostrils flared as she did her best not to choke while the horny young man used her mouth for his pleasure.



"Oh shit yes!" he gasped, his balls slapping her chin. Lucy's mouth was absolutely incredible.
After almost two minutes, Steven pulled out, breathing heavily as Lucy tried to catch her own breath. If he'd kept going he would have definitely cum down her throat and likely ruined his chances at fucking her.
Steven didn't give her long to catch her breath, he tugged Lucy to her feet by her arm and pulled her over to the desk, bending her over the edge of the desk.
"Get ready Mrs Mason," said Steven as he guided the head of his hard cock towards her pussy, his hard shaft slick with her saliva.
"Wait, check the camera can see this," murmured Lucy.
Steven pushed the camera further along the desk, getting this on film was hardly a concern for him at that point, but he decided he should humour Lucy. He was so turned on he just wanted to... "Ahhhh!" Steven let out a long, loud groan of pleasure as he pushed his erection into Lucy's tight snatch. He felt her pussy clutching at his shaft as he slowly thrust forward, his hard cock bottoming out in her cunt, completely enveloped in the velvet tightness.
"Fuck you're tight!" Steven grabbing hold of Lucy's slim waist as he began to pump his hips, thrusting his cock into Lucy's tight cunt. He looked over at the camera. "That's right Mr Mason, I'm fucking your gorgeous wife!"
Lucy gave a moan at Steven's comment and he felt her ass push back against him, to meet the thrusting of his hips. Steven groaned in reply and thrust harder into her, his cock sinking deep as he shunted the curvy blonde against the edge of his boss's desk.
"Oh God yes!" groaned Lucy quite loudly, surprising Steven. Her ass was still squirming back against him as he thrust into her. "Fuck me Steven! That feels so good, fuck me harder!"
Steven wasn't sure if Lucy was genuinely turned on or just faking it to make Trevor jealous, but he didn't really care either way. The twenty two year old's hips pumped faster as he slammed his cock hard into the sexy blonde, her tight cunt clutching at his pistoning penis.
As Steven slammed into her, his thrusting hips slapping against her firm round ass and causing her buttocks to jiggle, Lucy looked back over her shoulder towards Steven. "That's it. Fuck me Steven," she moaned.
Steven shifted his hands from Lucy's waist, to grab and squeeze her firm buttocks, pulling them apart slightly as he shoved his cock hard and fast into her.
"Come on Steven, fill me up!" groaned Lucy.
Steven abruptly stopped his thrusts, leaving his cock buried to the hilt in Lucy's tight vagina.
The gorgeous blonde looked back over her shoulder again. "Why are you stopping?" She looked alarmed and frustrated.
"Do you let Trevor fuck you up the ass?" asked Steven, as he spoke he pushed his thumb into Lucy's tight anus, causing her to cry out.
"Oh fuck!" she groaned as he probed her rear passage. "No. Not there."
Steven grinned callously as he pushed his thumb deeper and she cried out again. He turned towards the camera. "Well Trevor, it looks like I'm going where you've never gone before. Your wife's ass is mine."
Steven pulled out and Lucy gave a disappointed groan at his sudden absence. His cock was dripping wet with Lucy's pussy juices and saliva, as well as his own precum. He rubbed Lucy's wet pussy with his fingers and smeared some of her juices onto the tight bud of her asshole.
"Do it!" hissed Lucy. "My ass is yours. Let's make those asshole's pay!"
Steven grinned as he smeared more of her dripping pussy juices into her anus, probing his thumb deeper into her snug orifice. He then guided the tip of his raging erection towards Lucy's tiny hole and pushed forward slowly.
"Ah! Oh fuck!" cried out Lucy, gripping the edge of the desk with white knuckles as Steven started to force his thick cock into her tight passage.
"Shit that's tight!" groaned Steven as he pulled back slightly and then stabbed forward with his hips, driving deeper into her perfect ass. The sight of the flawless globes of Lucy's buttocks split by his hard prick was incredible.
"Ah!" Lucy was breathing rapidly as Steven pushed forward once again, and this time he shoved his dick all the way inside her ass.
"Oh God!" groaned Steven. He could hardly believe how tight her ass felt on his cock, but with each thrust of his hips she was able to relax around him, becoming accustomed to his girth.
Steven gripped Lucy's shapely hips and started pounding into her tight ass, filling the small office with the sound of slapping flesh, Lucy's fast, erratic gasps and his own moans of pleasure.
It didn't take much longer, Lucy's tight ass was driving him wild and he was beyond ready to cum.
Each thrust of his cock it felt like Lucy's ass was clutching at his shaft and Steven gave a final deep surge of his hips as he cried out in pleasure and his cock spurted into her ass.
"Oh yes!" grunted Steven as his cum flooded Lucy's ass, spurting from the tip of his lurching cock in thick ropes of sticky white sperm. His buttocks twitched as he stuffed himself deep into Lucy's posterior and pumped out his entire load. "Fuck yes!"
When Steven was finally spent he collapsed back into Trevor's chair, his shrinking cock glistening with their juices.
"That was amazing!" murmured Steven in complete awe. He couldn't believe that he'd just fucked this gorgeous woman up the ass, and she'd taken it willingly.
Lucy straightened up from the desk, some of Steven's cum trickling down the back of her thick. "You were amazing Steven," she breathed, glancing down at the camera and smiling.
To Steven's immense surprise, Lucy moved swiftly back to her knees at Steven's feet and placed his floppy, cum-covered dick back into her mouth, ignoring the taste of their spent juices and her own ass. Steven groaned as the gorgeous blonde rolled her tongue around his prick, making him squirm in his chair as she licked him completely clean. By the time she finished he almost thought he was going start getting hard again.
Lucy finally sat back, Steven's clean penis slipping from between her perfect lips. "Okay, you can turn the camera off. I think we've got enough now. Trevor and Mandy are going to be so jealous."
Steven nodded wearily, grinning down at the beautiful naked woman sitting at his feet. He was probably about to get fired, but after what they'd just done he didn't really give a shit. It had been completely worth it.
THE END
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Claire gave a deep sigh as she took a sip from her wine glass and half-heartedly watched the soap that was playing on the television with ever increasing boredom. She felt a tad guilty having a wine at 2 o'clock in the afternoon, but damn it, she was bored to tears!
"Unemployment sucks!" the lovely young redhead grumbled morosely. It had been almost three weeks since she'd had a job, and her record prior to that had been somewhat sketchy as well, jumping from job to job almost constantly, and most of them lasting only a few days. Her CV was a wreck and she was beginning to wonder if she'd ever get a stable job.
It didn't help that Danny, her overprotective boyfriend, kept refusing to let her go to interviews. Just last week she'd had a fantastic telephone interview with a kind old businessman who was looking for a pole polisher. She had even emailed him a photo of herself at his request (topless). But when she'd told Danny the good news, he'd outright refused to let her go. It just wasn't fair!
Claire's dejected musings were interrupted by the sound of her doorbell ringing. Surprised, the buxom redhead went to answer the door, by habit checking her reflection in the hallway mirror. She was dressed down for a day around the house, wearing a pair of figure hugging blue jeans that made her firm, round arse look fantastic, and a tight fitting white t-shirt that clung to her remarkable bosom. Her long auburn locks were tied back in a casual ponytail and despite her lack of makeup she still looked stunning.
Claire answered the door and was surprised to see a man waiting on the doorstep with two oversized trolley bags.
"Fred?" she murmured in astonishment, squinting at the familiar man. "Fred Phillips?"
Claire had met Fred when she'd been employed as a saleswoman for the Funky Lady home sales company. The company sold women's lingerie and a few rather risqué adult gift products, and it had been Fred, or rather Fred's wife that had got her fired.
"Claire!" said Fred with obvious delight, "I've finally found...err, I mean what a surprise?"
Claire frowned at the middle aged man. Fred was in his early fifties and was a little overweight, with a substantial beer belly. He was dressed in a rather cheap looking brown suit, and his bald forehead was slick with sweat as if he'd been running or something.
"What are you doing here Mr Phillips?" asked Claire in confusion.
Fred's wife had walked in on her and Fred while she was demonstrating some of Funky Lady's more exotic products to the older man. His wife had got the wrong idea and chased Claire out of the house and complained to Funky Lady management, resulting in Claire losing her job. The lovely young redhead hadn't expected to see Fred ever again, let alone on her front doorstep.
"Please, call me Fred," he replied, grinning widely, revealing his crooked, slightly discoloured teeth. "I'm from Funky Lady and I'd like to show you some of our fine products."
Claire's frown deepened. "You work for Funky Lady?" She was more confused than ever now. How could he be working for Funky Lady?
"Err, yes," replied Fred. "I, um, well I got the job pretty recently. I remember you did such a great job selling to me that I was inspired to give it a go myself."
"Oh," replied Claire in surprise. She was a little flattered that she'd inspired the short old man, but really? Someone like him selling lingerie?
"I, err, realise that you've probably seen the range before, but maybe I could come in and show you through it anyway?" suggested Fred hopefully. "I'm new to all this, and it would be great practise for me, even if you don't buy anything."
"Ah..." Claire hesitated a moment. She was still a bit bewildered by the situation and the way she and Fred had appeared to have traded places. It was throwing her for a loop. Fred did look pretty worn out from walking around town with those big cases though, and she knew first-hand what it was like dragging them all around the place. The poor guy.
"Please," begged Fred. "I haven't had a lot of luck so far. For old times sake?" He looked a little like a lost puppy-dog.
Claire sighed. "Okay, sure, I guess there's no harm," agreed the soft-hearted beauty, not wanting to disappoint the obviously struggling new salesman.
"So I guess the shoe is on the other foot now eh?" joked Fred with a chuckle as Claire led him inside into her lounge.
"Huh?" asked Claire, not familiar with the phrase.
"I mean it's kinda funny how we've switched places and I'm now selling to you." As they walked, Fred admired the way Claire's jeans clung snugly to her lovely round bum.
"Oh, yeah," agreed Claire. "So how did you find me?"
Fred shrugged. "It's just a happy coincidence I knocked on your door."
"Oh, right," nodded Claire.
Fred was fussing around with his suitcases, bent over as he got himself organised. Claire wrinkled her nose a little as she saw that the back of his suit pants was quite low, showing a rather unappealing glimpse of his hairy butt crack.
"So can you pretend you're not familiar with the Funky Lady products?" asked Fred. "It'll help me out and be better practise that way."
"Sure," replied Claire agreeably, perhaps this could be fun.
"This is the first time anyone's actually let me inside their house," admitted Fred as he straightened up. He was holding a lacy white bra in one hand and a matching pair of g-string panties in the other.
Claire wasn't too surprised at the rather unattractive salesman's lack of success. "I didn't even know that Funky Lady hired men," she told him. "It's a little, ah, unusual."
"Mmm," Fred nodded in agreement. "I have to adapt the usual pitch somewhat. I don't think I'd quite look as good as you did modelling this stuff."
Claire smiled at his joke, unable to stop herself from mentally picturing the old fellow wearing women's underwear. It wasn't a pretty sight.
"Right then," said Fred, taking a deep breath and holding up the bra and panties. "Let's start with these."
"Wait," said Claire. "Shouldn't you give me a catalogue first?" she asked, remembering the short time she'd spent working for Funky Lady.
"Er, right, catalogue," Fred glanced nervously down at his suitcases. "Um, unfortunately the catalogues are on backorder so I don't have any right now."
"Oh, okay," said Claire in surprise.
Fred handed the underwear he was holding to Claire. "Try these on," he instructed.
Claire frowned in surprise at the rather skimpy looking lace garment's he'd handed to her. "Ahh..." she stammered hesitantly. "I don't know if..."
"Well I can't really model them for you, now can I?" interrupted Fred.
"No, I guess not," agreed Claire reluctantly. "But I'm not sure I want to buy anything right now."
"No, no," Fred quickly waved away her protests. "Remember this is just for practise. You don't have to buy anything, Claire. Just letting me practise my sales pitch is doing me a huge favour."
"Oh okay. No problem then, I'll try them on." Claire took the lingerie and disappeared into her bedroom to get changed.
A few minutes later Claire returned, dressed only in the skimpy white bra and g-string that Fred had given her. Her flawless body looked even better than Fred remembered and his eyes went wide at the mind-boggling sight of the lingerie clad beauty. It was like she'd just stepped out of a lingerie catalogue.
Claire's ample breasts seemed to defy gravity. The lacy, almost transparent bra that Fred had given her to try on didn't have the same lift and support as the Funky Lady products Claire remembered, but her large, firm boobs barely sagged at all, so they didn't really need the lift. They thrust proudly out from her chest like two ripe melons, the dark tips of her nipples clearly visible through the nearly see-through lace, and Fred's mouth went dry at the sight. The rest of Claire's body was equally impressive. Long, slender legs, a flat toned stomach and a firm round posterior were all on display in the 'barely-there' g-string she was wearing.
"Are you sure this is Funky Lady lingerie?" asked Claire with some concern as she stood in front of the stunned looking salesman, her hands on her curvy hips giving Fred a good look at the lingerie. "The material feels a little more scratchy than I remember."
"Oh, don't worry, it's the genuine article," Fred assured her as he stepped closer. Before Claire could protest he reached up and ran one hand over the lace of her right bra cup, his fingers pressing into the soft roundness of her ample boob and brushing over the slight jut of her nipple.
Fred slid two fingers down into the bra, rubbing the lace with his thumb and letting the back of his fingers brush deliberately against her bare nipple causing the red haired beauty to gasp slightly in surprise. It was the same technique as he'd used the first time he'd seen Claire.
"It's the highest quality materials, 100% guaranteed," he explained, reaching out with his other hand and boldly rubbing the lace of her panties over the warm mound of her pussy.
"Ah yes, so I see," replied Claire nervously. Things suddenly felt like they were on very familiar ground.
"And it seems to be a perfect fit," added Fred, cupping both of Claire's sizeable jugs in his palms and squeezing the supple melons through the material of the bra.
"Hmm," replied Claire, slightly distracted by Fred's groping. "The g-string is a bit tighter than I remember; it's wedged right up my bottom!"
Fred frowned and leant around to look at the redhead's bum. The flawless spheres of her buttocks were delightfully framed by the skimpy white g-string. Fred ran his hand over the smooth flesh of Claire's right buttock. He hooked a fingertip inside the back of her g-string, extracting the strip of lace from her butt crack as he gave her bum another squeeze.
"Nonsense, it's a perfect fit," he assured her as he somewhat reluctantly stepped away from her, the back of her g-string snapping back into place as he moved back to his case of products.
"Are we done then?" asked Claire. "Can I get dressed again?"
Fred pulled out a small white tube of cream. There was a sticker on the side of the tube that had the words 'Erecto-sure' scrawled on, in what looked like ball point pen. "Actually Claire, I think this is the perfect time to show you another product, one of Funky Lady's top sellers."
Claire frowned as she looked at the tube. "I thought the Big Boy Toy was the top seller?" said Claire, referring to one of Funky Lady's vibrators. "And that tube of Erecto-sure doesn't look like I remember..."
Fred waved away her protests. "It's a new and upgraded formula," he explained as he pulled down the zipper on his trousers. "If you just rub some on my penis, I'll show you how much better it works than the old stuff."
"Wait a minute Fred!" protested Claire quickly, her eyes wide as she watched the older man's descending zipper. "My boyfriend Danny has no trouble getting it up. I'm not interested in trying out the Erecto-sure."
"Oh?" replied Fred in disappointment, he looked crestfallen. "You're not going to rub it on my cock, just for practise maybe?"
"Ahh..." Claire's mind raced as she tried to think of some way to change the topic. "What else did you bring along Fred?"
Fred bent over his bag once again and quickly produced another tube of product. "Pussylicious? Makes any pussy taste fantastic, increases sensitivity."
Claire grimaced, crossing her arms over her substantial chest and suddenly feeling uncomfortable to be standing in front of Fred wearing only lingerie. "Fred, I'm not sure I need any Pussylicious." For some reason, without a sale on the line, Claire wasn't so keen to let Fred use the cream on her.
"Hmm," murmured Fred, not looking too happy at all. "Your pussy did taste naturally delicious," he admitted. He looked mournfully at the tube of cream in his hand. "Guaranteed orgasms?" he added hopefully, reading from the label.
Claire sighed. "How about one of the massage lotions?" she suggested, remembering the range of products she had previously been selling herself, that should hopefully be safer ground. "We didn't try those when I was at your place."
"Massage lotions?" asked Fred with a confused frown.
"Yeah, Funky Lady has a whole range of them, they must be in your sales kit somewhere," Claire moved forward to help Fred look through his bags of products.
"Er, no," Fred stopped her in her tracks; he'd gone quite red in the face. "I think I might have left one of the bags at home."
Claire frowned, that was strange. She'd only ever had two bags of products herself when she'd been selling Funky Lady.
Fred grinned sheepishly. "I told you I wasn't very good at this. I'll never make a sale!"
Claire's heart softened at his despair. "It's okay Fred," she assured him. "You did a wonderful job demonstrating the products to me. I'm sure you'll be brilliant."
The balding old salesman seemed pleased with her compliment. "Thank you Claire. I really do appreciate you letting me practise with you. You're the best."
With that, Fred stepped forward and embraced the rather surprised, lingerie-clad redhead, squeezing her lush body against his. Claire was taken aback, but nevertheless hugged him back, putting her arms around his shoulders. She stiffened a little as she felt Fred's hands slip down to cup and squeeze her firm buttocks as the cheeky salesman copped a quick feel.
Fred gave Claire's smooth bum one last grope and then released her. "I really do appreciate your help Claire."
Claire smiled warmly in reply. "Anytime," she said with a shrug.
Fred gave a despondent sigh, form some reason he still looked disappointed by something. "Well, I guess I'd better get back on the road. I've got some sales to make."
Claire nodded. There was a moment's uncomfortable silence as Fred stared expectantly at her.
"Er, Claire?"
"What Fred?" What was it he wanted?
"I'm gonna need the lingerie back," he told her, nodding at what she was wearing.
"Oh!" remarked the busty redhead in surprise, realising she was still wearing the lacy bra and thong that Fred had give her to try on. "Sorry." She disappeared into her bedroom and quickly got changed back into her own clothes, re-emerging in the same jeans and t-shirt she'd been wearing when Fred had arrived.
The curvy redhead saw Fred to the door. "Bye Fred."
"See you later Claire," the puffing salesman waved goodbye as he struggled down the sidewalk with his two heavy cases of lingerie and sex toys.
***
Not long after dinner that same evening, Claire was just about to sit down with her boyfriend Danny to watch a movie when the phone rang.
"Hello?" Claire answered.
"Is that you Claire?" hissed a voice on the other end of the line.
"Yes, who's this?"
"It's me, Fred Phillips."
Claire glanced nervously over at Danny who was sitting on the couch waiting for her. Although Claire hadn't been having actual sex with Fred when she'd first met him and demonstrated the Funky Lady products, there was no way she'd want Danny to find out that she'd let Fred cum in her mouth, vagina and bottom in the process of the demonstrations. At least her run in with Fred earlier that day that had ended a lot more conventionally.
"What do you want?" hissed Claire, stepping into the kitchen and keeping her voice low.
"Claire, I need your help."
Claire frowned. "Why? What do you need?"
"I'm begging you, Claire," Fred sounded desperate and Claire's heart went out to him, despite her reservations.
"What is it?" she looked anxiously towards the lounge where her boyfriend was waiting.
"I didn't make any sales today and the lady at Funky Lady said I'd be fired if I didn't make a big sale tomorrow," explained Fred.
"I'm not sure how I can help you Fred."
"Please Claire," beseeched Fred. "You're the best saleswoman I've ever met."
"I still don't know what I can do to help Fred. Do you want to practise with me again tomorrow or something?" Claire wasn't sure she liked the idea of that, she'd ended up feeling rather uncomfortable doing that today, but she had to admit she was rather flattered that he'd said she was the best saleswoman he'd met.
"Look Claire," said Fred. "I've been thinking really hard about my sales techniques and I think I've figured out what's going wrong. When you sold all that stuff to me, you did a wonderful job and were so practical and hands-on in your product demonstrations. Plus you make the lingerie look amazing, I'm sure every woman wants to buy some to look even half as good in it as you do."
Claire blushed a little at the praise.
"There's just no way I can show off the products as well as you can," continued Fred. There was a slight pause on the end of the phone. "But now I've figured out what to do."
"What will you do?" asked Claire curiously.
"It's perfect," Fred sounded very pleased with himself. "You'll come with me and model the products. Once the customers see how great you make the lingerie look they'll be buying it by the bag full!"
Claire couldn't help but grin at Fred's enthusiasm. "That might actually work," she admitted.
"Excellent!" said Fred. Claire could almost hear him smiling down the phone line. "It's settled then, you'll come with me tomorrow."
Claire's heart lurched. When she'd said Fred's idea was a good one, she didn't mean she actually wanted to go through with it!
"I'll pick you up at 8 o'clock," announced Fred.
"Fred, wait..." but before Claire could protest Fred had hung up. The curvy redhead stared at the phone in her hand in shock. What had she just agreed to?
"Who was that?" called Danny from the lounge.
Claire froze, suddenly feeling guilty. "Um... wrong number."
***
True to his word, Fred arrived at Claire's house at 8am the next morning.
Fortunately, Danny had already left for the day so Claire was alone. The stunning redhead greeted Fred at the door wearing the same outfit she'd worn the first day she'd met Fred, back when she was the one selling lingerie. The curvy goddess was wearing a cream business suit consisting of a fitted jacket and mini-dress. Her long, slender legs were bare and she wore matching cream stiletto heels to complete the outfit. Claire figured that if she was going to help Fred sell lingerie she might as well be as professional as possible about it.
"You look amazing Claire," breathed Fred in awe as he took in the sight of her astonishing figure. The combination of her incredible long legs, large breasts and firm round bum was out of this world. "You're going to make me a hell of a lot of money."
"What?" asked Claire with a slight frown.
"I mean, we're going to sell truckloads of brassieres today," Fred quickly replied.
Claire gave a relieved smile. "Now remember, after the... er... incident, I'm not really allowed to work for Funky Lady, so we have to keep this a secret."
Fred nodded. "Don't worry, it's our little secret. You're doing me a huge favour Claire."
"I'm happy to help. So what's the plan?"
Fred started to lead Claire down to the path to his car. "I've got a really big appointment lined up first," he explained. "Mrs Thompson at 63 Pine Avenue. Her daughter is getting married in a couple of months so I'm hoping to sell her enough lingerie for the entire bridal party. Plus maybe a few little extras for the hen party."
"It sounds promising." Claire's short dress slid up her sleek thighs a fair way as she got into the car.
Fred reached over and gave Claire's bare knee a friendly pat. "Thanks again for agreeing to help Claire."
"My pleasure," she replied. Claire was actually feeling pretty good about helping out Fred now, her initial reluctance almost completely gone. He seemed like he was genuinely trying hard to make his new sales job a success, and Claire knew first-hand just how hard that could be. Even though Claire was currently unemployed herself, it still felt great to be able to help someone else out.



Fred drove them across town, parking right outside 63 Pine Avenue. Claire helped him pull his two large suitcases of products out of the back seat and lug them up to the door. He knocked confidently, winking at Claire as they waited for an answer.
The door opened and a man about Fred's age greeted them. He had curly grey hair and a beer belly that rivalled even Fred's in size. The man was wearing a pair of faded, grubby looking blue jeans and a green woollen jumper that had holes worn in the elbows and looked as though it should have been thrown away years ago.
"Hello. I'm Fred from Funky Lady and this is my sales assistant Claire. We've got an appointment with Anna Thompson?" Fred sounded very professional as he greeted the man.
"Anna?" said the man; he had a hoarse, throaty voice as if he was a regular smoker. "She's not here sorry. She had to go out of town and isn't due back until tomorrow."
Claire's heart fell. She felt so sorry for poor Fred. The buxom redhead had been sure that today was going to be Fred's lucky day, and he had been so optimistic about his chances for this appointment that the cancellation would probably crush him.
"That's a shame," said Fred, he didn't sound too upset though, at least not like Claire was expecting. "We'll have to show you through the catalogue instead then."
The man glanced over at Claire, taking in her substantial bosom. "Okay then," he agreed.
Claire was a little taken aback at the change of plans, but nevertheless she followed Fred and the other older man inside the house. She was a little nervous as the last time she'd shown lingerie to a man it hadn't worked out too well. She would have felt a lot better if the man's wife had been home.
Once they were inside, Claire was pleased to see that Fred remembered to start by giving Mr Thompson a catalogue.
"Funky Lady specialises in high quality lingerie and also a selection of adult products," explained Fred, further impressing Claire with his professionalism. "I understand that your daughter is getting married soon Mr Thompson?"
"Call me Alan," the gruff voiced man replied. "Yeah, Alice is getting married in June."
"Excellent," replied Fred. "I believe that your wife was intending to look at a few items for the bridal party. Do you know what size Alice was? And the rest of the bridesmaids?"
Alan looked over at Claire. "They're like her," he said, gesturing with cupped hands over his own chest as he nodded suggestively at Claire's expansive bust. Claire blinked in surprise at his crudeness, she also thought it was a rather strange way to describe your daughter.
"Perfect," Fred said with a broad grin. "My assistant Claire here can model the products for you so you'll know exactly what they will look like."
Claire felt a little nervous, even though she'd known this moment was coming. "Is there anything in particular you like the look of?" Claire asked Alan, nodding towards the catalogue in his right hand.
"Um," Alan flicked through a couple of pages and then pointed to a picture of a slender blonde wearing a white satin bra and thong, complete with white stockings and suspenders. "That looks like a good one for the bride."
Claire nodded in agreement and turned to Fred. He passed her a handful of white lace.
"Er, where can I get changed?" asked Claire.
Alan shrugged, "you can use the bathroom if you want, it's the second door on the right."
Claire nodded and headed off down the hallway and into the bathroom. A couple of minutes later she popped her head out the door. "Fred, can I please see you in here for a moment."
Fred nodded and hurried down the hall and into the bathroom. His eyes went wide as he saw that Claire had already changed into the lingerie. She looked amazing as always, her fabulously large breasts immediately catching Fred's gaze, the dark circles of her nipples clearly visible through the lace cups of her bra and she was still wearing her high-heels, making her magnificent legs look even longer. It was a sight that he would never get tired of seeing.
"Wow," Fred whispered as he stepped inside and closed the door behind him. "You look smoking hot Claire."
Claire however didn't seem convinced. "This is the wrong set!" she hissed anxiously, keeping her voice low so Alan wouldn't be able to hear them.
Fred waved away her complaint. "Don't worry about it, it's fine. Great in fact."
Claire frowned. "I think it's the same lingerie you had me try on yesterday."
"Don't worry, he won't notice a thing," Fred assured her, reaching out and stroking her bare shoulder in an attempt to reassure her.
"There aren't any stockings either," complained Claire. "This is nothing like the set he picked out of the catalogue!"
"Trust me. It's fine," repeated Fred, pushing open the door and putting an arm around Claire's waist, guiding her back into the lounge where Alan was waiting for them.
"Fucking hell!" murmured Alan when he caught sight of Claire. The man's mouth dropped open as he stared in wonder at her glorious, lingerie clad figure. Clearly the picture in the catalogue was the last thing on the old guy's mind.
Claire tensed as she felt Fred's hand slip down from her waist and stroke across her smooth, peachy buttocks. His hand must have slipped.
"It's a wonderful set, isn't it?" said Fred. "An excellent selection Mr Thompson."
Alan nodded mutely in agreement, his eyes hungrily roving over Claire's curves.
Fred gave Claire's bum a quick squeeze of reassurance, "the lace is exquisite quality," Fred explained, reaching up with his free hand and stroking the lace on the lower side of Claire's right bra cup. His touch caused her boob to well up a little, deepening her impressive cleavage even further.
"Have a feel of the lace," urged Fred as he guided Claire forward so that she was standing directly in front of Alan.
The old guy swallowed and reached up, his fingers tracing over Claire's panty-clad mound and then down along her smooth, bare thigh. "Smooth," he whispered in agreement.
"Now, I know what you're thinking," said Fred, letting go of Claire's boob and holding up a hand.
Alan looked up in expectantly; it didn't really look like he'd been thinking about anything much at all, other than the sight of Claire's sensational body.
"Claire's breasts are very firm and they may not appear to need much support, but I can assure you that the Funky Lady brassiere provides excellent underwire support," explained Fred.
"Okay," nodded Alan, seemingly taking Fred at his word. Alan's eyes were wide as he looked up at Claire's big knockers in open admiration.
Claire breathed a smile sigh of relief, remembering that when she'd told Fred the same thing, back when she'd been the saleswoman, he hadn't believed her, and she'd been forced to let him touch her bare breasts to assess their firmness.
"Perhaps you need to see Claire's breasts without a bra to make a comparison," Fred offered.
Claire frowned. Fred hadn't needed to make that offer, the silly man. Nevertheless, with a defeated sigh, she reached behind her back and unclasped the bra. Her vast boobs spilled free, barely sagging at all and jutting out impressively from her chest. They were lightly freckled and topped by small stiff nipples.
Both Alan and Fred moaned at the sight of the tall redhead's spectacular bare breasts, startling Claire a little with their reactions.
Fred didn't waste a second, his hand reaching up and cupping one of Claire's ample melons and giving it a firm squeeze. "As you can see, Claire's breasts are very firm and require only minimal support, but I can assure you that the bra is very comfortable, isn't it Claire?"
Claire winced as Fred gave her tit an extra hard squeeze, the firm flesh welling up between his groping fingers as he sunk them deep into the round globe. "Yes. It's very comfortable," she managed to stammer as Fred rubbed his thumb across her nipple.
"Go on," urged Fred, letting go of Claire's boob and pushing her closer towards their still seated customer. "Have a feel for yourself Alan."
Alan gave a small moan under his breath as Claire leant forwards over the chair he was sitting on, her heavy breasts falling right in front of his face. The overweight fellow licked his lips and reached up, cupping both of Claire's big tits, one in each hand.
Claire bit her lip as she let Alan have a good feel of her breasts. He gave several appreciative moans as he squeezed and groped the busty redhead's wonderful rack, rolling the ample spheres around in his palms and then pinching her nipples.
"So? What do you think?" asked Fred over Claire's shoulder, watching as Alan eagerly massaged Claire's firm jugs in his hands. "Can I put you down for a set?"
Alan nodded, causing Claire to gasp as he gave her nipples a little twist. "Yeah, I'll grab a set."
"Excellent," said Fred. "Now... how about something for the bridesmaids?"
As Fred held the catalogue out and flipped through a few pages, Alan turned his head and craned his neck to look at the other man's suggestions, but he didn't once let go of Claire's tits. The redhead frowned awkwardly as Alan continued to squeeze and fondle her expansive breasts while browsing the catalogue.
"How about that set?" suggested Fred, nodding towards one of the pages.
"Okay, let's see her in it then," agreed Alan, finally releasing Claire's big tits with great reluctance.
Claire, a little out of breath from the thorough groping she'd just endured, was bundled off to the bathroom with another handful of lingerie to get changed into.
This time it was a lacy black bra and g-string with an ultra-short, silky, black skirt that barely covered her arse. Once again the quality wasn't as good as Claire remembered from her time at Funky Lady, but hopefully Alan wouldn't notice.
Claire returned, wearing the black lingerie, to see that Fred and Alan were now sitting side by side on the couch. As she approached them she heard Alan let out a small murmur of awe at the sight of her.
"Another excellent selection," said Fred, gesturing for Claire to come closer. She approached tentatively, standing directly in front of the couch.
Fred and Alan suddenly both reached for Claire. The redhead gave a startled yelp as she was pulled down onto the couch, and stretched face-down over the two men's laps.
Fred gestured over towards Claire's bum, which was facing upwards over Alan's knees. "As you can see, this set comes with a sexy little skirt, which is made of the softest silk money can buy."
Claire felt Alan's hand on her arse. "It is soft," he murmured, rubbing his hand across the back of her skirt and over the curve of her buttocks. Claire felt the back of the little skirt flipped up and then Alan's hand ran across her bare buttocks, her entire bum pretty much exposed with just a skimpy g-string to cover her modesty. Alan squeezed Claire's right buttock.
"Roll over Claire, so Mr Thompson can see the panties better," instructed Fred. "There's not a lot of material on that side."
Claire rolled onto her back and looked up at Fred. She could feel something hard pressing against her bottom, something in Alan's lap.
"Have a feel of the panties Mr Thompson," urged Fred.
Alan didn't have to be told twice. Claire bit her lower lip as he the grey haired man pushed up the front of her skirt and ran one hand across her panty-clad mound. The beautiful redhead's eyes went wide as his hand pressed up between her thighs, cupping her crotch.
"It's very nice as well," said Alan as he ran his hand down over Claire's bare thighs.
As their customer explored Claire's thighs and crotch, Fred's hands absently dropped down to squeeze Claire's breasts through her bra. The busty redhead frowned as the salesman groped and tweaked her breasts through the black lace. She thought it was Alan who was supposed to be testing out the lingerie, not Fred.
Claire gave a small whimper as she felt Alan stroking her pussy with two fingers. His hands were still on the outside of her panties, but the way he was caressing her through the lace was quite distracting.
Fred leant down towards Claire, the whiff of his unpleasant breath causing her to wrinkle her nose. "I'm thinking it might be a good time to show him Erecto-sure," said Fred. "Does he have an erection at the moment?"
Clarie frowned. She could definitely feel something poking into her arse. "I think so," she replied, somewhat uncertainly.
"Reach down and check," suggested Fred.
Claire paused for a moment, it seemed a bit forward to put her hand between Mr Thompson's legs, but then again, his hand was still busy between her own toned thighs, so he probably wouldn't mind.
Claire reached underneath her prone body, slipping her hand down into Alan's lap. The plump older man gave a groan as she cupped his bulging crotch through his jeans. Just to be sure, Claire gave his cock a squeeze. It was definitely hard.
"He's hard," Claire whispered to Fred who was still pinching her nipples through her lacy bra.
Fred grinned, "perfect." He turned to Alan. "You may not be aware that Funky Lady also offers a wide range of adult accessories, such as massage lotions, sexual lubricants and erotic toys," explained Fred. "I understand from your wife that you're also after something fun for the hen's night and bachelor party?"
Alan shrugged, his hand still busy between Claire's legs.
"I've got the perfect thing," said Fred, reaching into the case beside him and pulling out a tube of cream and reading from the label on the back. "This is Erecto-sure. An organic cream that not only guarantees a long-lasting erection, but also helps you get it up again afterwards and makes your load bigger."
Claire frowned; she didn't remember the Erecto-sure having a white label and the description that Fred had read from the packaging didn't quite sound how she remembered it. She also wasn't sure why they'd want it at a hen's night or a bachelor party.
Mr Thompson sounded convinced though. "That really sounds useful," he replied, clearly intrigued.
"Would you like to see it in action?" asked Fred. "Claire will show you how to apply the cream, or if you're not comfortable she can put it on my cock."
"No, no, use mine," said Alan quickly.
"Fine," agreed Fred, sounding disappointed.
Claire took the cream from Fred and climbed off the men's laps and then knelt down in front of Alan. She was pleased for Fred that Alan had agreed to use his own penis, as she knew they were much more likely to get a sale if he experienced it for himself rather than just watched it being used on Fred.
She reached up and unzipped Alan's jeans, then reached into his fly and pulled out his already hard cock. Alan gave a small moan of pleasure as she gently stroked it with her soft hand. His dick was quite short, but rather thick, and was already trembling and erect.
Claire squeezed some of the cream out of the tube of Erecto-sure and began to rub into Alan's stubby cock and hairy balls with her soft hands.
"Oh God!" groaned the middle aged man as the gorgeous, busty redhead stroked his cock.
"Does that feel good?" asked Claire as she slowly wanked his cock, her large breasts jiggling in her lacy black bra as her gentle hand slid up and down Alan's stiff prick.
"Fucking amazing!" gasped Alan, wriggling back in the couch as she masturbated him.
"You can see that the Erecto-sure has made your cock completely hard," noted Claire as her other hand began to fondle his sensitive testicles.
"Uh!" grunted Alan, his hips jerking on the couch.
Claire's eyes went wide as Alan suddenly lurched on the couch and a thick spurt of cum rocketed from the tip of his cock. The middle aged man gave a throaty groan as his load fountained up into the air, almost catching Claire in the face before splattering down over his protruding belly. Alan gave another more subdued groan as Claire continued to stroke his cock, milking out his sticky load.
"Wow, that's a lot of cum," announced Claire as the last few dribbles oozed from the trembling tip of Alan's cock and ran down over her hand as she squeezed his softening prick. Truthfully she'd seen much bigger loads, but she didn't want to spoil Fred's potential sale.
"Nicely done Mr Thompson," said Fred who was still sitting beside him on the couch. "Claire's now going to help demonstrate the restorative properties of the Erecto-sure cream."
Claire blinked up at Fred, not sure what he meant.
"Suck him hard again," instructed Fred with an exasperated frown.
"Oh, right," replied Claire, frowning herself as she hesitantly regarded Alan's cock, which was still in her cum-covered hand. It was now completely soft, like a chubby little worm, the tip sticky with his spent sperm. Because of his large belly she wasn't even sure she'd be able to get her mouth at the short little organ.
"Hurry up," urged Fred when Claire looked up at him again.
Claire nodded and sighed in resignation. She pushed apart Alan's thighs and tilted her head, leaning right in beneath the shelf of his beer belly to get her mouth at his flaccid penis. Her tongue darted out, lapping at the tip and tasting the strong, salty musk of Alan's cum. His jism didn't taste as bad as she'd been expecting, only faintly unpleasant.
Alan gave another moan as Claire's tongue again licked around the head of his cock. She then reached up and pushed his stomach up out of her way as best as she could, pressing her face in towards his groin to capture the diminutive length of his entire shaft inside her warm mouth. Alan groaned as Claire started to suckle on his soft prick, bobbing her head slightly as she worked his spongy glans with her lips and tongue, using all of her oral skills in an attempt to get him hard again as quickly as possible.
"That's nice," whispered Alan, patting the top of Claire's head and stroking her soft red hair as she sucked him off.
Claire shifted her mouth lower, swiping her tongue over Alan's hairy scrotum and slurping on his balls, using the tip of her tongue to gently tease each wrinkled testicle in turn, before returning her sucking mouth to his still limp penis. She gave a moan of mock pleasure, pretending to be enjoying the taste of the Erecto-sure cream as she blew the chubby, middle aged man.
"How's it going?" asked Fred impatiently after Claire had been sucking on Alan's penis for several fruitless minutes.
Alan shrugged. "I don't think it works."
"Sure it does," replied Fred. He sounded a little annoyed. "Claire, are you doing it right?"
Claire gave a muffled reply and nodded around her mouthful of cock and then redoubled her efforts, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked forcefully on Alan's drooping penis.
For the next half hour Claire sucked away like a professional, using every trick she could think of to try and get the man hard. After the first ten minutes she'd taken her bra off and had him play with her big tits while she slurped and sucked at his balls and shaft, but even that had failed to inspire even the slightest thickening of his flabby, lifeless prick.
Finally she was forced to admit defeat and lifted her head from the portly man's lap, her tongue and jaw aching from the effort of her unproductive cock-sucking. She was too embarrassed to meet Fred's eyes; she hated to think that he might lose a sale because of her.
While the humbled redhead went to get dressed, Fred concluded business with Alan, working out his final order and taking a small handful of cash from him. At least he was still buying some lingerie from what little Claire could tell.
Alan gave Claire a farewell peck on the cheek and a quick squeeze on her bum as she was leaving and then she followed Fred silently back to the car, still feeling horrible about her failure.
"I just don't understand it," said Fred once they were both sitting in the car, still out front of the Thompson's house. "That cream always works."



Claire wasn't sure what to say. "I don't understand it either," she lamely agreed. She couldn't remember the last time she'd failed to get someone hard using her mouth. With or without Erecto-sure.
"Were you doing it right?" asked Fred.
Claire shrugged. "I think so," she replied, doubting herself.
"Hmm..." Fred grumbled. To Claire's surprise he reached down and unzipped his pants and pulled out his small, unattractive cock. "Show me what you did."
"Um...okay," agreed Claire somewhat uncertainly. She looked down at Fred's cock and saw to her surprise that he was semi-erect already. "Should I use the cream?"
"Um, yeah whatever," replied Fred. "It's in the back."
Claire nodded and unfastened her seatbelt, leaning across to the back of the car to retrieve the tube of Erecto-sure. As she pulled out the cream she felt Fred's hand slide across her arse, squeezing her bum through her skirt.
Erecto-sure in hand, Claire sat back in the car seat and turned towards Fred. He moaned softly in appreciation as she reached across and started to rub the cream into his cock and balls. Claire couldn't help but feel relief as she felt him rapidly stiffen in her hand, quickly growing fully erect. Perhaps she hadn't lost her touch after all.
"Is that alright?" asked Claire as she started to toss him off in her soft hand, her palm gliding smoothly up and down Fred's hard shaft, the cream acting as a lubricant.
"Yeah, that's good," replied Fred, his breathing sounding shallow. Claire's hand was a blur over his cock, rapidly pumping his erection. As she'd done with Alan, she reached over and started to stroked the tight sack of Fred's balls with her other hand, quickly and skilfully working him towards climax.
"I'm almost there," moaned Fred after a few minutes of vigorous wanking. "Use your mouth so we don't make a mess of the car."
Claire obligingly bent over Fred's lap and plunged her mouth down over the head of his erection. At the touch of her mouth, Fred grunted and lurched in the driver's seat and his cock started to spurt.
He cried out in pleasure as he bucked his hips up and squirted his load into Claire's hot, sucking mouth. Claire worked her hand on the lower part of his shaft, tossing him into her mouth until his shudders had subsided.
She then swallowed down his rank, salty load. "Was that okay?" she asked once she'd forced it all down her throat.
"That was perfect," replied Fred, his forehead beaded with sweat. "Now see if you can get me hard again with your mouth."
Claire nodded determinedly. This was the real test, and there was no way she was going to fail twice in one day.
The motivated beauty dipped her head back into Fred's lap and captured his spent cock between her pursed lips, sucking him into her mouth. Fred gave a groan as the busty beauty began to slurp on his flaccid organ. He slid one hand underneath her and into her business jacket to palm her heavy breasts through her blouse as she blew him.
The busty redhead doggedly used every trick she knew to get him hard again. She licked and nibbled, slurped and sucked, and completely threw herself into the blowjob with great gusto. She even took his craggy, grey-haired testicles into her mouth one by one and sucked tenderly on them, determined to succeed.
Finally, after ten minutes of bathing his genitals with her tongue and mouth, she was rewarded with a trembling, stiff penis.
Claire popped her mouth up off Fred's hard cock and looked victoriously up at him. "It worked! You're hard."
Fred smiled down at Claire. "Good job."
Without another word he pushed Claire's face back down into his lap, his hard cock spearing between her soft lips and sliding across her tongue, pushing deep into the back of her mouth. Claire gagged slightly at the sudden intrusion, but she agreeably resumed sucking his cock. After all, it wouldn't be fair to get him hard again and then leave him untended.
Tired from her marathon oral session with Alan, and the efforts to revive Fred following his first orgasm, Claire was actually grateful when he eventually grabbed hold of the top of her head and started to fuck her face.
The panting middle aged salesman moaned as he rocked Claire's head in his lap, his hard cock sliding deep into the back of her throat. On each down-thrust, Claire found her face pushed into his grey pubes, and she had to force herself to ignore the disagreeable odour of sweat coming from his crotch and all the while continue to pretend to be enthusiastic about sucking his cock.
"Oh, yes. That's good!" groaned Fred as his cock was repeated jammed into the back of Claire's mouth.
Suddenly, without warning, Fred bucked in his seat and his cock ejaculated wildly into Claire's tight, hot mouth. Fred rocked forward in his seat, holding tight onto the top of Claire's head and pushing her down roughly into his lap as he unloaded his distasteful spunk over her tongue, filling her mouth for a second time.
"Oh yes!" grunted Fred as Claire swallowed his foul ejaculation, her mouth popping off his cock as soon as he released her head.
"Was that okay?" asked Claire anxiously, grimacing as she swallowed the last remnants of his cum that lingered in her mouth.
"That was perfect babe," replied Fred. He glanced down at his cock. "You missed a drop."
Claire gave a small sigh and bent over, swirling her tongue around the head of Fred's cock and licking up the small dribble of sperm that was leaking from the slit at the end of his softening dick.
Fred zipped up and then drove Claire home, humming happily to himself. Fortunately it was still the middle of the day so Danny wasn't home to see Fred give Claire a kiss on the cheek goodbye while squeezing her breasts beneath her jacket.
"I'm sorry things didn't quite go as expected with Mr Thompson," said Claire as she was getting out of Fred's car.
"That's okay," replied Fred. "I'm sure we'll have better luck tomorrow," he added as she pushed the car door shut.
Claire blinked in surprise, but didn't have time to ask him what he meant by tomorrow as he was already driving off.
***
Sure enough, the next day, Fred once again arrived at Claire's house at 8am.
Claire was wearing a low-cut, emerald-green coloured mini-dress that hugged her curves enticingly, with a matching linen jacket. Remembering the poor quality lingerie that Fred had asked her to model yesterday, she'd actually found a set of Funky Lady lingerie that she'd bought for herself back when she was working for the company. It was a deep ruby-red bra and thong set, complete with matching red stockings and suspenders. The lingerie was in fact the very first set that Claire had modelled for Fred, back when the she'd been trying to sell to him.
"You look sensational Claire," complemented Fred when she greeted him at her front door.
"Thanks Fred," she replied. She had been intending to tell him that she couldn't help him with his lingerie sales today, but now that she was face to face with him, she just didn't have the heart to let him down. For some reason the old guy reminded her of a lost puppy-dog, and after her failure yesterday she didn't want to let him down again.
"I've got another great appointment lined up for us today," explained Fred as Claire followed him down her garden path to where his car was waiting. "Ms Candy White, 123 Beech St."
Claire nodded. "Okay. Are you sure she'll be home? We don't want to be stuck trying to sell to her husband like yesterday."
"Don't worry, she's divorced, so no danger of that," replied Fred.
Claire breathed a silent sigh of relief.
It was a ten minute drive to Beech Street, and as soon as they arrived, Claire helped Fred lug the two cases of merchandise up the path to Ms White's front door. Claire was a little surprised to hear blaring rock music from inside the house.
Fred banged on the door and the music stopped. The door swung open and a tall, lanky teenager wearing a pair of faded jeans and a plain white t-shirt greeted them. He looked to be around eighteen or nineteen and had longish, greasy hair hanging from beneath a black cap.
Fred didn't seem in the least bit phased that it clearly wasn't Candy White at the door. "Hello, is Ms White home?"
The teenager shook his head. "Nope," he replied with a grunt.
"Ah, I see..." replied Fred. "You're her...?"
"She's my mum," he replied.
"Oh, you're Dylan?" said Fred, again surprising Claire yet again. How did he know her son's name?
The teenager shook his head. "Nah, I'm Andy. Dylan's watching TV."
"Will your mother be home soon?" asked Fred.
Andy shook his head. "Not 'til this evening."
"That's a shame," replied Fred. "We'll just have to show you through the catalogue instead."
Claire's mouth fell open in surprise. Was Fred really suggesting they show this young man through a lingerie catalogue? Claire had a fair idea of what most teenage boys did with a lingerie catalogue...and it wasn't buying bras for their mothers!
Andy smirked as he looked over at Claire, taking in the breath-taking curves beneath her clingy green mini-dress and long, slender legs. "Fine by me." Claire immediately wished she'd worn something a little more conservative.
As Andy pulled the door wide to let them in, Claire leant over and whispered in Fred's ear. "No Erecto-sure today!" she hissed insistently. Her jaw was still a little tired from yesterday, and she was pretty sure that Danny wouldn't be too happy if she made those blowjob demonstrations a regular habit.
Fred hesitated a moment before agreeing. "Fine."
Claire apprehensively followed Andy and Fred inside the house and into the lounge. Lying on the couch watching TV was young man who looked a year or two older than Andy. He was shorter and chubbier than his younger brother and had a patchy looking goatee on the bottom of his chin. Claire realised suddenly that Fred would be expecting her to model underwear in front of these two young men, and she wasn't sure how she felt about that. Hopefully Fred would keep his promise and the Erecto-sure would stay in the case.
"Who're they?" asked Dylan, sitting up on the couch and looking at Claire in particular with interest.
Andy shrugged, but Fred expertly took the lead, handing both young men a Funky Lady catalogue.
"Good morning gentlemen," he greeted them. "I'm Fred from Funky Lady, and this is my sales assistant Claire. Funky Lady specialises in high quality lingerie as well as a selection of unique adult products."
Andy looked disinterested, whilst his older brother Dylan looked confused. "You're trying to sell us women's lingerie?"
Fred smiled patiently. "Your mother actually made this appointment, but I'm sure if your bear with me you'll see plenty that interests you."
Dylan still looked doubtful, but nevertheless he started flicking through the catalogue.
Claire's stomach was fluttering nervously. She wondered if she should tell Fred that this was probably a waste of time, but he seemed so confident and professional that she didn't want to interrupt him.
"Do you see anything you like the look of?" Fred asked Dylan. Andy was still standing by the door, not even glancing at the catalogue that Fred had given him.
Dylan glanced down at a picture of a stunning young blonde wearing a lacy teddy and stiletto heels. "It all looks pretty hot to me," admitted the older and chubbier of the two brothers.
"I realise that it's pretty hard to choose from looking at pictures, so Claire here is happy to model anything you like the look of," offered Fred.
This seemed to get Andy's attention. "You mean she'll strip of like those chicks in the catalogue?" asked the suddenly eager teenager.
Fred nodded. "Which set would you like to see?"
Andy shrugged. "Fucking any of them."
Claire stepped over to Fred and whispered in his ear. "I'm wearing the red set right now." She didn't particularly fancy getting into the cheap lingerie that Fred had given her to model the previous couple of times.
Fred looked back at her in surprise, his gaze dropping down to look at her long, red-stockinged legs. He then tore his gaze away and turned back to the two young brothers. "Fortunately Claire's wearing that red set on the fourth page already."
Andy grinned. "Fucking excellent! Let's see it then."
"Is there somewhere I can get changed?" asked Claire.
Dylan frowned. "I thought he said you already had it on?"
"Oh, of course," replied Claire. For some reason she felt more awkward stripping off her clothes in front of the two young men rather than getting undressed in private and then returning in her lingerie.
Claire swallowed nervously and reached behind her back for the zip on the back of her dress. The two young men became very quiet as they heard the sound of the zipper sliding down, and Andy came closer, walking in to sit on the couch beside his brother.
Claire let her green dress fall forwards off her shoulders and slide down the curves of her body to pool at her feet.
Andy and Dylan both sighed in wonder at the sight of Claire's lingerie-clad body. Her dark nipples were clearly visible through the intricate lace of the bra and there was the small dark patch of her pubic mound discernible through her tiny red g-string. She was still wearing her high heels, which made her fabulously long legs look brilliant in the sheer red stockings, complete with suspender belt and garters.
"Holy fucking shit," whispered Andy at the sight of gorgeous redhead.
"It's quite a set," agreed Fred. From his position standing just behind Claire he could see the firm round cheeks of her arse, delightfully framed by her g-string. "Spin around and show them the back, Claire," he instructed.
Claire turned, giving the two brothers an eyeful of her pert round posterior.
"Fuck me," breathed Andy. Dylan was silent in his admiration but didn't take his eyes of Claire's remarkable body.
"Claire, why don't you sit down on the couch there, so they can get a closer look at the product," suggested Fred, pointing to the couch where the two lads were sitting.
"Err, okay," agreed Claire. As she approached the couch, the two young men quickly shifted apart to give her room and she sat between them.
"The lace is incredibly smooth, you should feel it," advised Fred.
Andy was the first to react to the suggestion, reaching up and cautiously stroking the lace cup of Claire's bra with the tips of his fingers. Claire tensed slightly as Andy ran his fingertips over the curve of her right breast, his fingers lightly brushing over her nipple and causing her to bite her lip.
Dylan was bolder, sliding his hand over Claire's hip and cupping her crotch brazenly through her panties. Claire gasped at his audacity.
"You're right, it's silky smooth," remarked Dylan. Claire could feel his fingers applying pressure, pushing right up between her legs as he felt her pussy through the sheer lace. She felt incredibly uncomfortable at the young man's intimate touching, but tried to remind herself that he was just trying to gauge the softness of her panties.
Andy ran his fingers across to Claire's other breast, this time cupping the ample mound with his palm and giving it a gentle squeeze through her bra. "Is the catch on the back easy to work?" he asked Fred. "I often have trouble getting girls out of their bras."
"Give it a try," Fred encouraged him.
Claire leant forward to let Andy get at the catch on back of her bra and Dylan reluctantly extracted his hand from between her silken thighs.
Andy took hold of the bra and unfastened the three little hooks at the back, letting it fall open. As he pulled away her bra, Dylan put a hand on Claire's shoulder and pulled her upright so they could get a look at her impressive naked tits.
"Wow, nice tits," murmured Dylan as he peered at the topless redhead with great interest. Claire's jugs looked even bigger unfettered by her red bra. The vast melons were round and high on her chest, topped by nipples that had already stiffened in the cool air.
"It came off easily," noted Andy, tossing Claire's bra away out of reach.
"This might be an excellent moment for you to try this," announced Fred, interrupting the two staring young men and handing Dylan a small bottle.
Dylan frowned at the bottle. "Nipplicious?"
"It's cherry-flavoured nipple drops," explained Fred. "Makes nipples more sensitive. I'd suggest you apply it to just one of Claire's nipples so you can compare the taste and sensitivity to the other one."
Dylan swallowed and looked back at Claire's breasts.
"If that's something that would interest you of course," added Fred with a knowing smile.
"Hell yes," replied Dylan. He opened the bottle and pulled out of the dropper. With his other hand he reached out and took hold of Claire's ample right breast, giving it a squeeze. "I just put a drop on her nipple?"
Fred nodded.
Dylan grinned and rubbed his thumb across Claire's already stiff nipple, licking his lips in anticipation. He then carefully applied a couple of drops of the Nippilicious to her nipple.
"Oh! That's cold!" gasped Claire, she never got used to that despite having had it applied to her breasts several times in the past.
Dylan nodded towards his brother. "You try that side first Andy, then we'll swap."
"Oh my!" gasped Claire as both young men leant down and slurped her nipples into their mouths. The busty red head gave a small moan as they started to suckle on her generous breasts.
Their techniques were surprisingly different. Andy used mainly his tongue, licking and flicking her nipple gently as his hand squeezed at the underside of her heavy breast. Dylan, on the other hand, was much more rough and eager, pressing his entire face right into Claire's big tit and feasting hungrily. Several times Claire gasped as she felt the rough scrape of Dylan's teeth as he practically gnawed at her cherry flavoured tit.
After a few minutes, Dylan gave Claire's nipple a final lick and then sat up. "How was that?" he asked as Andy also relinquished her left breast with a final slurp and squeeze.
"Um, that was great," replied Claire rather breathlessly. She was feeling a little overwhelmed at having the two young men attached to her breasts at the same time. "The right side definitely felt nicer," she added, quickly remembering which breast had had the Nipplicious applied to it.
"Probably my superior technique," Dylan joked to his brother as they swapped sides.
"Whatever," grunted Andy sourly as he sat down on the other side of Claire and reached for her right breast.
Once again, the two young men dived down and took Claire's ample breasts in their mouths. Claire moaned as Andy tenderly slid his tongue over her hard right nipple while Dylan bit down on her left, the brothers happily gobbling at her big knockers with their mouths.
Claire gasped as she felt a hand slide up the inside of her left thigh, she glanced down to see Dylan's hand move between her thighs, once again cupping the mound of her pussy. She was even more shocked when his hand slipped inside the waistband of her red panties and his probing fingers stroked through the neatly trimmed red pubic hair above her pussy.
"Um, I'm not sure that's appropriate Dylan!" gasped Claire in protest as Dylan's fingertips crudely brushed down along the slit of her slightly moist pussy.
Andy lifted his head off Claire's right breast and was surprised to see his brother's hand stuffed down the front of Claire's thong.
"Actually Claire," interrupted Fred. "This might be the ideal time to show the boys Pussylicious."
"What's Pussylicious?" asked Dylan who had also lifted his head up from Claire's breasts, but still had his hand down inside her panties, his fingers working at her sex, seemingly unconcerned by her earlier complaint.
Fred held up the new bottle. "It makes any pussy taste fantastic, plus it increases sensitivity. Guaranteed oragasms boys."



"We'll orgasm from licking her cunt?" asked Andy, sounding doubtful.
Fred chuckled at this. "No. She'll have an orgasm."
"Let's give it a go," said Dylan, extracting his hand from Claire's g-string and reaching out to take the bottle of Pussylicious from Fred.
Knowing exactly what was coming, Claire bent down and peeled off her g-string, lifting her hips up off the couch as she pushed it down past her thighs and let it drop to her ankles where she kicked it out of the way.
Claire then lay back on the sofa and opened her slender, stocking-covered legs, exposing her pussy.
"You should have a good taste first," recommended Fred. "So you can compare before and after using the Pussylicious."
"I'll go first," said Dylan, pushing past his young brother to kneel in front of Claire's spread legs. Claire gave a small moan as the young man buried his face between her lithe thighs and swiped his tongue up the length of her slit.
"She's already wet," remarked Dylan before dipping his head back down and licking and nibbling his way over the lips of her cunt and flicking his tongue over her clit. Claire gave another groan as he sucked on her clit and reached up, sliding a finger up inside her snatch. Dylan's pussy licking technique was much like his nipple sucking; rough and eager.
After a couple of minutes, Andy impatiently tapped his brother on shoulder. "Stop hogging her, it's my turn."
Dylan reluctantly gave up his place as the younger of the two brothers took his place between Claire's legs. The busty redhead was actually quite eager to feel Andy's tongue on her cunt after experiencing his tender oral assault on her nipples earlier.
"Oh!" gasped Claire as Andy's tongue licked it's way up the length of her wet pussy. Claire gasped in sudden pleasure as the teenager rubbed his face into her pussy, his nose nuzzling her clit and the stubble on his chin tickling the lips of her pussy. He was very good, almost as good as old Mr Sharma who had treated his cunninglingus almost like a religion, back when Claire had worked at the charity shop with him.
Dylan only let his brother eat her out for about thirty seconds before he pulled him out of the way and started to apply the Pussylicious. Claire gave a small, slightly disappointed sigh at the absence of Andy's agile tongue.
"You seem pretty sensitive already," remarked Dylan as he applied several cold drops of Pussylicious to the moist lips of her vagina, causing Claire to gasp and bite her lower lip.
Dylan immediately bent back down to his task, his tongue worming it's way into Claire's wet cunt as he feasted eagerly on her soaking pussy.
"Oh Dylan!" squeaked Claire as he flicked her clit with his thumb as his tongue pushed into her slit, causing her to gasp in pleasure. Her cry was only half faked. Actually more like a quarter.
While Dylan feasted on the redhead's delicious cunt, Andy sat down on the couch beside her and lent over to casually resume sucking on her still-hard nipples, adding to Claire's stimulation.
Claire soon didn't need to fake it as she moaned in pleasure at the dual oral efforts of the two young men. She moaned and groaned in pleasure with every nibble, slurp and suck on her clit, cunt and nipples as the brothers worked over her most intimate places with their unexpectedly talented tongues.
After several minutes of their attentions it was too much for Claire. "Oh my God!" screamed Claire as Dylan sucked relentlessly on her clit and Andy lovingly tongued her hard nipples. Claire bucked on the couch, her thighs pressing up around Dylan's face as she cried out in orgasm. "Yesss!" gasped the busty redhead, grinding her pussy up into Dylan's face.
When she'd finally finished cumming, Dylan lifted his face up from between Claire's elegant thighs, an expression of triumph on his face. "I guess we can say that stuff works well," he remarked. Claire saw that across the room Fred was grinning happily too.
"Let me have a try too!" complained Andy. Claire's eyes went wide as the younger brother took Dylan's place between her legs. Was he really going to eat her out again? Didn't they ever get tired?
Claire gave a loud moan as Andy's tongue swirled around her ultra-sensitive clit.
Dylan, meanwhile, had other things on his mind. He held up the bottle of Pussylicious and regarded it thoughtfully. "Does this work on cocks as well?" he asked Fred.
Fred frowned thoughtfully. "I don't see why not, the principle is the same," he replied with a careless shrug as Claire's eyes widened slightly in alarm.
Dylan grinned as he stood up on the couch beside Claire and started to unbutton his jeans. "Have a suck on this first so you can tell me if it tastes better when I put the Pussylicious on it," said Dylan as he pulled out his semi-erect cock. He looked bigger than either Fred or Mr Thompson from the day before, although from the musky whiff of body odour that assaulted Claire's nostrils she assumed he hadn't showered that morning, typical teenager.
With Andy still busy between her legs, Claire turned he head towards Dylan and obligingly let him feed his cock into her warm mouth.
Dylan groaned in pleasure as his cock slid across Claire's tongue and deep into her mouth, the tight seal of her lips sliding down his rapidly hardening shaft. "Oh fuck!" he groaned as his cock was enveloped in Claire's warm mouth. "That feels awesome."
Claire gave a small, muffled moan around her mouthful of cock and began to conscientiously suck on Dylan's erection.
Andy looked up from between Claire's succulent thighs. "Holy shit, she's actually sucking you off?"
"She's got a mouth like a vacuum," replied Dylan, putting his hand on the back of Claire's head and pushing his cock deeper into her mouth. Claire's eyes widened and she moaned in protest as Dylan slowly started to thrust himself into her grudgingly cooperative mouth.
After a few minutes of slowly pumping his prick into the naked redhead's mouth, Dylan pulled out and applied a few drops of the Pussylicious to the head and shaft of his cock. He paused a moment and then applied a couple drops to his testicles as well.
"Lick my balls first," he instructed.
Claire took a deep breath and then swiped her tongue over Dylan's hairy scrotum. Despite the strawberry-flavoured drops, Claire could still taste the rank musk of his sweaty nut sack. Not wanting to lose the sale for Fred however, she moaned in mock delight as she slurped noisily at each of Dylan's testicles, pretending they were the most amazing delicacy she'd tasted.
"That's good," murmured Dylan in appreciation, clearly enjoying the feel of her tongue on his nuts. "Now open your mouth again."
As soon as Claire obliged, Dylan shoved his hard cock back into Claire's tight, wet mouth, then grabbed hold of her long auburn locks and started to keenly fuck her face. Claire gagged slightly at the young man's crude invasion, but she then quickly relaxed her throat and did her best to avoid choking, letting him use her hotly sucking orifice for his pleasure.
It was apparent that Dylan was incredibly turned on at this point, and wouldn't last long inside Claire's talented mouth. His penis was stabbing erratically into the back of her throat and the tight sack of his balls was slapping against her chin as he bottomed out in her mouth. After only a few more moments, with a sudden hoarse groan, Dylan began to spurt down Claire's gullet.
Claire's eyes looked alarmed as she hurriedly started to swallow, gulping down the first few blasts of Dylan's cum and then pulling back so that the final spurts coated her tongue instead of shooting straight down into her belly.
"That was fucking amazing!" groaned Dylan as he stepped down off the couch and watched as Claire noisily swallowed down the remainder of his load.
While Dylan stepped back and collapsed onto a chair, Claire noticed for the first time that Andy was no longer busy between her legs. The lanky teenager had his jeans around his ankles and was busy applying some of the Pussylicious to his own hard cock.
"My turn," he said impatiently, stepping in front of Claire.
The buxom redhead gave a weary sigh and slurped Andy's cock into her mouth. Unlike his brother, Andy was standing on the floor in front of her, not the couch, so she had to lean forward to capture the teenager's hard cock between her lips and swirl her tongue around the end of his todger.
"Shit! You weren't kidding!" groaned Andy as he felt Claire's tight mouth slide down his hard cock. The busty redhead's hands slipped around the back of Andy's thighs pulling him in towards her as she started to bob her mouth up and down over his cock.
Unlike Dylan, Andy's cock tasted clean and recently washed, and Claire gave a moan of appreciation at that fact as she sucked noisily on the rigid organ. The younger brother's penis was also a little longer, so deep throating him would be more of a challenge, although the hard prick was not quite as wide as Dylan's thick shaft had been.
"Fuck! That's incredible," breathed Andy, closing his eyes and luxuriating in the sensations of Claire's skilfully sucking mouth. Unlike his older brother, Andy wasn't trying to face-fuck the gorgeous redhead. He merely stood there as she did the work, her head bobbing up and down and her wet lips sliding along his trembling shaft.
"Oh man!" groaned Andy, reaching down and running his fingers through the red locks of Claire's hair as her mouth moved rapidly over his cock, sending pleasure soaring through the young man's body. "This Pussylicious is stuff amazing!"
Andy groaned ecstatically as Claire pulled her mouth briefly off his cock, her tongue dancing down the underside of his shaft and then swirling over his scrotum, lovingly licking his clean tasting testicles.
"Shit that's good," grunted Andy as the busty redhead licked his balls. "I'm gonna cum soon babe."
Claire gave a small satisfied moan and then plunged her mouth back down over the head of his penis, her throat making a lewd squelching noise as she pushed her ovalled lips right down to the very base of his dick. Andy gave another long groan as she expertly fellated him.
"Uh! Here it comes!"
To Claire's surprise, Andy pulled out of her delicious mouth and took hold of his trembling cock in one fist. He gave a few quick strokes and then let out a loud cry of pleasure.
Claire gave an alarmed squeal as Andy's cock spurted. His hot cum splattered copiously all over the gorgeous redhead's mouth, nose and forehead, liberally coating her pretty face.
"Wow," murmured Dylan from behind them. "Nice facial dude."
"Great job Claire," agreed Fred. "Why don't you get cleaned up while I conduct business with these two gentleman."
Claire gave a weary nod of agreement and disappeared into the bathroom to wash Andy's load off her face. She wasn't sure if the boys were going to buy anything for their mother, but she was certain that Fred would sell at least a couple of bottles of Pussylicious.
When they got back to the car, Fred was overjoyed. "That was absolutely brilliant Claire!" he gushed excitedly. "I've never seen Pussylicious demonstrated better."
"Really?" replied Claire with mild surprise. "It was a little... different I guess."
"Did it actually work?" asked Fred with genuine interest.
Claire shrugged. "I guess their cocks tasted ok."
"Huh," grunted Fred thoughtfully. He reached over into the back seat and grabbed the Pussylicious. "Show me."
Claire gave a slightly startled gasp, but Fred was already sliding his hands down the front of her emerald green dress and into her bra to rub his greedy palms over her nipples and squeeze her enormous hooters.
"Okay, but we have to be quick, I want to be home before my boyfriend gets back," said Claire, leaning over and unzipping Fred's fly.
The busty redhead reached into Fred's pants and pulled out the older man's already stiff cock. The whiff of body odour that immediately assaulted Claire's nostrils was even worse than usual, and she wondered if Fred had even had a shower that morning.
Claire steeled herself with a determined sigh and then leant further over, sliding her delicious young mouth staunchly over his stubby organ, causing Fred to curse loudly with pleasure.
"Oh fuck, that's good!" groaned Fred, grabbing Claire's shining red hair and immediately starting to fuck her mouth forcefully, his flabby hips hunching up off the car seat as he shoved his cock deep into her throat.
After a few minutes of letting Fred repeatedly jam his cock between her full lips, Claire's eyes suddenly went wide with alarm. She gagged slightly and tried to lift her head up out of Fred's lap. Fred however, was having none of it. With both hands strongly gripping the top of Claire's head, he held her down and continued to ravenously assault her glorious mouth.
It was only when Claire pointed urgently at the small bottle of Pussylicious, still resting on the seat beside Fred, that the retired lorry driver finally released her head.
Claire's mouth popped off Fred's rigid erection with a wet smacking noise and she sat up, gasping for air. "We forgot to apply the Pussylicious before I started sucking you off," Claire explained breathlessly.
"Huh?" grunted Fred, a little irritated at having his blowjob interrupted. Then her comment seemed to finally register. "Oh right. Sure babe, put it on."
Claire shot Fred a relieved smile and then grabbed the bottle, applying several drops of the strawberry flavoured liquid onto the older man's prick. "That's better," she announced, gently patting Fred's glistening erection and then putting the stopper back on the bottle.
"Good. Now hurry up and suck me off, so I can get you home," demanded Fred impatiently.
Claire dipped her head back into Fred's lap and resumed her cocksucking without delay. He gave a long, relieved groan as her capable mouth slid back down his cock-shaft, her lips working their way right down to the very base of his prick.
Either the Pussylicious had worked it's magic, or Fred had already been worked up by Claire's initial suction, because within two minutes Fred let out a delighted growl and thrust his entire penis into her mouth until her nose was buried in his pongy pubes. He gave a second strangled bark as he ejaculated profusely down her throat.
Claire kept her mouth pressed tightly around the base of Fred's cock as he spent himself, the last few spurts dribbling over her tongue and leaving his customary rank aftertaste, despite the strawberry flavouring of the Pussylicious. Claire considerately licked his knob clean and then straightened, glancing around guiltily to check that no one had wandered by on the street and had seen her servicing him. Fortunately the coast was clear.
Fred was leaning back in his seat, breathing hard with a thick sheen of sweat dotting his forehead. "Well, that Pussylicious definitely seems to have multiple uses. I'll have to keep that in mind for tomorrow's demonstration."
"Tomorrow!?" repeated Claire in alarm, turning to look at Fred in distress.
"Why of course my dear," said Fred, grinning lewdly at the gorgeous redhead who had just, yet again, given him a stupendous blowjob. He patted her reassuringly on her smooth thigh. "We're onto a great partnership here Claire. Sales are through the roof. At this rate I'll be Funky Lady's Saleswoman of the Month!"
Claire's eyes widened in surprise. 'Saleswoman of the Month' was the title that all Funky Lady's sales girls aspired to. Claire remembered that during her short tenure selling lingerie she had been awed by the size of the bonuses offered for such a prize. Could Fred really be close to achieving the title?
"I can see you're impressed," remarked Fred. "And tomorrow I've got a great customer lined up. He even owns a shop. This could be the big one!"
Claire frowned suspiciously. He?
The lovely redhead swallowed warily, and then grimaced as she tasted the remnants of Fred's sticky load on her tongue. "Okay Fred, one more day, then that's it. No more."
Fred grinned from ear to ear. "Of course Claire! You won't regret it."
"But on one... no two conditions!" interrupted Claire before Fred could get too excited.
Fred raised his eyebrow enquiringly.
"First, no more Erecto-sure," asserted Claire.
"Yes, yes," agreed Fred quickly. "And the second condition?"
"No more Pussylicious."
Fred gave a disappointed sigh. "Those are my best selling products Claire."
Claire was determined. "I'm sorry Fred, but I'm just not comfortable demonstrating them after the last couple of days, and the way my own sales career ended with misunderstandings over those products."
Fred relented. "Okay Claire. You're the boss. You are helping me out here, after all. It's a deal."
Claire gave a satisfied nod and then they shook on it.
***
The next morning Claire looked stunning as always. She was dressed in a fitted white blouse and charcoal skirt. The blouse clung to her formidable bust, almost making her look top heavy in the best of ways, and the skirt fell several inches above her knees, leaving her long, bare legs looking their slender and elegant best.
"You look absolutely perfect again Claire," said Fred as she climbed in beside him and they drove off to their appointment.
"So what kind of shop does our customer own?" asked Claire conversationally.
"It's a charity shop," replied Fred.
"Really?" blurted Claire in surprise. "I used to work at a charity shop."
"Huh. How about that? Maybe that'll help with the sales pitch. You having experience and all."
"Maybe," agreed Claire uncertainly. She wasn't sure she wanted to disclose too much about her experiences in the RSPHNFFP charity shop. The fact she had been offering her body to a group of local teenagers in return for charitable donations could very easily have been misconstrued by someone who didn't know the full story. Still, she did miss the sweet old man who had run the shop. He'd had the most talented tongue she had ever experienced.
They soon reached their destination and Fred parked the car out front of the small house. He grabbed his two suitcases of Funky Lady products and headed up to their customer's front door, Claire tottering along behind him in her tall, black high heels.
Fred rang the doorbell and within seconds the door swung open. Claire's mouth dropped open in surprise when she saw who was greeting them.
"Mr Sharma!?" gasped Claire in amazement.
"Claire!" the old shopkeeper seemed just as surprised as she was.
"You two know each other?" Fred remarked in astonishment.
"We do indeed," the old man confirmed. "This attractive young woman used to work with me at the charity shop." Mr Sharma smiled warmly at Claire. "It's wonderful to see you again Claire."
Mr Sharma stepped forward and warmly embraced Claire, pulling her lush young body tight against him. As they hugged, Claire smelt the familiar spicy fragrance of the old shopkeeper and her pussy tingled involuntarily at the fond memories the aroma brought back.
"So Fred said you owned a shop?" said Claire when they broke off their embrace. "Are you back at the charity shop?"
Mr Sharma nodded. "That's right Claire, the whole matter with the police was just a giant misunderstanding. It's all been sorted and the shops up and running again. You know, if you're ever looking for work, you're welcome to return Claire. You were always a wonderful co-worker with great dedication to the cause, as well as being sensitive to my religious needs."
Claire couldn't help but blush at the compliment.
Fred looked rather confused by it all. "Er... shall we go inside and take a look at the merchandise?" he suggested, changing the topic.
Mr Sharma nodded agreeably. "Most definitely Mr Phillips."
The scent of spice inside Mr Sharma's home was even stronger and Claire had to squeeze her thighs together to try and control her emotions, and the physical response of her own body.



Fred immediately took the lead, handing Mr Sharma a catalogue as he began his well-rehearsed spiel. "I'm Fred from Funky Lady, and this is my sales assistant Claire," he began. "Funky Lady specialises in high quality lingerie as well as a selection of unique adult products."
"Er, sorry to interrupt," interrupted Claire. "But are you sure Mr Sharma is the right customer for Funky Lady?" As much as she wanted to help Fred out, she didn't want Mr Sharma getting ripped off.
Fred frowned in annoyance, but it was Mr Sharma himself who answered Claire. "It's okay Claire. I've already spoken with Mr Phillips here, and he's promised me a considerable wholesale discount. I believe his products will sell excellently in the store," he explained in his cultured sub-continental accent.
Claire frowned doubtfully at Mr Sharma's optimism, but then she remembered some of the charity shops teenage customers. She didn't doubt that young Peter and his friends could make good use of Erecto-sure. And then there was Pussylicious... if Mr Sharma was to...
Claire's eyes widened as she came to a sudden realisation and she had to suppress a moan of anticipation. The busty redhead hurriedly leant over to Fred. "Did you bring the Pussylicious?" she whispered urgently.
Fred frowned at Claire and shook his head. "No, you told me not to," he whispered back to her and Claire felt her heart sink. "What's got into you anyway Claire? Are you trying to ruin this sale for me?"
"No Fred," she replied, realising that she was indeed acting rather strangely. "I'm sorry. I'll behave."
Fred gave a satisfied nod, but shot her one last suspicious glance before he turned back to Mr Sharma who was still thumbing through the Funky Lady catalogue. "So... has anything caught your eye Mr Sharma?"
Mr Sharma nodded slowly and showed Fred the page he was looking at. The picture was of a curvaceous brunette in a baby-blue matching bra and thong panties. The lingerie had a subtle pink floral design and there was a pink flower on the hip of the model's panties. It was quite beautiful.
"An excellent choice," nodded Fred, reaching into his case and pulling out a handful of blue lace. "Claire will be happy to model your choice," said Fred, handing Claire the lingerie.
"That would be most acceptable," said Mr Sharma enthusiastically. "From what I remember Claire has a most excellent figure."
Claire frowned slightly at Mr Sharma's apparent eagerness. She wondered briefly what would happen if the sight of Claire in her underwear inspired an erection in the old shopkeeper. From her limited recollections of Mr Sharma's unusual religious beliefs, she would have to suck him off to avoid a cosmic imbalance...or something along those lines.
"Um, is there somewhere I can get changed?" asked Claire.
"Just through there," Mr Sharma nodded to the door behind her.
Claire smiled thankfully and disappeared into what seemed to be a storeroom of sorts. It looked as though it was filled with mostly junk, but Claire was sure she recognised a pair of delicate porcelain vases that were on a shelf near the door. It was a bit odd that he had all this stuff at his house, but perhaps Mr Sharma was still getting the stock back into the newly reopened charity shop.
She quickly got undressed and slipped into the pale blue lingerie that Fred had handed her. Once again she was pretty sure it wasn't quite the same as the set in the catalogue. The material didn't feel particularly soft, and this set didn't have the pink floral pattern like it was supposed to. This time Claire decided not to bother Fred with the problem. After all, he was already a little annoyed with her for suggesting that Mr Sharma didn't need to buy lingerie.
Claire slipped her delicate feet back into her high heels, knowing that they showed off her long, graceful legs beautifully and therefore made the lingerie look even better, and then headed back into the lounge where Fred and Mr Sharma were waiting.
"Oh very, very delectable!" said Mr Sharma animatedly when he got his first look at Claire's spectacular, lingerie-clad body. Even Fred let out a low whistle under his breath at the magnificent sight.
Fred didn't waste any time, stepping forward and reaching up, cupping Claire's right tit through her bra and giving the ample melon a firm squeeze. He opened his mouth to begin his spiel about the brassiere's soft material when Mr Sharma interrupted him.
"Excuse me Mr Phillips, could I have a brief moment alone with Claire?" the old shopkeeper requested.
"Er..." Fred frowned in surprise, his sales-pitch thrown completely off track by the unusual request. "Okay, sure. I could use a couple minutes in the crapper actually."
Mr Sharma blinked in his own surprise at Fred's crude request. "The bathroom's down that way."
As soon as Fred had left, Mr Sharma got to his feet and addressed Claire. "Claire, we may have a problem."
"What is it Mr Sharma?" asked the wide-eyed redhead.
"This is a little awkward," admitted Mr Sharma, glancing downwards towards his crotch.
Claire's eyes went wide as she spotted the familiar and unmistakeable bulge in the front of the old gentleman's trousers. "Oh."
"I'm afraid the sight of your magnificently large breasts and glorious young body has stirred me more than is proper. And as you are aware I am unable to relieve myself, due to my religious doctrines." At least Mr Sharma had the decency to look apologetic regarding his predicament.
Claire smiled knowingly, "Would you like me to suck you off? Like we did back at the shop?"
"That would be most satisfactory, my dear," Mr Sharma quickly agreed.
The beautiful, lingerie-clad redhead dropped to her knees in front of Mr Sharma and started to unzip his trousers. Suddenly she paused and glanced over at the bathroom door. "Oh! But what about Fred?" she asked in alarm. "He could come back at any moment."
Mr Sharma waved away her concerns. "Oh, don't worry about that Claire. As you know it has been quite some time since I have experienced your lovely young mouth on my penis. I am certain that I will only last an instant."
Claire smiled in relief and resumed pulling open Mr Sharma's trousers and fishing out his familiar, stiff erection. It was just as she remembered, not particularly large, and extremely wrinkled and brown, but it was clean and had a faint scent of cinnamon that Claire remembered quite fondly.
The busty redhead began to slowly stroke his cock in her soft right hand, her left hand slipping inside his underwear to tenderly squeeze his hairy balls.
"Aaah, very good Claire," sighed Mr Sharma as her soft hand slid up and down his deep brown erection. "But don't forget that a sacred tenet of my religion is that I must not spill my seed outside of a woman's body."
Claire nodded quickly. "I haven't forgotten Mr Sharma, I was just getting you warmed up." Emphasising her point, Claire leant forward, opening her mouth wide and plunging it immediately down on the old shopkeeper's cock. Mr Sharma gave an abrupt grunt of pleasure as Claire's lips slid all the way down to his pubes, her wonderful mouth completely swallowing his hard penis.
"Oh gracious Claire!" groaned Mr Sharma as her agile tongue swirled around his trembling shaft as her mouth drew back up his cock and then she sucked enthusiastically on the swollen tip of his prick. "I have greatly missed your wonderful mouth."
Claire gave a muffled groan in reply as she slurped heartily on the head of Mr Sharma's stiff organ. He tasted mildly spicy, much nicer than the cocks she had recently been sucking.
The sound of a flushing toilet came from the bathroom and Claire's eyes widened in alarm. The sound seemed to disturb Mr Sharma's calmness too, as he immediately grabbed Claire by her long red hair and started to thrust his stiff dark dick between her yielding lips, vigorously fucking her mouth in an effort to get off before Fred returned.
Claire gagged in surprise as Mr Sharma forcefully used her mouth, the normally mild mannered old man swearing in a foreign language as thrust erratically into her throat.
"Holy shit!" gasped Fred when he returned to the lounge to see his busty sales assistant on her knees in front of their customer, the older man almost violently jabbing his cock into her wetly sucking mouth.
Mr Sharma froze at Fred's voice, turning to look at the middle aged lingerie salesman. He had paused with his cock completely buried in Claire's pretty, pursed mouth, his dark, hairy balls resting on her chin and her nose in his pubes.
"I...err..." stammered Mr Sharma, blushing at being caught red-cocked, so to speak. There was a long moment where no-one spoke, as if the room had been frozen in time.
Claire abruptly gave a half-choked gag and he looked down in surprise, having forgotten about the busty redhead's need to breath.
"Oh, sorry Claire!" he blurted, releasing his grip on her long auburn locks.
Claire sat back on her heels, coughing and gasping for air. Being a skilled deep-throater, Claire probably could have held out longer, but Fred's sudden return, and her rather compromising position had taken her by surprise as well.
"Oh, sorry to interrupt," said Fred quickly, sensing a sale. "Please don't mind me. Continue."
Claire opened her mouth to object, but before she could speak Mr Sharma thrust himself back between her lips, gagging any reply. The buxom beauty gave a muffled complaint and then compliantly resumed her suction.
"Uhh!" Mr Sharma gave a satisfied groan as Claire sucked deeply on his dusky old cock. He reached down beneath her bobbing head to cup and squeeze her enormous jugs through the pale blue bra she was modelling, fondling the ample orbs as she sucked him off.
"You'll note the softness of the material," commented Fred as he watched Claire give the old shopkeeper satisfying oral sex.
"Yes! Very nice!" groaned Mr Sharma as he groped her great big tits and pinched her stiff nipples through the lingerie. "Ah, Claire. I can feel myself almost reaching culmination!"
"Mmphf!" Claire nodded with her mouth still stuffed with his prick, making an unintelligible comment in reply that neither Mr Sharma nor Fred understood.
"Oh fuuuck!" he gave a shout of intense pleasure as his cock convulsed over Claire's tongue, his old spunk squirting repeatedly into the back of her young mouth. Mr Sharma tightly gripped Claire's head as his hips shook and he spurted his spicy load down the gorgeous redhead's throat.
When he gave a final shudder and a low moan of bliss, Claire pulled her mouth off his spent dick, swirling her tongue lovingly around the head of his cock to make sure she had captured every drop of his jism.
"That really was first-rate Claire," complemented Mr Sharma as Claire pulled his foreskin back and forth a couple of times to squeeze out a final dribble of his cum which she almost eagerly lapped up.
"Wow," commented Fred who was massaging a bulge in the front of his trousers as he jealously watched Claire give Mr Sharma's penis one final suck before wiping her mouth with one hand and standing back up.
Mr Sharma seemed to have regained his composure and was frowning rather intently towards Claire's crotch.
"Are you okay Mr Sharma?" asked Claire, noticed his apparent uneasiness.
"I am finding myself in a rather difficult position. As you know Claire, under the doctrines of my religion we are now in a position where there is a rather concerning cosmic imbalance."
"Oh, that's right!" replied Claire, sounding almost eager as she realised what the old shopkeeper was referring to.
Mr Sharma nodded sagely. "In order to carry out the needs of karma I have no choice but to maximise your pleasure in return."
"Oh, yes of course!" agreed Claire very quickly. She looked over at Fred. "Did you bring the Pussylicious."
Fred seemed a little confused by the exchange. "Huh? What... er no, you said not to. I already told you that."
Claire gave a small sigh of disappointment as she peeled off her baby-blue thong, and sat down on the couch, spreading her lithe legs wide. Fred blinked in surprise at the sight. Claire's pussy was just as beautiful as the rest of her sensational body, and the trimmed patch of public hair above her cunt was as red as the hair on her head. "I guess you'll have to lick my pussy without the Pussylicious Mr Sharma."
Mr Sharma glanced slightly self-consciously over at Fred. "You don't mind Mr Phillips?"
Fred hesitated only a moment as he realised what was going on. "Actually Mr Sharma, I have a better idea," he reached into his bag of Funky Lady products and pulled out a pair of vibrators. "These are two of our most popular vibrators. This is the Fairy-Flutterer. It's designed for clitoral and labial stimulation, and this other longer one is a Big Boy Toy. Fantastic for penetration. I think if you were to use these products on Claire, it would be an ideal opportunity to meet your religious needs and at the same time continue our demonstration of Funky Lady's merchandise."
Mr Sharma grinned broadly. "A most efficacious suggestion!" he agreed, taking the two vibrators from Fred and then kneeling down in front of a mildly disappointed, spread-eagled Claire.
Claire's pussy was moist with her anticipation of feeling Mr Sharma's wonderful tongue, despite her hopes of that ripped away by Fred's last minute sales-pitch.
There was a slight buzzing noise as Mr Sharma switched on the Flutterer. "Oh!" gasped Claire as the old shopkeeper started to rub it gently over her clit. Perhaps the vibrators weren't such a bad alternative to his tongue after all.
"Oh Mr Sharma!" moaned Claire in genuine pleasure as the Flutterer did it's work. Mr Sharma rubbed the small vibrating toy over the lips of her pussy and then over the nub of her clit, the rhythmic stroking of the vibrator against her pussy was really very pleasurable.
Claire suddenly gave a sharp intake of breath as she felt the second vibrator, the Big Boy Toy, nudge against the opening of her cunt. "Uhh! Mr Sharma!" she cried out as he pushed the vibrator inside her. She gave a loud, long groan as he slid the sex toy deep into her tight pussy. The sudden penetration and combination of the two vibrators was just too much for Claire and she convulsed in orgasm, her long, lithe body arching as she cried out in climax.
"Oh God!" she groaned as Mr Sharma gently sawed the Big Boy Toy in and out of her shuddering pussy, the gorgeous, buxom redhead whimpering softly as she rode out her magnificent culmination.
"Oh, that was wonderful Mr Sharma," murmured Claire softly. Surely that had satisfied her old co-workers unusual religion.
Mr Sharma didn't appear to have finished however, continuing to work the long Big Boy Toy in and out of Claire's cunt as the Fluttered continued to work it's quivering magic on her clit.
"Oh Mr Sharma!" groaned Claire, leaning back on the couch, closing her eyes and moaning as he continued his mechanical assault on her cunt unabated.
A few seconds later, Claire felt something hard, warm and wet poking against her cheek and her eyes snapped open in surprise. For some reason, Fred had stripped off his trousers and was standing up on the couch beside her, bottomless. His hard cock was poking insistently against her soft cheek, the oozing tip leaving a trail of sticky pre-cum over her face.
"What are you doing Fred?" asked Claire, her voice still strained as she struggled to maintain her composure with Mr Sharma working both vibrators all over her sex.
"Just a quick product demonstration..."
Claire opened her mouth to ask what product, but her question was silenced as Fred took the opportunity to shove his cock into her open mouth. The busty redhead gagged slightly in surprise, but had little choice other than to start sucking him off as he grabbed her by the hair and began to fuck her mouth, driving his stiff erection eagerly between her full lips. After all, she'd had her eyes closed while she was cumming, so maybe he'd used one of the products on his cock when she wasn't paying attention and was indeed just demonstrating something for Mr Sharma.
"Oh, that's good!" groaned Fred as Claire swallowed him whole, her talented mouth slurping away as he jammed his dick hard and fast into her mouth. He reached down to grope and squeeze her enormous boobs through her bra as she sucked him, the ample melons more than overflowing his groping fingers.
Claire moaned around her mouthful of Fred's disagreeable penis. She definitely preferred the spicy and exotic taste of Mr Sharma's prick to Fred's slight off smelling organ, but the way Mr Sharma was working her cunt with the vibrators was doing wonders to take her mind off the disagreeable job of sucking Fred's cock.
Suddenly however that pleasure disappeared as Mr Sharma turned off the two vibrators and set them aside. Claire gave a muffled moan of distress at their absence, but Fred merely tightened his grip on her hair and increased the pace of his vigorous face-fucking.
"I have just had another idea for our mutual karmic pleasure Claire," she faintly heard Mr Sharma explain over the squelching noise of Fred ramming his stubby erection into her throat.
Claire moaned eagerly around Fred's lewdly thrusting prick as she felt Mr Sharma's erection nudge up against the lips of her soaking pussy. She was so turned on from all the vibrating action that she was aching to feel a hard cock thrusting into her yearning snatch, and apparently Mr Sharma had recovered from his previous orgasm in Claire's mouth with remarkable speed for a man of his advanced years.
Fred hastily pulled out of her abused mouth and Claire blinked in surprise.
"Wait a moment Mr Sharma," Fred said, stopping the old shopkeeper from fucking Claire. Claire gave a small moan and bit her lower lip anxiously as she willed Fred to shut up and let Mr Sharma fuck her.
"Is there a problem Mr Phillips?" asked Mr Sharma, glancing down at where his cock was brushing against Claire's beautiful pussy, the swollen head nudging against the lips of her labia and causing the busty redhead to moan.
"No, of course not," Fred assured his potential customer. "I just had a better idea for your karmic pleasure and another chance to demonstrate one of the Funky Lady products."
Fred climbed down off the couch and went to his suitcase of merchandise, his stiff cock bobbing between his legs as he walked, glistening with Claire's saliva. He pulled out a small tube and held it up proudly. "Shag-o-Lube! Gets the biggest things into the smallest places!" he announced, reading from the label on the front.
Mr Sharma frowned.
"You should test this out," explained Fred. "Claire loves it up the arse, so I'm sure that it'll still satisfy your religious requirements."
"That does sound very interesting," agreed Mr Sharma as he accepted the tube of Shag-o-Lube from Fred.
"Excellent," Fred replied, rubbing his hands together eagerly. "Claire darling, why don't you get on your hands and knees so Mr Sharma can fuck you up the arse while you continue to suck me off?"
"Um..." Claire blinked in surprise at the completely outrageous request. Truthfully however, it wasn't the crudeness of Fred's instruction that was bothering her; it was more that Mr Sharma wasn't going to stick his lovely cock into her cunt. Her loins were yearning for satisfaction after the prolonged stimulation of the Fairy-Flutterer and the Big Boy Toy, and truthfully she generally found getting fucked up the arse more uncomfortable than pleasurable.
"Come on Claire," urged Fred as he saw her hesitation.
"Oh, sorry. Of course," she relented. This wasn't about real sex after all. This was merely a sales demonstration.
The sexy, obliging redhead knelt down on her hands and knees between the two older men. Mr Sharma kneeling down behind her as Fred moved \ in front of her, feeding his eager erection straight back into her warm and agreeable mouth.



As Fred resumed fucking Claire's mouth, his flabby belly bashing her forehead with each thrust of his hips, Mr Sharma began to apply the lube. Claire gave a gagged squeak as she felt a familiar wet and clammy jelly being rubbed into her arsehole.
"Here it comes Claire," warned Mr Sharma as he pressed the swollen tip of his cock into her tight arse and Claire felt a familiar pain in her bottom.
"Mmmpf!" Claire cried out as loudly as she could while Fred continued to thrust his cock into her face without any pause to allow her to adjust to this new situation.
"Oh fuck that's tight!" huffed Mr Sharma as began to thrust himself into her tender bumhole, rogering her vigorously.
Fred had been the first man to ever stick his cock up her arse, and despite several other penises having gone that route since then, she was still not quite used to the sensation. Fortunately the lubricant was quite effective so the discomfort wasn't completely unbearable.
"Oh Claire!" groaned Mr Sharma as he jammed his dark erection into her tight arse, thrusting to the hilt into her and shunting her forward towards Fred. "So tight!"
Fred was also in heaven. "Oh Claire!" he moaned, repeating Mr Sharma's exclamation. Fred, however, was apparently a little further along the road towards climaxing. With another loud grunt, he gripped Claire's head tightly and his cock started spurting, launching his unpleasant spunk across Claire's tongue and into the back of her mouth.
"Oh that's good!" gasped Fred, hunching forward and stuffing his cock deeper into her hot mouth as he came. Claire dutifully let the inexperienced lingerie salesman fill her mouth with his seed as their customer huffed and puffed behind her, stuffing his erection deep into her tiny bumhole as he gave her a vigorous anal buggering.
When Fred was finally spent, he stumbled over to the couch, his depleted prick slipping out of Claire's mouth.
"Oh Claire!" gasped Mr Sharma. "I can't believe I'm fucking your hot, tight anus!"
Claire, remembering that she was supposed to be enjoying her backdoor fucking and making Fred's lube seem like it was value for money, started to moan in mock-pleasure herself. "That's it Mr Sharma! Harder! Go on, I can take it. Ugh!" she grunted, using all her best acting skills.
Mr Sharma was panting and groaning, almost delirious with pleasure as he arse-fucked the sexy redhead. "Uh! So good Claire! That's it, take it!"
"Oh fuck!" gasped Claire as Mr Sharma's dick bottomed out in her arse, completely filling her. He felt a lot bigger in her arse than he had in her mouth. The busty beauty pushed back with her hips, meeting the old man's thrusts. "Oh yes Mr Sharma! Just like that! Ugh."
All too soon for Mr Sharma's liking, his cock began to spurt. His hot cum rocketed straight into Claire's arse, filling her bum with his spunk as he came.
"Oh yes Claire!" cried out Mr Sharma, hunching forward over Claire and gripping her hips tightly as he shot what seemed like gallons of jizz up her arse.
"Oh yes Mr Sharma!" Claire abruptly yelped, suddenly realising that she was supposed to be cumming as well to maintain the cosmic balance. "Oh! I'm cumming Mr Sharma!" she cried out rather unconvincingly, squeezing her butt-cheeks and milking more seed from the old shopkeeper as she pretended to climax.
Fortunately Mr Sharma was far too distracted to notice Claire's poor acting, as he leant over the kneeling babe, gasping for air. After a few long moments his shrivelled cock slipped from up her bum and he finally sat back, wiping his brow wearily.
"That was incredible Claire," he remarked with genuine affection.
Fred was in full agreement. "Wonderful stuff Claire! Why don't you go get changed while I conduct the business with Mr Sharma."
The fatigued redhead gratefully agreed, rising unsteadily to her feet and staggering off to the bathroom to clean herself up. That had been an intense sales presentation.
Once Claire was dressed again and Fred had completed all the paperwork with Mr Sharma, they bid him farewell. Mr Sharma gave Claire a very fond hug goodbye, which had somehow turned into a rather passionate snog. She even let him grope her large young boobs and firm round arse. Just for old times sake.
Back in the car, Fred had been overjoyed. "That went magnificently Claire. You outdid yourself today."
"Thanks Fred, glad I could help you out one last time."
Fred nodded. "There was just one more thing I wanted to check out," he told her.
"Sure, what do you need to know?" asked Claire, expecting he might have a couple of questions as tomorrow he would be back to selling the lingerie on his own.
"Can you just climb into the backseat and take off your skirt and panties so I can fuck you up the arse?"
Claire blinked in shock and then grimaced. "I don't think that's a good idea," she replied. "My bum is actually a bit sore from Mr Sharma rogering me."
"That's perfect!" replied Fred to her surprise. "It'll be the perfect test of the Shag-o-Lube's effectiveness."
Claire gave a tired sigh. She couldn't really argue with that logic. "Okay Fred. But this is the last time."
With a resigned frown, Claire climbed into the backseat, wondering if she'd even be able to walk by the time she got home to her boyfriend Danny.
THE END
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"Oh. My. God," breathed Carol as she stared wide-eyed at the pair of tickets in Lyle's hand. "Are those what I think they are?"
Lyle grinned broadly and nodded. "Tickets to Justin Timberlake on Friday in Toronto."
"Wow Lyle! Justin Timberlake is my absolute favourite singer." Carol gushed as she stared entranced at the tickets. The tall, 19 year old brunette ran her fingers through her brown bob, her mind racing as she considered the tickets with a look of almost reverence on her pretty face.
"I know," replied Lyle with a smug grin, his gaze dropping to Carol's chest to stare at her substantial rack. Lyle had a habit of doing that. The generous expanse of Carol's ample jugs was barely concealed by the tight fitting, white t-shirt she was wearing. Lyle could even see the texture of her lace bra through the thin top, the cotton clinging snugly to her sizeable globes. "I saw the posters on your wall when I fixed your computer the other week. These are front row tickets by the way."
"How on earth did you get them?" asked Carol in amazement, she still hadn't taken her eyes off the tickets.
Lyle shrugged casually, the gangly looking nerd still openly ogling Carol's magnificent tits and for once she wasn't annoyed at him. "My Dad is a friend of this guy, who's a friend of a guy who knows Justin Timberlake's manager."
Carol's eyes went even wider and the gorgeous college student looked away from the tickets and at Lyle's face for the first time. "You're shitting me?"
Lyle grinned smugly. "Nope. I shit you not. So you'll come with me?"
"What?" blurted Carol, a little taken aback. Was Lyle asking her out on a date? Even though she'd had a previous run in with Lyle that involved sucking his cock and letting him fuck her large tits, it was still a surprise to be asked out by him. In reality she was way out of his league, but for some reason he was completely obsessed with her. Well, actually there was a reason for his obsession; her big jugs. She frowned back at the tickets. "But the concert's in Canada?"
"I'll even pay for your plane tickets and the hotel room," added Lyle gallantly.
Carol hesitated. It was a very generous offer. She knew, of course, that Lyle wasn't just being nice, he'd no doubt want some form of payment in return, and she had an inkling of what it might be. "Separate rooms?" she asked hopefully, already knowing and dreading the answer.
Lyle shook his head and gave her a meaningful smirk.
Carol sighed, her shoulders slumping. She shouldn't have expected anything else, but still her heart sank. There was no way she wanted to spend a night alone with the lecherous Lyle in a hotel room, but a chance to see JT? Not to mention a trip to Toronto? It was an awful lot to turn down. Carol also very much doubted that Lyle would let her get away with just giving him head this time. If he was paying for plane tickets and a hotel that was quite an investment and he'd definitely want something more significant.
The busty brunette chewed her lower lip thoughtfully as she considered Lyle's offer. She knew what her friend Katie would say.
"Well?" asked Lyle impatiently. "Will you come with me?"
Carol sighed again. She just couldn't bring herself to do it, but at the same time she couldn't say no. It was Justin Timberlake after all! The man who'd brought SexyBack!
"Let me think about it," replied Carol apprehensively.
Lyle looked irked by her indecisiveness. "Okay fine. But don't take too long thinking about it, or I might ask Amber or Katie instead."
Carol nodded, watching thoughtfully as Lyle headed off towards the library. She had to admit she was very tempted. Seeing JT would almost be worth letting the little pervert have his way with her. Sure Lyle was a bit geeky... okay, a lot geeky, but he was definitely devoted. That, at least, was rather flattering she had to admit and he was pretty good in bed. Would it really be that bad?
***
"Awww," cooed Katie mockingly, smirking at her friend's discomfort. "A romantic night away."
Carol grimaced at the teasing. "I'm not going to fuck Lyle again!" she insisted. "That was a one time only thing!"
"He just might want to cuddle?" suggested Katie, unable to suppress a laugh as Carol's cheeks went even redder. Her buxom friend was certainly a lot more reserved than Katie herself when it came to sex. The cute, 19 year old, petite brunette had not only sucked off Lyle, along with his friend Greg, she'd also let them both fuck her in a rather drunken encounter outside a bar. She'd been ably assisted in that particular endeavour by their even looser friend Amber. And then there was that wild weekend in Nova Luna, where pretty much anything and everything had happened.
"Cuddling is even worse!" Carol shuddered. The last thing she wanted to do was to encourage Lyle's obsession. She then sighed with indecision, still incredibly torn by Lyle's offer. "It is Justin though..." she murmured. If it had been any other band or singer she wouldn't have even thought twice before promptly refusing the horny young nerd. Justin Timberlake however was a very different proposition.
"And it is front row tickets," added Katie. "You should do it!" she urged with an encouraging smile.
Carol frowned. "I don't know..."
"Remember what Amber always says," continued Katie. "College is for fun like this."
Carol gave a frustrated wail and threw her hands in the air. "I just can't decide. I mean I know that Lyle will want to have sex, but it's more than that... he's a little...intense."
"He's completely obsessed with those gorgeous boobs of yours, you mean," corrected Katie, her cheeky hazel eyes twinkling. She was enjoying the fact that Carol was even considering doing something so wild and out of character.
Carol rolled her eyes at that, she suspected that Lyle's feeling went even beyond her boobs. But then again... "It's front row at Justin Timberlake, Katie," she said aloud.
"Wait!" Katie suddenly snapped her fingers excitedly. "I know what we can do. I'll come along too. That way I can help out with keeping Lyle happy, and he won't have an opportunity to get too clingy and lovey-dovey on you."
"Really?" said Carol enthusiastically, grabbing Katie's hand. "You'd do that?"
Katie nodded. "Of course. It'll be super fun!"
"Oh thank you so much!" blurted Carol, hugging her petite friend gratefully, her generous bust pressing snugly up against Katie's own perky chest.
"You might still have to fuck him though," warned Katie. She didn't want to let Carol completely off the hook and she figured Lyle was unlikely to settle for just her, especially after Nova Luna.
"It's front row at Justin Timberlake!" repeated Carol, grinning and unable to suppress her excitement.
"Come on then," said Katie as they broke off their hug. "Let's go tell Lyle the good news."
***
They found Lyle in the college library. He was standing next to his friend Greg, as the two nerdy young men chatted to a stunning, raven haired beauty who was only half listening to them as she leafed casually through a glossy fashion magazine, her long, slender legs crossed in front of her.
"Hi guys," greeted Katie they approached the group. She glanced over at the olive skinned goddess reading the magazine. "Hey Amber."
"Hi Katie," replied all three at once.
Greg's gaze roved over both Katie's slender figure and Carol's more voluptuous one. "You girl's look great as always."
"Thanks," Katie smiled at the complement and unconsciously flicked her auburn hair over her shoulder. The somewhat cubby young man wasn't quite as geeky as his friend Lyle, but he still wasn't exactly a stud. Greg also happened to be one of Katie's special group of guys who did academic favors for her in exchange for sexual favors. It had been Greg that had introduced Lyle to her and later to Carol. Before then Lyle had merely worshipped Carol from afar.
"So...um... Lyle, can we speak to you a moment?" asked Carol awkwardly. The busty brunette was unable to stop herself from blushing a little.
"Sure," agreed Lyle eagerly. "Have you come to a decision about the concert?"
"What concert is this?" asked Amber, looking up from her magazine with sudden interest.
"Justin Timberlake," explained Lyle distractedly, barely glancing in Amber's direction. "Will you come with me?" he asked, gazing hopefully at Carol.
Carol's blush deepened. She'd been hoping to pull Lyle aside and speak to him privately, but it was perhaps a little too late for that now. "I've decided that I'll only come with you if Katie comes too."
Lyle seemed startled by the request, "Katie?" he turned to the slim brunette in surprise and then with some definitely interest as new possibilities occurred to him.
Katie nodded. "That's right. It's both of us, or no deal."
"She'll pay for her own plane ticket though, right?"
Katie frowned. "No way, you've got to pay for me as well. We'll make it worth your while," she added playfully.
Lyle looked slightly hesitant at their suggestion. "Well I can probably get another concert ticket from my Dad, but I don't have enough money to pay for your flight as well as mine and Carol's."
Carol and Lyle both looked disappointed now.
"Where's the concert?" asked Greg curiously.
"Toronto," replied Lyle.
Greg stroked his chin as he regarded the two girls calculatingly. "Well if I can come too, I'll pay for Katie's plane ticket. Provided she's willing to return the favor of course."
"Of course," nodded Katie, giving Greg a knowing wink. Things were getting more interesting.
Carol grinned animatedly. "It's all settled then?" she asked, looking from Lyle to Greg and then to Katie.
"Hang on a minute," interjected Amber, standing up from her chair and interposing her tanned, curvy figure between the two boys. "You're not all going away without me." Amber certainly didn't want to miss out on a chance at some fun. Especially when both her friends were potentially going without her. And their holiday to Nova Luna had been such a wild time that Amber wasn't about to miss out on a potential repeat performance.
"You want to go to a Justin Timberlake concert?" asked Carol with surprise. Amber didn't usually share her taste in music.
"I want to go party in Canada.," corrected Amber. "Although, now that you mention it, Justin is pretty cute..."
They all looked expectantly at Greg.
Greg blinked in disbelief. "Oh come on! She can pay for her own ticket surely?"
Amber smiled seductively at Greg. "Come on Greggy," she purred, leaning her sensational body in against him and touching him fondly on the arm.
"It's a lot of money..." he replied uncertainly.
Amber leant even closer, pressing her impressive cleavage against his arm. "I'll give you one of my famous blowjobs..."
Greg swallowed, remembering the feel of Amber's bottomless throat swallowing his cock in that alleyway. "Deal," he croaked.
"Great!" Carol clapped her hands together elatedly. Her firm breasts jiggled at the sudden, excited motion.
"First we need to work out a few specifics," said Greg, interrupting Carol's celebrations. "If we're paying for this trip then we expect something in return."
Katie sighed knowingly, they were on familiar territory now. "We'll make sure you have a good time, don't worry about that."
Greg nodded and shifted into lawyer mode. "We want to join the mile high club on the plane, both ways. Plus we get to do whatever we want to you before, during and after the concert." He glanced over at Lyle who nodded and grinned approvingly at the list of demands. Greg's negotiations had worked out so well when they'd shared their rooms with the girls in Nova Luna, so Lyle was more than willing to let Greg work out the specifics.
Katie raised an eyebrow at Greg's outrageous demands. That was just typical of him. "Tell you what. We'll give you head on the plane, the idea of sucking cock at 10,000 feet actually turned Katie on a little, and you can have a single sex session each after the concert with whichever one of us you prefer," at least that way one of them would get a break. "And nothing public during the concert, that's for sure."
Katie heard Carol breathing a small sigh of relief at her more modest counter-offer. That was a good sign. If her usually reserved friend was willing to live with even those terms in exchange for seeing SexyBack live from the front row, it was shaping up to be a very fun trip indeed.
"Hmm," Greg considered the new offer carefully. "Getting closer, but the sex after the concert has to be 1 on 3, with both of us getting to sample all three of you at once. Plus you have to act like our girlfriend's in public at the concert, you can't just ditch us when you get there."
Katie nodded. "Okay, we can live with that. One of you before the concert and one afterwards though. I get the feeling we might need a break in between."
There was a pause and an exchange of glances, for a moment it looked as though the five of them were in agreement.
"Hang on," protested Lyle suddenly. "This was all my idea and I'm the one who's getting the tickets. It was supposed to be just me and Carol. I want to go first with all three of you, and then after the concert I want to have Carol again. By herself."
It was Carol's turn to object now. "I'm not having a..." she paused, doing her sums and paling slightly, "foursome, and then doing you straight afterwards as well." The busty brunette looked aghast with the way the negotiations were heading, especially the way they were suddenly centring around her again. It was almost like the whole Lara Croft incident in Nova Luna, but then again, that hadn't actually turned out completely horrible...
"Fine," cut in Katie, holding her hands up to try and make peace. "Lyle, you can have Carol to yourself after the concert while me and Amber do Greg."
Greg frowned. "That's not fair if I don't get to try out all three of you. Why's Lyle getting more, I'm the one who has to pay for the most plane tickets. What do I get?"
Carol could have kissed Amber when the leggy brunette reached over and took Greg by the hand and pulled him towards the library toilets. "You get that blowjob I promised you," she said, smiling wickedly and running her tongue over her top lip as she dragged the startled geek away, effectively sealing the deal. Greg was always a sucker for Amber's bottomless throat.
Amber led Greg into the mensroom and guided him into one of the cubicles, locking the door behind them, and leaving the two of them crowded together in the small space between the door and toilet. Amber's lush, firm body was pressed up tight against Greg's more portly figure as she immediately leant into him and pressed her mouth hungrily against his.
Greg moaned appreciatively as he pushed his tongue excitedly into Amber's mouth and slid his hands up her slender body to immediately grope her firm, round breasts through her blouse, his busy hands needing no further invitation.
Amber moaned back into Greg's mouth as he kissed her, feeling the insistent bulge of his crotch already pressing into her firm young thigh. Greg was always reliable in that respect.
"I see someone's happy to see me," murmured Amber huskily as they broke off their kiss. She slipped her hand between Greg's thighs and cupped his crotch, squeezing his hard erection through his jeans.
"He's just eager to try out your bottomless throat again," grunted Greg with an eager smirk, his hips thrusting forward and pushing his bulge against Amber's groping hand.
"We'd better not keep him waiting then," replied Amber. She reached behind to push down the seat of the toilet and sat down in front of Greg. That left her at the perfect height for what was to come, face to face with Greg's crotch. And as a bonus she wouldn't even get sore knees.
As Amber reached up and started to unfasten the fly of Greg's jeans, the chubby college student reached down and cupped Amber's full breasts, squeezing them eagerly through her top. Standing above her, Greg had a perfect view down the open front of her blouse at her sensational cleavage.
"Mmm," murmured Amber appreciatively as she pulled out Greg's fat, erect cock. He was definitely happy to see her. The gorgeous, raven haired beauty gave Greg's erection a few strokes with her delicate, soft hand as her other hand slipped into the fly of Greg's jeans to cup his scrotum and give it a tender squeeze.
"Go on," breathed Greg, his voice hoarse with arousal. "Give him a kiss."
Amber smirked and bent forward, pressing her full lips to the swollen head of Greg's cock and giving it a wet kiss, marking the head of his cock with her red lipstick. As her lips touched his cock, Amber felt the rigid shaft lurch in her hand.
"Uh!" groaned Greg as Amber's pink tongue slipped out and swirled around the head of his cock, treating it like a lollipop. "Suck it Amber!"
Amber gave a lustful moan and plunged her mouth down eagerly over Greg's penis, his hard cock spearing between her full lips, sliding over her tongue and lodging deep into the back of her mouth. Greg threw his head back and moaned noisily. As always, Amber's amazing oral talents astounded Greg.
Amber started to bob her head over Greg's cock, her tongue swirling around his erratically thrusting shaft and her cheeks hollowing as she sucked hard and deep on his erection. Greg moaned again as, after a few more sucks, Amber effortlessly plunged her mouth right down on his cock, the head of his prick pushing right into her throat as her lips pressed around the very base of Greg's cock.
"Oh! Fuck Amber!" Greg gasped, reaching down and grabbing the back of Amber's head and pulling her face in ever harder against his crotch. Amber's face was pressed into his portly belly and her chin nudging up against his balls. He was completely engulfed in the moist confines of her mouth, her tight throat squeezing his hard shaft.
Greg groaned and leant back against the toilet stall door, letting go of Amber's head. Amber pulled back off Greg's shaft, catching her breath and lashing her agile tongue around the trembling head of his cock.
"Keep sucking slut!" growled Greg, reaching for Amber's head again and thrusting his cock deep back into her throat. Amber gagged a little at his rough intrusion, but managed to maintain her composure and resume suction.
"That's it Amber you glorious cocksucker!" gasped Greg as he started to thrust his hips, fucking Amber's face. "Suck it you slut!"
Greg's chunky hips swung as he pummelled his hard cock between Amber's soft lips, driving deep into her compliant mouth, his balls slapping against her chin. Amber sucked hard and fast as the horny young man used her mouth like a cunt, humping uncontrollably into her face as he got more and more aroused. The way her tight throat constricted around his cock was the most delightful sensation he could imagine.
"Mmmpf! Mmmmh!" Amber moaned, her voice muffled by bulging dick-meat that filled her mouth. Greg had one hand under her chin and the other on the back of her head, gripping her raven locks, he was in complete control of Amber's head as he repeatedly jammed himself in and out of her mouth.
"Uh! Fuck! Not much longer you slut," groaned Greg as he frantically fucked her gorgeous face. Amber gave a moan of approval and pushed her face down deeper into Greg's lap with a wet squelching noise.



Greg cried out loudly and bucked forward, his cock erupting into Amber's throat. Amber's eyes went wide as Greg spurted heavily, his cum bursting from this lurching prick and shooting straight down Amber's willing throat.
Amber swallowed hurriedly, gagging slightly, then pulling back and letting the second spurt launch across her tongue rather than directly into her throat, filling her mouth with his salty seed. The sexy, dark haired babe moaned as Greg emptied his balls into her willing mouth, his hips slowly rocking and his face screwed up as he orgasmed.
The gorgeous brunette sucked down the final few spurts of Greg's orgasm as he leant back against the toilet stall door, panting noisily, his hips lurching weakly as Amber milked out the last drops using her lips and tongue on his softening manhood.
When he was finally done and Amber had licked him clean she sat back on the toilet, wiping her chin and mouth with the back of her hand. "This trip to Canada is going to be a blast," she murmured excitedly as she smiled up at the spent geek, the flavour of his seed strong on her taste buds.
***
The plane to Toronto was only about three quarters full. Because Greg was paying for 3 tickets and Lyle for 2, they'd chosen an off-peak, cheap flight on a bargain airline that didn't provide much in the way of service. That suited the two guys perfectly for what they had in mind however.
Katie had sweet-talked the male check-in clerk to make sure the five of them had the back row of the plane to themselves. Greg in particular had been very surprised that Katie's bubbly flirting had worked as he was pretty sure the clerk had been gay. But nevertheless they found themselves in a relatively quiet section of the plane, ideal for the first sexual payment the girls owed the guys.
"So who do you guys want to suck you off?" whispered Katie once they'd taken off and the seatbelt sign had been switched off. She tried not to sound too eager. One of the girls was presumably going to have to miss out and perversely, Katie didn't want it to be her.
Greg was the first to reply. "I want Carol."
Carol grimaced. Clearly she didn't share Katie's eagerness.
Lyle didn't seem too happy with that either. "I kind of wanted her to blow me," he said.
"Look you're getting that extra turn with her after the concert," explained Greg. "I'm not even getting to try her out at all if you use her on the plane too."
"That's true," Lyle was forced to admit rather reluctantly. "Fair enough then."
Katie turned to Lyle. "So who do you want then Lyle?"
Lyle hesitated a moment, looking from Katie to Amber and then back again. "Well you both give really great head so this is a tough decision."
"Just get on with it," sighed Amber impatiently. Katie knew that, like her, Amber wouldn't want to miss out either.
"Okay, okay," replied Lyle. "Well I think I'll go with Katie."
Amber looked a little put out at not being chosen. The curvy brunette was quite proud of her considerable cock-sucking talents and she wasn't used to being overlooked. In fact she was used to being the centre of attention with her outgoing, overtly sexual nature.
Lyle seemed to sense Amber's annoyance. "I figured that'd you'd already blown Greg in the library toilets, so it was Katie's turn."
"Fine," grumbled Amber sulkily. "I'll keep lookout then."
They switched seats so that Greg and Carol were sitting on one side of the isle with an empty, spare seat beside them, and Lyle, Katie and Amber were on the other side. Amber sat in the aisle seat so she could keep lookout for any passengers or stewardesses coming their way.
Greg didn't waste any time. As soon as Carol had moved into the seat beside him, he reached across and grabbed her full right breast, squeezing it through the pale pink tank top she was wearing.
"Damn, you've got nice tits Carol," murmured Greg, his other hand joining the first so he was cupping a large boob in each palm and squeezing them greedily.
Carol winced slightly as the always-horny young man roughly groped her tits through her top, his thumbs brushing across her nipples. If anything, he was even rougher than Lyle had been when he'd come over to fix her computer.
"Take my cock out," instructed Greg as he kneaded Carol's hooters, licking his lips as he watched his own hands roving over Carol's expansive bosom.
The tall brunette glanced nervously up towards the front of the plane. "Hey, why don't we do this in the restroom," she suggested.
Greg paused his boob fondling and looked up at Carol's face. For a moment he considered insisting she suck him right there in the plane's cabin, but as he opened his mouth to reply he saw the dangerous glint in Carol's eye and the suborn set of her jaw.
"Okay fine," he relented. "I just can't wait to feel those soft lips of yours wrapped around my dick."
Carol rolled her eyes and reached up, prying the chubby young man's hands off her breasts and then standing up and heading for the toilets at the front of the plane, Greg trailing along behind her like an eager puppy dog. Sometimes (actual most of the time), Greg's irrepressible lechery was just too much for Carol.
Back across the aisle, Katie had no such misgivings about performing a rather public blowjob. In fact she was relishing the thrill. The petite brunette was leaning into Lyle, kissing the side of his neck teasingly while her hand was buried in between his legs, rubbing eagerly at his crotch.
"I can't believe it, but this is actually making me horny too," murmured Amber as she watched Katie's hand busy rubbing between Lyle's legs and her sexy friend nuzzling the gangly nerd's throat. Perhaps she had some voyeuristic tendencies.
Katie's delicate fingers started to unfasten the front of Lyle's pants as she kissed her way along the line of his jawbone and then teasingly licked the tip of his chin.
Lyle gave a moan as Katie tugged open the front of his pants and buried her hand down inside his jeans, grabbing his hard cock and squeezing. She drew it out of his pants and gave it a stroke in her small, soft fist. Katie glanced up towards the front of the plane as she stroked Lyle's cock, checking if anyone was looking their way.
Beside them, Amber uncrossed and re-crossed her legs, squirming in her seat and clearly frustrated at being left out of the action. Even though Amber didn't have any particular feelings for Lyle or find him in the least bit attractive, she was a self-declared slut and was unhappy about missing out on any cock.
"Are you ready for me to put it in my mouth Lyle?" purred Katie, leaning close to Lyle and whispering in his ear. The tip of her tongue teased his earlobe causing the geek to shudder in his seat. All the while, Katie's soft hand was working up and down on Lyle's exposed erection.
"God yes," whispered Lyle, his hips fidgeting in his seat in anticipation.
"Let me feel his cock, just for a moment," murmured Amber suddenly, reaching across Katie.
Katie smirked as Amber's hand pushed hers away and she gripped Lyle's cock, squeezing the hard shaft and running her fingertips up and down the rigid length.
"He feels so hard," breathed Amber, the firm swells of her breasts pressing against Katie's shoulder as she leant across her tight-bodied friend to play with Lyle's cock. "Are you sure I can't have a taste too, Lyle?"
Lyle reached down and pushed Amber's hands away from his erection. "Sorry Amber. You'll have to wait 'til we get to the hotel to have a taste of old Lyle." Instead, he pulled Katie's head down into his lap, eager to feel her mouth on him.
Katie moaned as Lyle's thick cock pierced her lips and slid into the moist confines of her warm, wet mouth. Lyle's hand was firm on the back of her head, pushing her mouth deep down the length of his shaft, the head of his cock nudging right into the back of her mouth.
"Ah, that's good," whispered Lyle, trying to keep his voice low as Katie began to suck powerfully on his erection. Fuck she was good at sucking cock.
Amber gave a small moan of frustration and jealousy as she crossed her arms over her chest and tore her eyes away from the erotic scene, looking up the aisle to make sure no one was approaching and doing whatever she could to take her mind off the action.
Down the other end of the plane, Carol and Greg had crowded into the tiny airplane toilet cubicle. Greg's hands were already on Carol's breasts, fondling the ample melon's with great enthusiasm through her tank top.
"Now, I know what you're like Greg," Carol said warningly. "Don't get carried away and start fucking my face or anything like that. Remember, I'm not Amber."
Greg quickly nodded. Carol had given him a similar warning the very first time she'd sucked his cock, back in that hotel room in Nova Luna. As much as he enjoyed making rough use of Amber and Katie's mouth, he wasn't about to do anything to spoil his opportunity of once again sampling Carol's oral talents.
Just like Amber had done back in the library mensroom, Carol sat down on the toilet seat behind her. Greg reflected that he had received quite a number of blowjobs in toilets, there was definitely some sort of theme developing. Not that he was complaining of course. Any blowjob was a good blowjob in Greg's book. He'd even received his very first blowjob from Katie, when he'd first started helping her with her assignment's, in a toilet. Of course Katie had intended for that one to just be a handjob, but he'd managed to force his way into her mouth with only a little coaxing.
"Take your top off," he instructed Carol as he reached down and started to unzip his jeans. "I want to see your tits while you suck me off."
Carol reached for the hem of her tank top and peeled the pink garment off. She was wearing a lacy white bra beneath which almost looked a few sizes too small for her gorgeously sized breasts. Carol's ample, perfectly rounded breasts were straining against the lace and threatening to burst free, the upper swells of her big tits forming a deep cleavage.
Without needing to be asked, Carol reached behind and unhooked her bra. As she shrugged it off, her large knockers surged free, still perky and firm despite their impressive size. Carol's wondrous jugs were topped by small, hard nipples and dark pink areolas.
Greg pushed his pants and underwear down, his thickening erection flopping free. He was clearly aroused from his earlier groping of Carol's tits, but not yet completely erect, the chubby length of his shaft dangling in front of the twin, hairy sacks of testicles.
Carol ran her hands up the outsides of Greg's bare thighs and then over the podgy swell of his belly, which was hanging down beneath his shirt and above his exposed genitals. She had to give Lyle credit, at least he wasn't as out of shape as his friend Greg.
"Put it in your mouth," moaned Greg, doing his best to repress the urge to grab her head and thrust his cock in between her glossy pink lips. There was something just as exciting about Carol's careful reluctance, and there was with Katie and Amber's wonton abandon.
Carol reached out, lifting Greg's semi-erect cock with her fingers as she leant forward and gently captured the tip of Greg's thick cock with her lips, sucking him into her warm mouth. Greg threw his head back and groaned blissfully, banging the back of his skull on the door and cursing.
Carol smiled around her mouthful of cock at his clumsiness, but Greg didn't seem too worried, far more caught up in the sensations of Carol's expert sucking to worry about a small knock on the head. The sensation of his cock buried inside the welcome embrace of Carol's moist mouth was far too incredible to worry about a small knock on the head.
"Oh that's good Carol," groaned Greg as Carol closed her eyes and started to suck his cock in earnest. The gorgeous brunette started to bob her head, her lips sliding up and down his rapidly thickening cock. Within a few moments the chubby geek was fully erect, his thick shaft stretching the sexy brunette's lips wide. "That's the stuff."
Carol's bright blue eyes flicked open again and darted up to meet Greg's as she bobbed steadily over his erection, slurping noisily as she sucked and licked on his hard shaft. Greg's prick lurched against her tongue as she took him deeper, sliding the firm clamp of her lips down past the half-way point of his cock.
"Mmmmhh!" moaned the busty brunette, humming softly as she worked Greg's cock exquisitely between her soft lips. Her slippery tongue rolled around the underside of his shaft as she applied more pressure to his shaft with her soft lips.
Greg moaned in appreciation and leant back against the toilet door, his hands sliding through Carol's soft brown hair as she blew him. He wondered if Lyle was having just as much fun back at his seat with Katie.
He was. "Oh that's the fucking stuff, Katie!" groaned Lyle, from his seat at the rear of the plane. The skilful brunette jammed her face down into his lap, his hard cock pushing right into her throat.
Lyle had both hands wrapped in the gorgeous cocksucker's dark auburn locks, his hands guiding the pace of her world-class suction. Each time he pushed Katie's face down, his hips hunched up off his seat and his cock wedged deep into her hot mouth.
Amber glanced sideways at Katie and Lyle and squeezed her thighs together. She had to admit that Katie was taking Lyle's cock as deep and effortlessly as she would have. Her gorgeous friend was certainly getting good at her deep throating technique and Lyle seemed to be making the most of that new talent.
Lyle had to bite his lower lip to stop himself from groaning loudly as Katie gave him the best in-flight head he'd ever experienced. Okay, so this was the only in-flight head he'd had, but it was still top notch sucking.
"Oh fuck!" groaned Lyle quietly, pushing Katie's head into his lap, and making her suck him faster and deeper. He was in heaven.
Lyle leant over towards Amber so they could both hear him. "Katie, when I cum, I don't want you to swallow it." Katie moaned softly around her mouthful of the nerd's fat cock. "I want you to keep it in your mouth and then pass it to Amber to swallow."
Amber gave a small, lustful groan at the instruction, her thighs rubbing together excitedly.
Back in the plane's cramped toilet, Greg was getting close to orgasm himself.
"Not much longer Carol," moaned Greg. Carol was taking his hard cock deep into her mouth now, the head of his prick nudging right against the back of her mouth each time she bobbed her head downwards. Both of Greg's hands were reaching down below Carol's rhythmically bobbing head, cupping her soft, bare breasts and kneading them in his palms as she sucked him off.
"Fuck!" grunted Greg, unable to control himself any longer and squeezing hard on Carol's big tits. "Here it comes!"
Greg's erection lurched violently on Carol's tongue, his hips shunting forward as his trembling erection exploded into Carol's reluctant mouth. The busty brunette gagged slightly as the initial thick spurts of cum, launched into her throat, her eyes going wide as she was forced to swallow it down to avoid choking.
The sucking brunette drew back slightly as the next spurts burst across her tongue and she clamped her lips tightly around the head of Greg's cock and let his load fill her mouth.
Greg groaned happily as he ejaculated blissfully into Carol's sucking mouth. When he was spent he was a little annoyed as she pulled her mouth off his cock and leant over the sink beside her, spitting his jism out.
"Lick me clean," ordered Greg petulantly, pushing his spent dick back into Carol's mouth when she turned back from the sink.
Carol frowned a little at the request, but submitted to his desire, sucking gently on his expended penis as it gradually softened in her mouth. Greg knew for a fact that Katie wouldn't be spitting out Lyle's load.
Back in the plane's cabin however, Katie was doing just that.
Lyle had just finished blowing his load into Katie's mouth, holding her head down in his lap as his cock burst, thick ropes of his salty seed filling Katie's hotly sucking oral orifice.
It was against all of Katie's instincts not to swallow down Lyle's thick, creamy spunk, but she followed his previous orders, straightening up from Lyle's lap with her mouth clamped tightly shut and her cheeks bulging.
She turned towards Amber who eagerly leaned in, the gorgeous, raven-haired girl's mouth pressing intimately against her friends as Katie pushed her tongue into Amber's mouth, swapping Lyle's thick load into her mouth. Amber moaned lewdly at the taste of Lyle's cum, her tongue joining Katie's in a sexy lesbian kiss as she tried to suck up every drop of his seed, savouring the salty flavour and thick texture.
When they finally broke off their kiss they were both breathless and Lyle was grinning widely. "This trip is going to be insane."
***
Lyle had truly outdone himself with their hotel room.
He'd booked a large, two bedroom suite in one of the more exclusive hotels with great views out over the city and of the tall CN Tower. The room was complete luxury with everything they could possibly have wanted and more, including a fully stocked mini-bar.
"So where are we all sleeping?" asked Katie as soon as she noticed there were only two beds. They were both king size though and the couch looked pretty comfy too.
"I was thinking me and Carol in one room and the rest of you in the other," replied Lyle, quietly glancing over at Carol.
Greg grinned broadly at the prospect of sleeping with two gorgeous girls. "Suits me!" he agreed enthusiastically.
Katie glanced over at Carol who was looking a little ill. "Hmm, maybe we'll sort that bit out after the concert," she suggested.
Lyle nodded distractedly and then clapped his hands together loudly. "Well then ladies," he announced loudly, rubbing his hands together. "It's time you started paying for your trip."
"What did you call that hummer on the plane then?" asked Katie, raising one eyebrow and smirking impertinently at Lyle. He was certainly eager.
"That was just a snack," replied Lyle immediately, not letting himself get put off. "I'm ready for the main course now. I want all three of you in my bedroom and naked in five minutes."
The girls glanced at each other and exchanged grins, amused at Lyle's brashness.
"Actually, Carol, I want you to keep your bra and panties on. Katie and Amber I want you two naked," Lyle decided, changing his mind.
Katie shot Carol a surprised look; keeping Carol's bra on was rather out of character for Lyle, but perhaps he wanted to unveil Carol's breasts personally or something like that.
"What am I going to do while you guys are all having fun?" complained Greg sullenly.
"If you want you can come and help suck Lyle's cock?" suggested Amber.
"Very funny," grumbled Greg and he slumped down on the couch with a loud sigh and reached for the television remote. At least the suite had cable.
Lyle disappeared into the bathroom, leaving the three girls to prepare themselves for him. Katie glanced at Amber, and then at Carol and finally she gave a shrug of resignation.
"I guess we might as well get this over and done with," said Carol, matching Katie's shrug.
Four and a half minutes later, the three girls were sitting on the end of the large king size bed in the master bedroom.
Katie and Amber were both completely naked as Lyle had requested, both perched unashamedly on the edge of the bed, perky breasts thrust out, their nipples stiffened in the cool air conditioning of the hotel room. Carol was sitting between them, dressed only in her lacy white bra and a matching pair of panties. Her long legs were crossed elegantly in front of her, displaying plenty of creamy thigh. Despite the fact her generous assets were still covered, she still looked just as sexy as the two naked girls.



Lyle was almost overwhelmed by the sight of all that beautiful, exposed flesh when he walked through the door wearing a fluffy white bathrobe he'd borrowed from the hotel bathroom.
"Wow," he murmured, his throat dry and his voice croaky. The reality of the situation was finally sinking in. He was about to have a foursome with three of the hottest girls he knew. For a brief moment Lyle couldn't help but feel a slight performance anxiety, but the feeling was quickly replaced by sheer horniness as he thought about what he was going to do to those three willing beauties. This was surely the greatest moment of his life. And the fact that Greg was in the other room missing out of the fun made it even sweeter.
"So what do you want us to do?" asked Amber. She almost sounded eager. Actually, knowing Amber she probably was quite eager.
Lyle licked his lips, his eyes still roving over the sexy bodies of the naked, and nearly naked girls in front of him. "Well," his voice broke into a squeak and he had to pause to clear his throat. "Well, I thought we'd start out with a three way blowjob. So get busy girls." Lyle tugged open his robe and put his hands on his skinny hips. His rock hard erection was jutting rigidly out from beneath the curly thatch of his pubic hair, curving upwards to point towards the ceiling.
Amber, eager to get a hard cock in her mouth after the frustrations on the plane, was first on her knees at Lyle's feet. The olive-skinned slut immediately plunged her mouth down on Lyle's cock, attacking it like she was a starving woman. Lyle gave a loud groan as Amber devoured his dick, the rigid pole gliding effortlessly deep into Amber's hot young mouth.
Katie and Carol were not far behind, one kneeling on each side of Amber as she assaulted Lyle's fat cock greedily. Lyle's cock had been in all three of their mouths at various points, so it wasn't exactly unfamiliar territory.
Katie leant forward to join in, squeezing her head in beside Amber's, her agile tongue sticking out as she lapped at Lyle's balls and the lower part of his cock-shaft. It was a bit of an awkward squeeze but Lyle moaned in pleasure as she tongued his hairy scrotum beneath Amber's bobbing head.
That didn't leave Carol with a lot of room, but nevertheless the obliging brunette leant in towards Lyle's crotch, kissing his bare hip tenderly as she ran her soft hand up the back of his thigh and cupped the tight globe of his bare buttock, giving it an affectionate squeeze as her friends sucked him off and licked his balls.
"Uh!" groaned Lyle, his hands dropping to hold the sides of Carol and Katie's head as his genitals were worshipped by their three talented tongues. "This is fucking awesome!" He gave a moan of bliss, revelling in the three girl blowjob he was receiving. It was like something out of a porno.
Lyle's balls were tighter than they'd ever been. The sight of the three girls faces, squished together in front of his groin was tremendous. This was, without a doubt, the greatest moment of his life.
After a minute or so of Amber wildly consuming his cock, Lyle grabbed a handful of her black locks and tugged her mouth away. "Make sure you share ladies," he told them, turning slightly to push his cock into Katie's eager mouth.
Lyle grabbed Katie's head in both hands and gave a hard thrust of his hips, forcing his erection deep into her mouth. Katie gagged slightly, Lyle's cock squelching as it jammed into her throat, then quickly adjusted to the deep throating and let the horny young man fuck her face.
"I want to feel all three of your mouths on me," instructed Lyle after a few minutes of humping Katie's willing mouth. "Amber, lick my balls, and Carol tongue my ass."
"What?" snapped Carol, a look of immense disgust on her pretty face at Lyle's crude demand.
"It's okay I made sure it was clean," added Lyle who'd clearly planned this.
It was quite a deviant request, something that Katie would have expected to come from Greg rather than Lyle, not that she could comment or complain however, as Lyle hadn't slowed his vigorous face fuck in the slightest, so her pretty mouth was otherwise occupied.
"There's no way I'm licking you there," protested Carol, glaring angrily up at Lyle. "That's so disgusting Lyle!"
For a moment the geek looked completely deflated, as if the idea of being refused had never even crossed his mind. Then Amber spoke up. "I'll do it," she said wickedly.
"Ew Amber, that's just nasty," criticised Carol, her cute face screwed up in a disgusted grimace.
Amber waved away her more reticent friend, "Oh shut up and lick his balls Carol."
Carol's mouth dropped open at Amber's reply, but she didn't say anything further, instead getting into position as Lyle spread his legs wider to give her access to his testicles. The busty brunette tipped her head back and craned her neck up between Lyle's thighs. Her delicate tongue slipped out and she swiped her tongue firmly across the sweaty sack of Lyle's dangling testicles.
Carol used her tongue to careful tease each of Lyle's ballsacks, conscious of their sensitivity as she gently toyed with each testicle in turn.
Amber meanwhile, positioned herself behind Lyle and buried her cute nose in the crack of his ass. The sexy brunette showed no sign of distaste as she buried her tongue up into Lyle's ass, tonguing his fortunately clean asshole without hesitation.
"Oh fuck!" groaned Lyle. He was in heaven as the three babes worked their oral magic on him.
After less than a minute Lyle could take it no longer; he pushed Katie's hotly sucking mouth off his cock and told the other two to stop as well.
"That was the greatest moment of my life girls," he said, breathing heavily. "Amber, Katie bend over the edge of the bed. I want to fuck you now."
"What about me?" asked Carol who couldn't help but feel left out. Not that she was super-eager to fuck Lyle of course, but she thought he liked her more than the other two girls.
"I'm saving you for after the concert," replied Lyle, stepping over to Carol and bending down towards where she was kneeling and putting and hand around her shoulder. He pulled her in and kissed her mouth hungrily and passionately as Amber and Katie got into position at the end of the bed. The two girls' slender bodies were arched over the lower part of the bed, both sensational bare asses thrust upwards and pointing towards Lyle, ready for him to penetrate.
Leaving the girls waiting, Lyle pushed his tongue eagerly into Carol's mouth, at the same time running his hands over her sensational curves, squeezing her round ass and generous breasts through her lacy white lingerie as they made out. When he finally broke off their kiss Carol was slightly breathless and somewhat startled by his passion. She sat back on her heels looking up at Lyle with a surprised expression.
Lyle grinned and then winked at Carol as he walked over to the bed where Katie and Amber were waiting. Both girls were quite horny from sucking his cock and he could clearly see the wetness and arousal between their thighs. He knew first-hand that they both enjoyed giving oral sex and were turned on by it. And now, they were clearly ready for him.
Carol frowned as she watched Lyle walk away from her and kneel down behind Katie and Amber's upthrust asses, running his palms across their toned flanks as he prepared to fuck Carol's two friends. The busty brunette was a little confused by her own feelings of jealousy. As much as Lyle's infatuation with her irritated her, she couldn't deny being aroused by their foreplay, and inflamed by the passion of the kiss that Lyle had just given her. Did she actually want to fuck the geeky young man? It had been pretty fantastic in Nova Luna, but she thought that was just because she'd been so caught up in the whole Lara Croft business. Carol gave her head a shake to clear her thoughts. Of course she didn't want Lyle; that was just crazy.
Lyle shuffled over behind Katie first, sliding a hand up between her legs and rubbing her dripping, wet sex, causing her to involuntarily moan. With his other hand he gripped his rock hard erection, rubbing the tip of his cock over the smooth, firm globe of Katie's right buttock. His cock was still slick with saliva as well as some precum which was leaking from the tip, so it left a glistening dribble over the tight, toned slope of Katie's shapely ass-cheek.
"Ready to be fucked?" asked Lyle as he rubbed the head of cock over the sensitive lips of Katie's vagina. The slender brunette gave only a deep, lustful moan in response.
Lyle gripped Katie's slim hips and gave a hard thrust, his cock gliding smoothly into the brunette's wet pussy. She cried out loudly at his entry and thrust her ass back against him, taking him deep inside her.
"Ahh fuck!" groaned Lyle, his hips starting to pump as he immediately began to pound into Katie, shunting the petite brunette forward against the edge of the bed. "Take that cock you little slut!"
As Lyle's hips rolled in a smooth, steady rhythm and he drove his cock deep into Katie, he ran both hands up from her hips, sliding over the flawless expanse of her smooth back. Lyle's hands traced the curve of Katie's hips and slender waist, and then stoked up across the flawless skin of her bare back, her body arching in appreciation as he caressed her, and his cock continuing it's long, deep surges into her tightly clutching cunt.
Lyle's hands reached Katie's bare shoulders and he gripped them, using the extra leverage to shove his cock even harder inside her.
"Oh fuck Lyle!" groaned Katie as the nerd's cock filled her pussy completely. She remembered him being a good fuck from that time in the alleyway, and on their holiday, but his prowess surprised her yet again.
Lyle paused, holding himself inside her, his cock bottomed out in her tight snatch. One hand remained on her shoulder the other stroked back down her smooth, flawless back, mesmerized by the softness of her skin. His hips rolled gently now, his cock moving slowly inside her as he luxuriated in the feel of her clutching pussy.
Katie moaned and pushed herself back against his loins. His cock felt magnificent inside her, but her loins ached to fucked faster and harder.
Lyle gave a small groan and pulled out of Katie. The sexy brunette gasped in dismay at the sudden absence of his cock as he shuffled sideways to move behind Amber.
Amber eagerly wiggled her curvy hips in anticipation as Lyle shifted behind her, pushing back with her delightful bum to rub against the front of Lyle's erection as he moved into position, his hard shaft slipping into the crack of her ass as she rubbed herself back against him.
"Ready to be fucked?" asked Lyle, repeating the same question he'd posed to Katie. The gangly geek reached down so he had his hard cock gripped in his fist as he stroked it and rubbed the head against the dripping wet lips of Amber's pussy.
"I'm gagging for it!" groaned Amber, pushing back to rub her ass against Lyle's cock. "Hurry up and stick it in me!"
"Ughh!" Lyle gave a short, sharp grunt of lust as he shoved his cock hard into Amber, his skinny hips slapping against her shapely behind. Amber had a world-class ass.
"Oh!" Amber cried out as Lyle's hard cock filled her pussy. "Come on Lyle, fuck me hard!"
Lyle gripped Amber's slim waist determinedly as he started to thrust against her, his hard cock sliding deep inside her as he quickly developed a rapid rhythm. Amber cried out as the horny geek started fucking her, pushing back with her ass just as hard as he was thrusting into her.
Their flesh slapped together as they rutted lustfully, Amber's glorious, athletic body arching as Lyle's cock speared into her tight cunt and shoved her against the edge of the bed. As he slammed Amber's slick pussy, his hands moved up to grab at the shapely brunette's tits from behind, vigorously fondling them as he fucked her lithe teenage body.
Beside the fucking couple, Katie had one hand down between her legs, rubbing at her clit and pussy as she watched Lyle fucking her gorgeous friend. The brief fuck that Lyle had given her had left her frustrated and eager for more. As much fun as sharing with Amber was, Katie actually wished she had Lyle's cock all to herself.
"Oh God!" groaned Lyle as he pounded Amber against the bed, his skinny hips slamming back and forth as he screwed the olive-skinned beauty from behind. "I'm gonna cum real soon girls," he groaned. Lyle pulled out of Amber, the beautiful, raven haired sex bomb groaning as he withdrew. "Turn around and face me," instructed Lyle. "I want to cum on your faces."
As Katie and Amber obediently knelt at Lyle's feet, looking up expectantly at the swollen tip of his erection, Lyle put his hands on his hips and glanced back over his shoulder at Carol. "Carol, get over here and jerk me off on their faces."
Carol gave him a slightly bewildered gasp of surprise as she stepped up behind Lyle. Her ample, bra-clad breasts pressed up against his back as she tentatively reached around his waist to grip his erection in her soft hand. His raging cock felt big in her small hand and it was slick with the pussy-juices of her two friends.
"That's it baby, stroke it for me," breathed Lyle as his hand closed over Carol's and guided her to start stroking him off. After a few strokes, Lyle dropped his hand and Carol continued to masturbate him.
The tall, busty brunette looked over Lyle's shoulder and into the faces of Katie and Amber where they were kneeling at his feet. Her own hand was still rapidly pumping on Lyle's cock, giving her the bizarre sensation she was almost jacking a cock of her own at her girlfriends' beautiful faces. Carol's breathing was heavy in Lyle's ear as she moved her fist faster and faster on his big cock. The situation was bizarrely arousing and she felt herself getting wet.
"Open your mouths!" moaned Lyle. "Here it comes!"
Carol gasped as she felt Lyle's cock convulse in her hand, his cum pulsing up the rigid shaft and then fountaining from the head. She felt him shudder in front of her, then the thick organ in her hand pulsed again. Carol aimed the lurching organ straight at Katie's cute face as thick ropes of Lyle's cum spurted from the head of his cock like bullets and splattering over her friend's cheek and open mouth.
Lyle gave another moan as Carol continued to stroke him, and she shifted the tip of his dick over towards Amber as more of his heavy seed squirted wildly, this time streaking through the air and splattering over Amber's sexy face.
Carol continued to pump Lyle's cock as he unloaded over the girls' two faces. It was strangely satisfying to paint her two friend's faces with hot sperm. The busty brunette made sure to wave Lyle's cock around, ensuring both girls took multiple shots over their cheeks, noses, foreheads and even in their hair. For someone who'd earlier in the day shot a load down Katie's throat, Lyle sure was cumming heavily.
"Wow, that was kind of hot," whispered Carol as she squeezed out the last few drops from Lyle's cock and pressed herself snugly up against his back. She was still looking over Lyle's shoulder, grinning down broadly at the cum-spattered faces of Katie and Amber. The buxom brunette had never experienced anything quite like that and she was surprised by her own sudden horniness.
"That was wild," announced Amber, her tongue coming out to lick some of the cum from her lips and cheek as she grinned up at Carol and Lyle.
***
A couple of hours later they were walking through the main entrance to the theatre as JT's opening band was cranking out their fifth song.
There had been a very brief debate on how the 'girlfriend for the concert' situation would work, but it came to no surprise to anyone that Lyle had insisted on Carol as his 'girlfriend' while Greg had a huge, absurdly proud smile as he entered with Amber on one arm and Katie on the other.
"You look smoking hot," Lyle said to Carol as they passed the merchandise tables and entered the main hall.
Carol was wearing an ultra-sexy, tight fitting black leather halter top that was laced up the front, displaying plenty of her delectable cleavage. Beneath the leather halter, Lyle could see the sexiest hint of a decorative black bra that looked like it was studded with glittering diamantes. Her incredibly rock n roll outfit was topped off by high-heeled black boots and skin-tight black leather pants that clung to the sexy curves of Carol's long legs and firm, peachy posterior.
"All this time I've been too distracted by your awesome rack to even notice what a sweet ass you have Carol," Greg had commented when he'd first seen her in the outfit. He'd been unable to help himself from reaching out a grabbing a handful of her tight, round buttocks, squeezing her ass through the leather trousers and risking a slap.
On Greg's left arm, Katie was wearing a snug, pale-grey tank top that was low cut enough to give an excellent view of her small, but enticing cleavage and a pair of tiny denim cut-off shorts that left her long, elegant legs bare and were almost short enough to show the lower part of her firm round buttocks. She reminded Greg of a petite version of Jessica Simpson's ultra-sexy Daisy Duke from that Dukes of Hazard movie. Katie certainly had legs and an ass just as sexy as Jessica's had been in that movie.
On Greg's right arm, Amber was wearing a black leather mini-skirt and thigh-high leather boots that made her smooth, toned, thighs look incredible. She also had on a tight fitting red tube-top that clung to her expansive chest, the hard poke of her nipples making it evident she was not wearing a bra beneath it, although her firm, pert breasts didn't appear to need one. In a hat-tip to the rock n roll occasion, Amber also had on a black, metal-studded choker.
The three girls looked incredibly sexy and incredibly rock n roll, completely outshining the two guys on their arms, who were both dressed far more conservatively in faded blue jeans and t-shirts. Greg's t-shirt was a Nickelback one and Lyle's was a Transformers one.
Greg generously shouted them all beers and they stood back to watch the final few songs of the opening band.
"Well, we're finally about to see Justin Timberlake, my love," said Lyle, putting his arm around Carol's slender waist and pulling her in close, dipping his head sideways to lean against her shoulder lovingly.
"It's gonna be great," agreed Carol excitedly. Even Lyle's slightly creepy lovey-dovey behaviour wasn't about to damper the busty brunette's enthusiasm. This was JT after all. Justin Freaking Timberlake!
Amber was looking thoughtfully up at the sides of the stage where a couple of roadies and one of the sound techs were already starting to prepare cables and equipment for the changeover between acts. "I wonder if Justin is backstage already?" she pondered aloud.
"Of course he is," replied Greg, looking at his watch. "He goes on stage in about twenty minutes."
"Hmm," murmured Amber, chewing her lower lip.
"I could get quite used to having two girlfriends," commented Greg, slipping his hands down from Amber and Katie's waists to brashly grab a firm ass cheek in each hand. Katie jumped in surprise as Greg greedily squeezed her tight buttock through her tiny jeans-shorts, Amber just smirked and rolled her eyes as the nerdy young man groped her butt vigorously through her leather skirt.
"Don't get too used to it," warned Katie. "When we get back to college I'll be expecting you to keep writing my assignments for me."
"Sure thing, babe," replied Greg, his hands still roaming over both girls' taut bums. "You're in good hands."
A couple of beers later, again courtesy of Greg, and the house lights went dark as Justin Timberlake prepared to hit the stage. Carol squealed excitedly and pulled Lyle forward towards the main crowd which was massing in front of the stage, all eager to get as close as possible to the front.



Greg turned to Katie and pressed his mouth against hers, his tongue sliding into her mouth as her eyes went wide and she moaned in surprise. He pulled Katie's tight little body in against him as they kissed, his hands quickly making their way to Katie's ass yet again and hungrily groping as they made out.
He broke breathlessly away from Katie as the opening notes of Justin's first song, 'Rock Your Body', filled the theatre. Grinning, Greg turned to kiss Amber as well, but the raven haired beauty was disappearing off into the crowd as well, leaving Greg with only one 'girlfriend'.
"Where's she going?" blurted Greg, sounding half confused and half annoyed, his shit-eating grin had disappeared.
"Who cares," replied Katie, taking him by the hand and dragging him into the crowd in an effort to get closer to the stage. She was determined to have a great time tonight.
They managed to get about twenty meters from the stage before the crush of the audience made it too hard to progress without considerable pushing and squeezing. Katie pointed out Carol and Lyle who were a few meters further forward. Carol was standing in front of Lyle who had his arms wrapped tightly around her. If she hadn't known better, Katie would have indeed thought they were a couple, despite the fact that the leather-clad Carol was way too hot for a pasty-looking nerd like Lyle.
"Any sign of Amber?" asked Greg, who was still anxiously looking around.
"Oh, quit worrying about her!" Katie spun around and put her arms around Greg's neck.
"She'd better come back for our threesome after the concert," muttered Greg sourly. As usual he had only one thing on his mind.
Katie leant in close and whispered into Greg's ear. "If she doesn't make it, I'll make sure you don't miss her." Katie nuzzled Greg's ear with her cute little nose. Both of their bodies were moving in time with the music.
Greg raised both eyebrows. "Oh really?"
She teasingly licked the tip of his earlobe. "I'll let you fuck me up the ass," she whispered huskily into his ear, wiggling her trim figure harder up against him, her perky breasts nudging firmly into Greg's chest.
Greg's eyes went wide and he was lost for words for once. Katie gave him a wicked smirk, pecked him on the cheek and then turned back to watch the show, pressing her body back against the geek and pulling his arms around her, much like Carol and Lyle were doing in front of them.
Lyle nuzzled his face into the back of Carol's neck, the fragrance of her perfume filling his nose and her brown hair soft against his cheek. His arms were wrapped around Carol's shapely waist, keeping her held close in front of him, and as she rocked her hips to the beat of the band, her well-formed, leather-clad ass pressed snugly back against his crotch.
Despite having blown his load over Katie and Amber's faces only a few hours earlier, Lyle was already feeling a pleasant hardening of his cock as it snuggled in between the firm globes of Carol's buttocks. Greg had been right, Carol had a great butt.
As the pair danced tightly together, Carol's bright blue eyes were hypnotically glued to Justin Timberlake performing on the stage. Lyle slipped one hand up to cup one of Carol's large breasts through her halter-top and she barely reacted at all. He gave a small moan as he groped her perfect jug, continuing to hump against her from behind as he felt up her awesome tits.
After a couple of moments of groping, Carol finally reached up and pried Lyle's hand off her breasts. She leant back and whispered in his ear, "Take it easy tiger."
Lyle sighed as his hands returned to Carol's curvy hips. He glanced back over his shoulder wondering if Greg, Katie or Amber were nearby.
Amber was, in fact, nowhere near the others. The tanned, shapely seductress had made her way over to the side of the theatre by the entrance to the backstage area. She had a goal in mind, but there was one rather large obstacle standing in her way...
'Big Jim' according to the name scrawled in marker pen on his crew pass, was a tall, wide, slab of bearded muscle. He had a black handlebar moustache and a belly that looked like it contained a fair few beers, maybe even an entire keg. If anything he looked more like a biker than a security guard or roadie or whatever he was.
"So you want to meet Justin then?" asked Big Jim, his gravelly voice as deep and as intimidating as his appearance.
Amber nodded, staring back hopefully at the large roadie, not in slightest bit intimidated by his rough appearance.
The roadie's gaze roved slowly down over Amber's figure, taking in her long legs, thigh-high boots, leather skirt and full bosom. Amber smirked. She knew she had him.
"Tell you what, sugar tits," he rumbled. "If you please Little Jim, then Big Jim will let you backstage." In case there was any doubt of Little Jim's identity, the brawny roadie patted his crotch over his black jeans.
Amber smiled; she was on familiar territory there. "No problem handsome," she said, slipping smoothly to her knees in front of the barrel-chested roadie without the slightest hesitation.
The dark haired babe swiftly unzipped Jim's jeans and tugged out an imposing looking penis, which was dauntingly in proportion with the rest of his massive bulk. Amber gave a small purr of appreciation at the roadie's extraordinary cock, then she leant forward, her red lipsticked lips planting a wet kiss on his sizeable shaft.
Big Jim gave a sigh of pleasure as Amber's tongue swirled around the head of his cock and she then sucked him almost eagerly into her warm mouth.
"Oh hell yeah!" groaned Jim as Amber started to bob her mouth over his cock, feeling the shaft thicken as it stiffened under the talented ministrations of her tongue and mouth. "That's it sugar tits!"
Amber started moving her mouth up and down on Jim's swelling cock in long, deliberate bobs. The tight noose of her lips dragged wetly up and down his growing shaft as her tongue licked around the underside of his thick cock. Within a few minutes he'd hardened to full erection and stretched Amber's lips wide around his considerable girth. Amber noted that he was even bigger than Howard.
She pulled back off Jim's cock and regarded it with a wicked smile. "Very nice," Amber whispered huskily. She gave his cock a tender kiss and then bent beneath it to lick his balls. Big Jim groaned as the brunette's skilled tongue swiped across his scrotum and she rubbed his hard cock against her soft cheek.
After a minute or so of tending to the huge roadie's nuts, Amber returned her oral attentions to his big cock, sliding her wet mouth right down his shaft, taking him deep into her bottomless throat.
"Oh, fuck me, that's good!" groaned Jim as Amber's mouth touched the very base of his cock. There weren't many groupies he'd come across that could deep-throat so effortlessly. It was quite a sight for the big roadie.
Amber started to pull back to take a breath, but the big roadie grabbed the back of her head and thrust forward with his hips, driving his cock deeper into her wet, sucking mouth. Amber gagged a little at the sudden invasion, but managed to keep sucking like a trooper. She prided herself on her deep throating skills and there was no way she was going to choke on some security guard's cock!
"Take it all," growled Jim, thrusting again and pulling Amber's head into his crotch by and handful of her black hair. This time Amber was ready for him and he let out another loud growl as he felt the head of his cock push right into her throat and her bright red lips hit the base of his erection again.
"Oh fuuuuck!" groaned Big Jim, clutching Amber's head against his crotch with both hands now, his particularly hairy balls resting on her chin.
Jim released Amber's head and let her resume her blowjob, the tight seal of her lips sliding rapidly up and down his erection. As she sucked, he reached underneath her bobbing head and cupped her firm tits in both hands, squeezing them through her red top and enjoying the feel of the bra-less melons.
"Justin's gonna love these funbags," murmured Big Jim in admiration as he slipped his hands down into the front of her tube top and squeezed her perfect, bare breasts. Amber moaned at the mention of the famous singer's name and started to suck harder on the roadie's cock, her tongue doing amazing things with the head of his erection each time she drew back along his length.
Jim gave another approving growl as he gave her nipples a rough pinch and then squeezed her firm tits in both hands before straightening up and letting the delightfully firm globes slip out of his groping hands.
Big Jim grabbed the back of Amber's head and started to fuck her mouth once again, his hips swinging back and forth and his erection sawing in and out of her tight, teenage mouth. Amber was at her best and easily accommodated his eager cock in her throat, sucking and swallowing his rapidly thrusting member without gagging.
On stage, JT was a few songs into his set and the crowd made a loud roar as the band launched into the opening notes of 'Cry Me A River'. Amber continued to suck eagerly on Jim as he repeatedly rammed his cock in between her lips, his hips thrusting in a jerking rhythm as he got closer and closer to orgasm.
"I hope you swallow, sugar tits," groaned Big Jim, vigorously fucking Amber's mouth. The dark haired college student moaned in confirmation around Jim's demanding erection.
"Here's comes!" gasped Jim, thrusting his cock deep as his flabby buttocks clenched inside his jeans and his cock started to spurt down Amber's tight throat. Jim clutched at Amber's dark hair, holding her pretty face in against his loins as he unloaded into her mouth. Amber's nose was pressed into the roadie's beer belly and she was forced to swallow fast to keep up with the copious spurts of sticky semen that were launching from the twitching tip of Jim's big cock.
"Oh bloody hell that's good!" groaned Jim as he finished filling her mouth. Despite all the groupie blowjobs he received, he never got tired of getting his cock sucked, and Amber was damn good at it, even from his considerable experience.
The hulking roadie released Amber's head and she immediately pulled back off his penis to catch her breath. After a moment's pause she then sucked his shrinking member back between her lips, gently, almost tenderly cleaning him off and bathing his spent rod in warm saliva.
"That was great, sugar tits," murmured Jim, patting her on top of her head with his big hand.
Amber finally let his penis slip from her mouth and she sat back on her heels, wiping her mouth with the back of one hand.
"So do I get to meet Justin?" she asked hopefully, grinning up at the big roadie.
Jim considered for a moment as he stuffed away his delightfully serviced cock and re-fastened his jeans over his oversized gut. "What the hell," he agreed with a shrug, pulling a backstage pass from his back pocket and handing it to a delighted-looking Amber.
Amber leapt excitedly to her feet and gave the beefy roadie a surprisingly passionate kiss on the mouth. He almost pulled away as he tasted a hint of his own cum on her breath, but the way her tongue eagerly snaked into his mouth to seek his made him kiss her back, his hands dropping down to squeeze her lovely firm ass through her skirt as they made out.
"Good girl," said Jim, breaking off their kiss. He slapped Amber on the ass as he sent her on her way to the backstage area.
***
A couple of hours later, Lyle and Greg arrived back at the hotel, with their arms around their 'girlfriends' for the evening, Carol and Katie. They were all pretty horny by this stage, having convinced the girls to make out with them in the back of the bus on their way back from the concert. The kissing and groping had continued in the elevator up to their hotel room and then down the hallway before the finally all spilled into the room.
"That was the best concert ever!" gushed Carol, slightly drunk and flushed from Lyle's heavy petting in the elevator. Greg and Lyle had been steadily buying them beers all through the two and a half hour concert and it was having the desired effect on both girls.
"I wonder where Amber got to?" said Greg sounding slightly bitter about her disappearance. After all he was supposed to be having a threesome with her and Katie after the concert.
"Don't worry about her," Katie assured him, "she'll show up eventually." Normally Katie would have been a little concerned about her friend's disappearance too, but Amber had sent a text message to both her and Carol letting them know that she'd managed to make her way backstage. It seemed Katie still had a bit to learn from her promiscuous friend about being a slut after all.
"Ah well," sighed Greg, taking Amber's absence surprisingly well. "I guess that means I get to fuck your sweet little ass, Katie." To punctuate the point, Greg reached out and grabbed Katie's firm butt in both hands and squeezed the tight little package through her tiny jeans shorts.
Carol gasped at that, and even Lyle's eyes went wide in mild surprise.
Katie merely rolled her eyes and winked at Carol. "Boys, eh?"
Carol was even more shocked by Katie's apparently willingness than she had been by Greg's original comment. She noticed that Lyle was giving her a funny look, his gaze sliding down to her tight fitting black pants and shapely bottom. "There's no way I'm letting you stick it there Lyle!" she snapped nippily. "I haven't even decided if I'll let you fuck me at all."
"Huh? What do you mean?" gasped Lyle, the poor geek looking completely crestfallen by her remark.
"Why don't you boys pour us all a drink while we go powder our noses," Katie cut in smoothly, taking Carol by the arm and leading her off towards the bathroom.
Lyle and Greg exchanged glances and then dutifully headed for the room's minibar.
It was almost half an hour later when the two girls finally emerged from the bathroom, but Lyle and Greg both agreed that it had been worth the wait.
Katie was now wearing a sexy set of pink lingerie that was dotted with cute red hearts. Her push-up bra was trimmed with lace and the petite brunette's perky breasts were pushed up into a luscious cleavage. Her panties were an incredibly skimpy g-string that framed the delightfully toned, bubbly cheeks of her perfect, taut buttocks. Her hazel hair was pulled back into a high pony tail and she was wearing the tallest red high-heels that Greg or Lyle had ever seen. She looked like an irresistible cross between the cute girl-next-door and a gorgeous stripper who was oozing sexuality.
Carol's lingerie was more classic, but no less sexy. Her skimpy, black-lace demi-bra was low cut across her hypnotic breasts, the ample melons thrusting proudly out from her chest and looking bigger than ever. Her matching black-lace panties were French-cut, accentuating the sexy flare of her hips, the smooth roundness of her buttocks and her impossibly long, slender legs. Carol's black high heels were of more modest height but her tall, elegant legs more than made up for it.
"Ho-ly shit," whispered Lyle, his gaze roving hungrily over the two girls.
"You girls look fucking hot!" exclaimed Greg. Amber's absence was immediately forgotten.
Smiling in satisfaction at the guy's reactions, Katie sauntered forward and picked up her drink from the bar in front of the two stunned young men. She was clearly enjoying their response to the impromptu lingerie display. She took a sip of her drink, and then slowly and seductively ran her pink tongue over her upper lip. "Hmm," she murmured. "I think I need a bit more ice."
Katie walked behind the bar, right past the still stunned Greg and Lyle, then opened the fridge and bent over to get some ice. Katie bent at the waist, her back arched and her firm, perky ass jutting out deliciously towards the guys, barely covered by her tiny thong. Both guys had their eyes locked onto the saliva-inducing display of flesh. Katie knew she had a great ass and she certainly wasn't too shy to flaunt it.
When the guys had recovered from Katie's performance, they started sipping their own drinks, all four of them taking a moment to mentally prepare for what was to come. Lyle appeared anxious, Greg was impatient, Katie excited and Carol looked slightly troubled.
Eventually Lyle broke the silence with an exaggerated yawn. "I think it might be time to hit the sack," he announced, glancing over at Carol keenly.
Greg grinned. "Hit that ass, you mean," as he said this he reached over and ran his hand over the smooth cheek of Carol's ass, tracing the crease where her nicely rounded buttock met her sleek thigh.
Carol frowned and slapped his hand away from her spectacular curves. "Don't be a prick Greg." She wasn't sure where Greg's sudden fascination with asses had come from, and she surprised herself by feeling a very glad it was Lyle that she had to sleep with tonight. Maybe she was looking forward to that repeat performance more than she cared to admit to herself?
"Come on Greg," said Katie, reaching over and grabbing the horny nerd by the hand. "Let's leave Carol and Lyle alone before Carol decks you."
Greg grinned and let himself be led off towards one of the bedrooms, leaving Carol and Lyle alone in their awkward silence.
Carol glanced nervously at Lyle and then took a deep swallow of her drink. Lyle was busy staring at the lingerie-clad beauty, taking in the spectacular sight of Carol's lacy, black lingerie and high heels. He had never seen such a beautiful and sexy sight. From her long, impossibly smooth and sexy legs, to her naturally slender waist, and to her lusciously sized tits and creamy cleavage, she was perfect in every way.
"Hey there, fucking hot tits girl," said Lyle with a crooked grin.
Carol smiled back, she remembered that Lyle had said he called her that before he knew her actual name. He'd told her that first night when she'd given him a blowjob and let him fuck her big tits. She'd been creeped out by it the first time, but for some reason now she found it kind of sweet.
Lyle moved around the bar to stand in front of her, his gaze immediately dropping to her eye-catching cleavage. He gave a small whimper of appreciation at her lingerie-clad curves and then reached up, predictably latching his hands onto Carol's sensational breasts.
"Fuck I love these puppies," murmured Lyle as he squeezed Carol's vast jugs through her bra. They felt wonderfully firm in his hands as he kneaded the giant round melons eagerly, almost panting with arousal as he mauled and molested her big tits.
Lyle was leaning in against Carol as he roughly groped her boobs, the hard bulge of his crotch prodding unmistakably against her soft thigh.
"Take it easy Lyle," winced Carol as he squeezed even harder on her breasts, his fingers sinking deep into her firm, round hooters. "I'm attached to these things remember." Just when she was starting to think he was sweet, good old Lyle reminded her what a horny little prick he was.
"Take your bra off," commanded Lyle as he rubbed his crotch more firmly against Carol's smooth thigh. She could clearly feel that he was erect.
Carol reached around behind her back and unclasped the hooks of her bra-strap. The lacy piece of lingerie fell away and Carol's massive breasts surged free. The large globes of her breasts thrust buoyantly from her chest, barely sagging despite their impressive dimensions.
Lyle's hands immediately slid up to the undersides of Carol's breasts, lifting them and taking their weight in his palms. "I love your tits," he murmured before dipping his face headfirst into her cleavage.
Carol moaned despite herself as Lyle kissed and licked hungrily at her boobs, rubbing his face in her glorious titflesh and sliding his tongue up along her cleavage. The busty brunette pressed one hand against the back of Lyle's head, holding his face in against her chest as he swirled his tongue around her right nipple and caused her to gasp in pleasure. Despite her reluctance, Carol was starting to feel a familiar horniness and she planned to once again make the most of the situation and have some serious fun with her devoted stalker.



Lyle gave a muffled moan into the face-full of boobs as he sucked greedily on Carol's nipple, his hands squeezing around the base of her breasts as he feasted on her bosom, practically worshipping her sensational knockers.
Carol leant back against the bar behind her, stroking the back of Lyle's head as he slid his mouth over to her left nipple and slurped on the hard bud eagerly. As he gobbled lustfully on her left breast, his other hand kneaded her right, roughly squeezing and groping the large melon.
While Lyle was busy sucking on Carol's big tits, there was some sucking about to go on in the nearby bedroom as well.
As soon as they'd entered the room, Greg had begun passionately kissing Katie with his usual fervour, running his eager hands all over her slender, lingerie-covered body as his tongue hungrily pushed into her mouth, each of them moaning as they fervently made out.
Greg's hands slipped around to cup Katie's tight little, g-string framed ass, his cool hands sliding over the delightful curve of Katie's toned buttocks and pulling her in against him as he greedily squeezed her firm posterior. She looked and felt fantastic. Soft and pliable. The perfect petite little fuck doll.
"This has been the best semester ever," murmured Greg as they broke off their kiss. "Who would have thought I'd get the chance to fuck Katie Rich's sweet little ass."
Katie grinned up at Greg, pushing her hand up between his legs to rub his bulging crotch. "So you're not disappointed about missing out on a threesome with Amber?"
Greg shook his head, "I've tried Amber's mouth and pussy. But your ass is in a whole 'nother league!"
"Oh really?" murmured Katie teasingly as she unzipped the front of Greg's pants and dug her hands inside to eagerly pull out his hard cock. Greg was clearly turned on by what was to come. His cock felt bigger than ever in Katie's small hands. The rigid organ was almost bright red, and the veins running along the hard length of his shaft felt like they were pulsing with arousal.
Katie looked down at Greg's hard cock as she stroked him and felt the moistness growing between her own legs. "Do you mind if I suck on it a bit first?" she asked with a smirk. "I want to taste you." Plus a little lubrication would definitely help with what was to follow.
Greg couldn't help but chuckle at this gorgeous girl asking permission, practically begging (well in his mind anyway) to suck his cock. He quickly nodded his consent to her request. "Lie on your back and lean your head over the edge of the bed."
Katie grinned eagerly and quickly jumped on the bed, lying back as he'd instructed and tilting her head over the end of the bed, ready to receive his hard cock. She could feel her mouth watering in anticipation.
As Katie got into position, Greg swiftly stripped off his clothes, tossing them in a corner of the bedroom as he walked around to stand in front of Katie's upside down head. He immediately straddled Katie's face and then lowered his balls down towards her eagerly waiting mouth.
"Oh yeah!" groaned Greg as Katie immediately started to lash her agile tongue over the dangling sack of his testicles, licking his hairy scrotum all over and sucking tenderly on each of his balls. As Katie sucked diligently on Greg's nuts, he reached out and idly fondled her perky breasts through her bra.
"Fuck I love your tongue, Katie," murmured Greg as the gorgeous brunette lapped at his scrotum.
After Katie had tongued Greg's nuts for a minute or so, he shifted position slightly, reaching down to angle his cock towards Katie's warm, pink lips. The petite brunette moaned as Greg pushed his cock into her soft mouth, his knees bending as he fed more and more of his rigid length into her familiar mouth.
Katie made a slight gagging sound as the head of Greg's cock hit the entrance to her throat. Greg gasped and then pushed forward a little harder but he still met resistance so pulled back, giving her a moment to catch her breath.
"Relax and deep throat me, Katie," instructed Greg as he rubbed the head of his cock against her soft lips and then over her chin. "I know you can do it."
Katie nodded earnestly and swirled her tongue around the tip of the geek's thick penis. She was determined to swallow his full length; after all she'd done it plenty of times in the past. She just had to get used to this different angle.
"Here we go," murmured Greg, pushing his hard prick back into Katie's wonderful mouth. As Greg slid his length into her mouth, the brunette's lips stretched wide around his erect girth. Again Katie gagged slightly as the head of Greg's cock hit her throat, but this time when he pushed harder his cock popped right into her throat.
"Ohhh!" groaned Greg as his cock lodged right to the hilt in Katie's incredible mouth. "Fuck that's tight!"
Katie gurgled slightly around the throat-full of cock, her lips pressed tightly around the base of Greg's cock as her throat constricted around the head. Greg groaned in pleasure, basking in the sensations of his completely enveloped manhood. This was what he loved about Katie Rich! His hairy balls, still wet with Katie's saliva, were resting on her cute nose and his chubby thighs were pressing against the side of her head. Katie felt like her entire head was surrounded by Greg's loins. Not the most pleasant sensation, but she was too horny to care.
"Shit that's good!" groaned Greg as he pulled out of Katie's mouth again, breathing heavily. Katie immediately started licking all over his balls and the base of his cock-shaft.
Greg lined himself up with Katie's mouth and excitedly thrust forward, once again sliding his cock deep into her glorious throat. "Suck it all Katie!" he groaned, starting to pump his hips and push his hard dick in and out of Katie's willing mouth.
"Mmmmphf!" moaned Katie, gagging slightly, but still sucking eagerly as Greg fed his cock forcefully down her gullet.
Greg groaned as he fucked Katie's mouth with gusto, his cock squelching as he humped into her face and Katie occasionally gagging as his shaft slammed into her tight teenage throat. "Uhh!" Greg grunted as he used Katie's mouth for his pleasure.
Back in the hotel room's lounge Lyle was still enjoying Carol's legendary boobs, running his tongue all over the mountainous peaks as humped his erection up against her smooth thigh and ran his hands all over the topless brunette's curvaceous body.
"You're so fucking hot, Carol," moaned Lyle as he lifted his head up from her chest, leaving the ample melons glistening with his saliva. He ran both hands over her tits and gave them a hard squeeze to punctuate his comment.
"Shall we go into the bedroom?" suggested Carol, sounding slightly shy and uncertain about taking the next step. She couldn't deny that her pussy was already wet at the prospect of fucking Lyle again though. What was it about this strange, overly fanatical geek that turned her on so much?
"Sure," agreed Lyle quickly. He sounded just as nervous as she was.
The tall, statuesque brunette led Lyle across the lounge and into the second, currently uninhabited bedroom. As he followed Carol he watched the sexy roll of her firm, round buttocks in her lacy, black panties. The cut of the lingerie perfectly framed the sexy curve of her ass-cheeks and made her bottom look amazing. The fact she was still wearing her heels made the sight even sexier.
When they reached the bedroom, Carol pushed the door closed.
"So, um, can I still fuck you?" asked Lyle, his confidence had been knocked by Carol's earlier suggestion that she might not let him.
Carol's eyes narrowed as she regarded Lyle carefully. "Get your clothes off and lie on the bed," she ordered him without directly answering his question.
Lyle's eyes widened slightly. He nodded quickly, peeled off his t-shirt, pants and underwear and hurriedly climbed onto the bed, lying on his back. His hard cock was jutting up from between his skinny legs, eager for Carol's attentions.
The tall brunette moved to the foot of the bed, wearing only her panties and high heels, her hands on her shapely hips as she smiled down at Lyle. It was a breath-taking sight.
Lyle opened his mouth to speak, but Carol started to move forward so he immediately shut it. The voluptuous babe crawled onto the end of the bed by Lyle's feet and started to work her way up towards him. Lyle gasped as he felt the tips of Carol's heavy breasts brush his toes as she crawled up his legs, the scrape of her nipples tickling him.
As moved up his body, Carol bent down and kissed the inside of Lyle's bare thigh and then licked her way up, nuzzling his hard erection as she reached his crotch. He moaned as Carol's tongue flicked out and she licked up the length of his hard shaft, then swirled her tongue around the head of him. Her full breasts pressed against Lyle's thighs as she put her mouth over his cock sucked on just the head of his prick, causing him to groan in pleasure.
"Oh God! You turn me on so much, Carol!" groaned Lyle as she sucked on the end of his hard cock and reached up to squeeze the lower part of his shaft in her soft hand. Carol bobbed her head over Lyle's cock several times, still not taking more than the first few inches into her warm, wet mouth, but combined with her stroking hand it drove Lyle crazy.
There was a lip-smacking sound as Carol's mouth popped off the head of Lyle's cock and she stroked him a few more times in her hand, looking up into Lyle's eyes the whole time. The geeky teen was completely hypnotised by her crystal blue eyes and angelic face. Carol then moved forward, pressing Lyle's erection into the deep cleavage between her full, round breasts.
"Uhhh!" Lyle gave a groan of pleasure, the soft valley between Carol's 34DD"s was familiar territory for the boob loving geek.
Carol smiled as she pressed her ample tits together around Lyle's hard shaft, enfolding him in the soft warmth of her cleavage. Using her hands on the sides of her mountainous boobs, she stroked Lyle's familiar cock with her big, soft tits. Lyle's hips immediately started to thrust up off the bed, fucking her generous cleavage eagerly.
Lyle reached down and held Carol by her shoulders, giving himself extra leverage as he thrust his penis up and down between Carol's fabled boobs. The busty brunette kept her big jugs pressed snugly together, forming a tight sheath of her yielding tit-flesh for the horny nerd to fuck.
"Ohh!" groaned Lyle, watching Carol's tits jiggle as he thrust eagerly between them. "Fuck I love your tits Carol."
Lyle's whole body was arching on the bed as he humped up against Carol's shapely chest, his hard dick sliding smoothly into the cosy softness between her remarkable tits. With each eager thrust, the head of his cock surged up from the top of her cleavage, driving towards her chin as her ample breasts shook with the impact.
"God I love your tits, Carol," repeated Lyle with another loud groan.
In the other bedroom, Greg was also groaning in admiration. "I love your ass, Katie," he breathed as he tugged down Katie's thong, leaving her naked and face down the bed. The firm, round globes of her tight buttocks jutted out invitingly towards him. Katie had slipped a pillow beneath her hips to raise her ass up to a perfect angle for Greg's eager penis.
Greg reached down with one hand and grabbed a greedy handful of the firm, toned cheek of Katie's left buttock, giving it a squeeze. His other hand stroked his own, already lubed cock. "I can't believe I'm going to actually get to fuck your sweet ass."
Greg straddled the back of Katie's thighs, his slick cock sliding along the crack of Katie's ass as he leant over her and pushed his hips against her while rubbing himself against her shapely bottom. The firm, round globes of Katie's peachy buttocks formed a perfect nestling spot for Greg's erection.
"Are you ready Katie?" Greg whispered as he leant further over her and continued to grind himself against her perfect ass.
"Stick it in me," whispered Katie, sounding slightly anxious and slightly eager. It wasn't the first time she'd tried anal sex, but she wasn't exactly a regular practitioner. Her ass was something she saved for very special occasions.
Greg reached down between them and grasped his stiff cock, using his hand to guide the throbbing head against Katie's tight anus. Katie gave a sudden loud groan as Greg's cockhead pushed against her asshole and he slowly eased himself inside her.
"Fuck you're tight!" gasped Greg as he felt her ass relaxing ever so slightly, allowing him to push himself a little deeper in her taut passage. It felt like her ass was gripping his cock like a vice.
"Ahh!" Katie groaned in discomfort as Greg's thick cock pushed into her fabulously tight hole.
"Uh! That's so good!" murmured Greg in a half-whisper as he surged with his hips again, pushing his pelvis down against the firm cheeks of Katie's ass and driving his cock a couple of inches deeper into Katie's ass.
Katie puffed out a sharp breath as Greg's cock filled her rear passage completely, her ass clutching at his invading erection. The sexy brunette frowned as she focussed on accommodating Greg's big cock, groaning as the chubby geek started to very slowly pump his hips. Each thrust of Greg's pelvis wedged his cock deeper and deeper into Katie's tight little anus.
"You feel huge, Greg," Katie breathed as he started to fuck her ass.
Greg hunched over Katie, his hips thrusting as he shoved his cock back and forth into the vice-like grip of her perfect ass. Each time he drove himself into her tight, clutching orifice, his hips slapped against the firm cheeks of her ass, filling the room with the sound of their slapping flesh. The tight cheeks of Katie's buttocks barely jiggling as Greg slammed against them.
Katie's ass felt amazing and there was no way that Greg would last long in that heavenly hole. "Oh, fuck Katie!" he groaned loudly; his hips pounding as he insistently banged his cock into her. Katie was much less vocal, moaning softly as Greg drove what felt like an impossibly big cock into her tight ass.
Greg's groans increased in volume as he drove himself harder up Katie's snug rear end. The intense pleasure of their anal fucking, combined with the spectacular oral assault she'd given him earlier was just too much for the perpetually horny geek. Greg could already feel his balls churning as his orgasm approached there was no way he was going to last much longer.
"Fuck Katie!" groaned Greg, his cock bashing deep into Katie's toned bum. "I'm gonna cum real soon."
Greg moaned, panting heavily and he pulled out of Katie's tight ass and Katie gasped at the sudden absence of the thick cock in her butt.
"You can cum on my face or tits," moaned Katie, sensing Greg's intentions, "but don't stick it back in my mouth after it's been up my ass."
Greg nodded again and shuffled hurriedly up the bed, gripping his hard cock as Katie rolled over to receive his load. His hand fisted over his trembling cock, rapidly stroking it as he aimed the tip towards Katie's pretty face. Katie was not at all surprised that Greg had chosen to cum on her face, it was definitely his favourite semen target in her increasingly extensive experience.
Within seconds Greg gave a sudden hoarse grunt of lust and a thick spurt of cum shot from the tip of his cock and splattered over Katie's smooth right cheek. "Ohhh fuuuck!" Greg gave a longer groan of pleasure as several more surging bursts sprang from his cock, his spunk streaking over Katie's face as the grunting geek gave her a particularly sticky facial.
"Oh wow!" gasped Greg, pumping his prick in his fist and squeezing out the final few spurts.
Katie's hazel snapped open, sparkling wicked as she gazed up at a clearly satisfied Greg, her cute face splattered copiously with his seed. Greg smiled back down at her and then collapsed down on the bed beside her, breathing heavily and completely spent.
Lyle was also breathing heavily as his gorgeous and busty partner straddled his skinny waist, reaching down between her perfect thighs to grip his long, hard cock in her soft hand.
"Are you ready for me Lyle?" Carol whispered huskily, grazing the tip of Lyle's cock against the wet lips of pussy and letting out a small moan. It was clear that she was ready for him.
"Oh fuck yes, Carol!" groaned Lyle as she rubbed his cock along her dripping slit. "I've been ready to fuck you forever."
Carol seemed satisfied by his answer and she lowered herself down, letting out a low moan as she impaled her pussy on his long, hard cock. Lyle cried out in ecstasy as his penis penetrated the girl of his dreams. His hands slid up Carol's creamy thighs to grasp the sensually rounded flare of her hips, pulling her downward onto him so that his cock lodged into the tight embrace of her incredible pussy.
"Oh Carol!" Lyle groaned as the gorgeous brunette started to grind her ass down on his lap, her hips rolling sensuously as her pussy clutching tightly at his cock. Lyle squeezed Carol's hips as she rode him, staring up at her perfect tits as they swayed above his head. He was in heaven.
"Oh Lyle!" gasped Carol as she pushed down harder on the skinny geek, his cock filling her hot, wet cunt. She arched her back, and ground herself down on him, letting his long, rigid prick glide high up inside her.
Lyle was grinning like an idiot as he slid both hands up Carol's smooth sides to cup the bottom of her heavy breasts, lifting and squeezing the magnificent orbs in his eager palms and groping them lovingly. His fingers flicked across her nipples, the small buds hardening at his touch and Carol letting out a small murmur of appreciation as his surprisingly tender caresses.
"You're so sexy Carol," breathed Lyle as more fervently groped her legendary boobs. The expression on Lyle's face was one of pure joy.
Carol moaned as Lyle played with her tits, her hips bouncing as she slid up and down on his cock, and her pussy clutching tightly at his straining shaft like a velvety glove, both their bodies moving up and down in unison.
"Oh that's good Lyle!" gasped Carol, arching her back and thrusting her firm tits harder into Lyle's groping hands.
Lyle shifted up, craning his neck forward off the bed, and capturing the tip of Carol's right breast between his lips and sucking her hard nipple into his mouth. The busty brunette gave another moan as he swiped his tongue all over her breast, pressing his face up into her cleavage as he feasted on her glorious tits.
"Oh God!" Lyle gave a muffled moan into his face full of breasts as Carol picked up the pace, riding Lyle's cock faster, her hips surging as she ground down against him.
"Are you going to cum soon?" asked Carol with sudden concern, stopping her movements and staring apprehensively down at Lyle.
"No," groaned Lyle, frustrated by her hesitation. "Keep going!" His hands were on her breasts, squeezing them almost distractedly as she sat motionlessly on his cock.
Carol nodded. "Okay, but warn me if you're gonna cum." Carol resumed grinding on Lyle's cock, her lithe body undulating and a small purr of pleasure escaping her full lips.
"Okay," Lyle agreed, his hands sliding down from Carol's breasts to grip her shapely hips and guide her movements faster on his cock. He was savouring every sensation of Carol's soft, wet pussy thrusting over his hard erection. Their two bodies rocking together on the bed as they fucked.
Carol was quickly moaning, clearly enjoying the sensations of Lyle's long cock sliding within her tight cunt. Amber and Katie hadn't been wrong when they said he was a good fuck, his long dick felt wonderful inside her.
"Oh! That's good Carol!" groaned Lyle, his hips pushing up off the bed to slide his cock deep into her phenomenal pussy. Lyle's hands were all over the soft, lush curves of Carol's delicious body, stroking, squeezing and caressing as they fucked.



"Oh Lyle," gasped Carol, she was now bouncing vigorously on Lyle's big cock, riding the geeky young man hard.
"Uhhhh! Uh!" Lyle's hips were humping upwards to meet the sensuous movements of Carol's hips with short aggressive thrusts, their loins slapping together as they rutted with growing speed and mounting passion.
"Mmmm! Lyle, oh yesss!" Carol had lost all of her considerable restraint, the ecstasy of Lyle's hard cock thrusting powerfully inside her making her lush body writhe wildly on top of him. "Oh God!"
Carol abruptly screamed out in pleasure, her back arching and her whole body shuddering as her orgasm rushed through her. Lyle's eyes went wide as Carol gave another cry, almost a whimper of pleasure, her ample chest heaving as she pushed down on his cock.
"Ohhh yesss!" Carol groaned, straightening up and leaning right back as her hips slowly rolled over Lyle's loins, his big cock completely filling her pussy. Her eyes were closed and her head thrown back as she bit her lower lip, an expression of pure bliss on her beautiful face. It was the greatest sight that Lyle had ever witnessed.
"Yes! Oh God Yes!" screamed Carol, spasming atop Lyle as he shunted up into her. Her lush body heaving as she came.
As Carol moaned in ecstasy, slowing down as she ground herself on Lyle's hard cock and rocked her hips almost languidly Lyle sped up, thrusting up with his hips, and letting his cock full her tight cunt. He could feel Carol's cunt squeezing, almost pulsing against his shaft as she came.
"Oh Carol!" gasped Lyle, sitting up and wrapping his arms around her slender waist, pulling her lush curves tightly in against him.
Carol was still groaning as Lyle shifted onto his knees and laid Carol on her back in front of him, his cock not leaving her glorious pussy as he repositioned his curvy lover. Carol's long legs wrapped tightly around Lyle's waist pulling him in towards her as he leant over and thrust hard and deep inside her. The sexy brunette gave a gasp of pleasure as Lyle immediately began to pump his hips, driving his cock powerfully into her cunt.
"Uhhh!" Lyle grunted as he slammed into Carol. The nerdy young man thrust into Carol with abandon, his skinny hips pumping between her perfect thighs like a jackhammer, driving his long cock into her quivering, wet pussy. Now that she'd cum he let himself go, fucking her with abandon.
Carol moaned loudly as Lyle's cock filled her up, his hips jerking erratically as he thrust with growing speed.
"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum Carol!" gasped Lyle, moaning with pleasure.
Carol clutched Lyle harder against her with her thighs as his hips surged forward and he let out a cry of pleasure. Lyle's cock pulsed as he unleashed his load, heavy spurts of cum flooding Carol's pussy as Lyle arched his back and sunk himself deep inside her.
"Oh yessss!" cried out Lyle as he pumped his seed into Carol. His whole body tensing as he came. Carol held him close with her legs around his waist, her soft hands running over the flexing muscles of his back.
Lyle gave a small whimper of pleasure as Carol's pussy squeezed around his cock and milked out the last few drops of his load. He straightened up slightly and looked down at her, tenderly running his hands up Carol's sides and over her flat stomach as she slowed the sensual movements of her hips beneath him, and moaned quietly to herself, grinning up at Lyle.
"Oh Lyle," whispered Carol, pulling him back down on top of her and pressing her lips hungrily against his, her tongue sliding into his mouth as she kissed him with unexpected passion, his hard cock still clutched insider her.
Lyle moaned happily as he kissed her back, his hands sliding over her smooth sides as he hugged her lavish curves against his body. He was grinning as they broke off their kiss.
***
Amber tip toed quietly into the bedroom she was sharing with Greg and Katie, and she was not surprised to see them both lying naked on top of the bed, the room smelling of sex and Greg with a rather satisfied looking smile on his face.
It looked as though they were both almost asleep, but at the sound of Amber's entry, Katie's eyes flicked open.
"Did you make it backstage?" asked Katie with a sly grin as she regarded her dishevelled looking friend. Amber's red tube-top looked a little crooked, and her leather skirt was riding high on her slender thighs. The studded choker she'd been wearing at the concert was also missing.
Amber nodded as she pulled off her boots and sat down on the edge of the bed beside Greg. At the movement of the bed Greg stirred slightly and blearily opened his eyes.
"Yeah I got backstage," confirmed Amber with a slightly embarrassed pout. "But it turns out that one of the guys in the opening band was called Justin as well."
Katie grinned at this, biting her lower lip to stop from laughing. "So you still got to fuck a rock star, just not a particularly famous one?"
Amber nodded again, then she wrinkled her nose. "He was the drummer."
Katie grimaced, "ewwww."
Amber chuckled and turned to Greg, looking down at his flaccid cock, which was lying against his flabby thigh. There was a small trickle of cum oozing from the slit. "I guess I owe you a blowjob or something still?"
Katie opened her mouth to warn Amber where his cock had just been and then slowly closed it. She was momentarily lost for words.
Greg grinned at Amber and nodded. "It's the least you can do really."
Amber smirked. "It's just a good thing I love sucking cock." She bent over and slurped Greg's soft, sticky penis into her mouth, giving it a long, wet suck, her tongue sliding all around the spongy organ and massaging it inside her mouth.
Abruptly Amber pulled off Greg's cock, straightening up and making a face. "Your cock tastes funny," she commented.
"Shhh," Greg shushed her and pushed her head back down into his lap. "Just get back to work." He winked at Katie who broke into a broad grin and had to suppress a giggle.
It had been quite a trip indeed.
THE END
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This is just a quick little ditty that I thought someone might get a kick out of... not to be taken too seriously.
*****
Sweetest Princess Juniper,
You have stolen my heart, my sweet cherry pie. I love you more than anything in this world. I would give you the stars in the sky. You will taste so good when we finally are together.
Love always,
Periwinkle
"He's so dreamy," cooed Princess Juniper, clutching the letter to her substantial bosom. The lovely young princess had long golden hair, angelic, innocent features and an enticingly curvaceous figure. She was only eighteen years old and had never felt this way about someone before.
The Princess's older sister Marigold rolled her eyes. "I don't know Juniper," she warned. "That line about you tasting good is a little creepy."
Juniper shook her head vehemently. "Periwinkle is talking about the taste of my soft lips. He said they were like rose petals last week, and something about my flower too."
Marigold sighed and shook her head. "But he's a pauper!" she complained. "And besides. You haven't even seen him, he might be ugly."
Juniper was not listening to her sisters arguments. "Love is blind. I don't care what he looks like," Juniper was staring out the castle window, imagining the sight of her handsome pauper dream man. "I know what his heart is like from the words he writes to me. He is beautiful."
"You're ridiculous," scolded her older sister. "He's a peasant, and we know nothing about him. There's no future for you. Father would never let you marry a pauper."
Princess Juniper gave a sad sigh. She was still staring longingly out of the castle window. "I know. But love will conquer all. Periwinkle said that our love is stronger than any castle wall. We will be together."
The beautiful princess stared down at her treasured love letter one more time, taking in the romantic words her pauper darling had written. There was a grubby smudge near the bottom of the letter, just below his name.
Juniper clutched the letter to her breast again and let out a wistful sigh as she pictured her handsome sweetheart taking her in his arms. "We'll find a secret place in the woods and live off the land," she told her sister, her eyes vacant as she pictured their perfect life. "I don't need riches or castles. I just need the love of my Periwinkle."
Princess Marigold wrinkled her nose. "I'd prefer Prince Oleander," she told her younger sister. "Not only is he handsome and brave, he's also even richer than father."
Juniper shook her head. "That's so shallow. What me and Periwinkle have is true love."
Marigold sighed in defeat. "You're crazy," she told her sister as she stood up and headed for the door. "I'm going to do some needlework."
Juniper smiled happily, stepping away from the bedroom window and walking over to her writing desk. She reached into the bodice of her dress and carefully pulled out a key that was concealed deep in her impressive cleavage.
Princess Juniper sat down at the desk and unlocked the drawer, sliding it open. She then pulled open a secret panel at the bottom of the drawer, revealing a small pile of letters. With a contented sigh, she placed the new letter on the top of the pile and then closed the secret panel and locked the drawer shut.
She took a sheet of fresh parchment and placed it on the centre of her desk, smoothing it out with both hands as she considered her reply. Juniper took a quill and dipped the tip in her pot of ink.
Dearest Periwinkle,
When will we be together? I dream of you every night and every day we are apart. My heart, body and soul belong to you.
Lots of love,
Your cherry pie.
Juniper gave a small sigh as she re-read her letter. She was always careful not to sign her own name. If her father the king new that she was writing love letters to a peasant then he would end it, and probably end lovely Periwinkle too.
She pursed her full, ruby-red lips and blew softly on the letter to dry the ink. She then carefully folded the letter and sealed it with a small blob of wax.
Princess Juniper then stood up and went to her bedroom door, peering out into the hallway. There was a young guardsman standing on duty, holding a tall halberd and dressed in a royal blue surcoat.
"Cal, get in here," she whispered.
Guardsman Caladium had served as Princess Juniper's personal guard for the past six years. In that time, the young soldier had watched the princess transform from an awkward young teenager, into one of the most beautiful women in the kingdom. Princess Juniper's beauty was famed throughout the realm, and Caladium considered himself truly blessed to be able to gaze upon her on a daily basis.
"I need you to deliver another letter Cal," Juniper told him as she ushered him into her room and pushed the door shut to ensure they were in private.
Caladium glanced nervously at the door. If he was found alone with the beautiful princess, his days as a guard were numbered. "It's too dangerous," he stammered anxiously. "I could be thrown in the dungeon if I get caught."
Princess Juniper sighed in annoyance. "I thought we had an arrangement?"
The guardsman swallowed, unable to help himself from glancing down at Princess Juniper's deep cleavage. The bodice of the priceless gown she was wearing was laced tightly across her magnificent bosom, the plump upper slopes of her ample melons swelling up enticingly from the low cut neckline of the dress.
Juniper caught the guards gaze and looked even more irritated. "Do you want to see them again then?" she said impatiently.
Caladium's throat went dry. "Yes please," he whispered, his voice fading to a scratchy croak.
Princess Juniper rolled her eyes in exasperation and reached up, untying the lacings on the front of her gown.
"Oh God," croaked Caladium as the front of the busty princesses dress loosened and more of the substantial globes of her breasts became visible. If he was to be caught with her in this state, it would be his head. But Princess Juniper was so beautiful, and her breasts... were fricking huge.
"Uh!" Caladium gave an unintelligible grunt of lust as Juniper pulled open the bodice of her gown and her ample tits burst free.
Princess Juniper's big breasts were absolutely perfect. They were large and round, but barely sagged at all, jutting proudly out from her chest and seeming to defy gravity. Her soft, olive skin was flawless and the firm, round melons were topped by hard, dark nipples that poked out from the small circles of her areola. Caladium's previously dry mouth was now watering at the sight of the princess's perfect tits.
"So you'll deliver the letter now?" she asked impatiently as she held open the front of her dress, trying her best to ignore the excited leer the guardsman was giving her exposed bosom.
"C-can I touch them?" whispered Caladium, licking his lips and not taking his eyes of the ample globes that Juniper had presented to him.
Princess Juniper resisted the urge to slap the insolent solider. "Fine. Make it quick though."
Caladium gave a small whimper as he reached up with both hands and gently cupped Princess Juniper's magnificent bare breasts his hands. He moaned as he felt the vast sphere's completely filling his hands, and the hard buds of her nipples pressing against the centre of his palms. Her breasts felt so warm, soft and smooth, they were absolutely perfect in every way.
"Oh God," groaned Caladium as he gave the Princess's royal jugs a slight squeeze, marvelling at the firmness of her massive breasts. He'd once got a titfuck from a busty milkmaid. She'd had a nice big pair of tits, but nothing like these puppies. Princess Juniper was truly blessed with the finest breasts in the entire kingdom.
"Okay, that's enough," announced the Princess, reaching up and pushing the guardsman's hands off her tits.
As Juniper started to re-lace the front of her bodice, Caladium gave a small disappointed sigh. Her tits had felt so good. Inside his codpiece, his cock was an iron pole.
"I'll make sure your letter is delivered right away," he promised, giving her a low bow. Caladium took one last, lingering look at her bust. As Juniper was pulling the lacings tight on her gown, her breasts bulged upwards above the neckline of the gown. It was a mind-boggling sight. Caladium gave a second bow and then reluctantly departed.
"The things I do for love," murmured Princess Juniper once the guard had closed the door. She wandered over to the window again and stared forlornly out at the city below. Somewhere, down there, her love Periwinkle was waiting.
***
Sweetest Juniper,
Very soon I will pluck the flower of our love and we will be together. Alas I am unable to come to you at the castle, but perhaps you could come to me. I will be waiting tonight at the Roasted Boar Tavern. Find the yellow rose and you will find your true love.
Kisses on all your pink parts,
Periwinkle
"What does this one say?" asked Princess Marigold. She sounded a little bored.
"Ah... the usual stuff," replied Princess Juniper distractedly. Her heart was racing. He wanted to meet her! She suddenly felt nervous. What if he didn't like her when they met in person?
"Oh, I ran into Prince Oleander yesterday," gushed Marigold. "He's even more handsome than I remember."
"Mmm hmm..." hummed Juniper in disinterest. She was barely listening to her sister. All she could think about was Periwinkle. Could she sneak out of the castle to see him? Maybe Caladium would help her? Although he'd probably want another look at her boobs in return.
"He even talked to me," continued Marigold. "He said my hair looked nice. Can you believe that?"
"Mmm," mumbled Juniper. She was imagining what it would feel like to kiss her handsome pauper. Would he take her up to one of the rooms in the tavern? What if he didn't like the way she looked?
"Do you think he'll ask me to dance at the ball next week?" asked Marigold.
"Mmm." Would Periwinkle have blonde hair or dark hair? Juniper wondered if his eyes were blue like she'd always imagined them to be. He'd probably be tall, and he'd have a strong jaw, she was sure of that, and the muscles on his arms...
"Juniper!" snapped Marigold in irritation. "Are you even listening to me?"
"Huh? What?" Juniper's daydreams about handsome young peasants were interrupted. "Sorry, what were you saying?"
Marigold sighed. "Oh never mind. I'm going to get back to my needlework. You know, you really do need to give up on your pauper. There's no future in it."
Princess Juniper nodded. "Yes, you're definitely right."
***
Princess Juniper shivered as she hurried through the cold city streets towards the Roasted Boar Tavern. She spotted the sign above the Tavern door, unsurprisingly it depicted a boar getting spit-roasted above a campfire.
Juniper pushed her way through the front door and into the bustling Tavern, the air thick with drunken conversation and smoke from the roaring fireplace on the far side of the common room. The beautiful Princess shrugged off the hood of her dark cloak, revealing her shining, golden blonde locks as she looked anxiously around for her secret lover.
Juniper's breath caught in her throat as straight ahead of her stepped a tall, strapping young farmer. He had long blonde hair down to his collar, fine cheekbones and a strong jaw with a cute dimple in the middle. She couldn't tell for sure in the limited light, but he probably had blues eyes as well.
Unfortunately there was no yellow rose though. The handsome commoner pushed past her as he headed for the door, barely giving her a second glance. Juniper gave a disappointed sigh. Perhaps Periwinkle had already left and she was too late? Or maybe that had been him, but he'd hidden his rose when he saw her.
Determined to look her best, Princess Juniper pulled off her cloak. Beneath she was wearing a basic, rough-spun brown dress that she'd stolen from one of the maid's back at the castle. After all, her disguise would be ruined if she wore one of her expensive silk or satin gowns.
The dress itself was very plain, but it fit her figure well, it clung to her narrow waist and was tight across her pert round ass. The bodice of the dress was far too small for Juniper's expansive bosom though, and her large breasts were bulging up above the neckline even more than usual, but the effect did accentuate her magnificent cleavage in a most mouth-watering manner.
Juniper flicked her blonde hair back over her shoulder and sauntered sexily through the crowd of peasants drinking by the bar, determined to find her beloved Periwinkle with his yellow rose. On the off chance that Periwinkle had already spotted her, Juniper made sure to walk with a sexy sway to her shapely hips.
Standing at the far end of the bar was another likely looking Periwinkle. He was tall and strong looking, with short, jet black hair and was looking in her direction with the bluest, dreamiest eyes that Juniper had ever seen. The man was wearing a sleeveless leather vest that left his powerful looking arms bare. They were rippled with muscle and Juniper assumed he was a blacksmith or something strong like that.
Princess Juniper was about to approach the handsome young blacksmith, when she noticed that he didn't have a yellow rose either. Before the curvy Princess could even sigh in disappointment she felt a hand on her ass.
"Hey!" she yelped in surprise as she felt her firm round bum getting pinched.
Juniper spun around to see a short, bearded man grinning at her. He was reasonably well dressed compared to the rest of the Tavern's customers, probably a merchant of some sort. He was quite a bit older than Juniper, probably about forty, her father, the king's age.
"Hello there beautiful," the merchant said, his leering gaze dropping to her boobs, one eyebrow raising as he saw how tightly they were stuffed into the bodice of her dress, threatening to pop out if she breathed too hard. "Crikey! Nice knockers!"
Juniper gasped in surprise, her hands lifting up to cover, unsuccessfully, her enormous breasts. She'd never had anyone so openly admire her, not even that guard Caladium.
"How about you and me head upstairs for a little fun?" the man asked, he was grinning widely, licking his lips as his eyes took in the sight of Juniper's small, delicate hands, cupping her own huge boobs.
Juniper quickly checked to make sure he wasn't carrying a yellow rose. "No, most definitely not!" She was actually greatly relieved to see he didn't have a rose. Her Periwinkle would never be crude like that. Nice knockers indeed!
The man pouted a little from behind his bristly beard. "Aw, come on. I'll make it worth your while," he patted a pouch on his belt and Juniper heard the clinking of coins.
"No!" Juniper repeated, quickly hurrying away from the crude groper. Perhaps coming here had been a mistake.
The lovely princess was about to give up when she saw a yellow rose on a table near the rear of the common room. Juniper's heart leapt into her throat, it was Periwinkle! She was finally going to meet him in person. The pauper that had stolen her heart with his romantic letters was waiting for her.
Periwinkle, however, wasn't quite what Princess Juniper had been expecting.
Were it not for the yellow rose, Juniper would probably have mistaken the man for a beggar. He was old, even older than the merchant that had just accosted her, maybe even sixty. He was balding and rather plump, with a shadow of coarse grey stubble over his chin and cheeks and a rather unsightly red birth mark on his bald forehead. He was dressed in what looked like dirty brown rags and he was clutching a mug of ale in front of him, his hands covered by woollen, fingerless gloves.
As Princess Juniper paused, staring in surprise at the old man he spotted her.
"Juniper?" he exclaimed, standing up and looking back at the Princess in open admiration.
Princess Juniper wasn't sure how to react. She was finally seeing her true love in person, but...he wasn't anything like she had imagined.
The old man was gesturing urgently at Juniper to come and sit with him, but she remained frozen, staring silently at the old beggar.
Juniper took a deep breath, reminding herself of Periwinkle's beautiful letters. Love is blind, and his heart was beautiful. He was her one true love.
She tentatively approached his table and started to sit down opposite him, her eyes wide as she couldn't help but stare at the angry red birthmark on his forehead.
"No Juniper," he said, patting the bench beside him. "Please come and sit beside me, my love."
Princess Juniper bit her lip in apprehension and nodded, moving around to the table and shuffling down the short bench to sit close to her dreamy pauper. She wrinkled her nose a little as she smelt a mixture of odours coming from the old man, mostly sweat and stale ale, but she had to remind herself that the common man did not bathe daily like the nobility. Those were good, honest and hardworking aromas.
"Y-you're Periwinkle?" she stammered uncertainly.
"I am," he replied with a wide smile, Juniper couldn't help but stare at his yellow teeth, several of them chipped or missing. Periwinkle scooped up the yellow rose and handed it to her.
Juniper smiled politely as she accepted the rose. This was the moment she'd been dreaming of...wasn't it?
"You look even more beautiful than I imagined," breathed Periwinkle, looking her up and down in open admiration, his gaze lingering briefly on her expansive bosom. "You are the brightest star in the skies," he added poetically.
Juniper swallowed and nodded at his complement. Normally if she had read those words in one of his love letters, her heart would have fluttered in excitement, but for some reason they didn't quite seem to have the same effect on her coming from the lips of this smelly, old beggar. Was that onion on his breath or something worse?
But Periwinkle was her true love, her heart's desire. She gave a determined sigh and sat up straighter in her seat, pushing her magnificent breasts out even further. This was her moment... their moment.
"I've dreamt about this moment every night," Periwinkle told her, almost as if reading her thoughts. "I'm so happy that we can finally be together."
Juniper couldn't help but tense a little as he put an arm around her and pulled her closer. She had to remind herself that she was not shallow like Marigold, her love with Periwinkle was pure and perfect. They were soul-mates.
Suddenly Periwinkle reached up, turning her head towards him and pulling her mouth in towards his for a kiss. Juniper was startled at first, and had to resist her initial instinct to shove him away. Instead, she closed her eyes and did her best to kiss the old pauper back, ignoring his rather foul, beer-smelling breath.
Periwinkle moaned as he kissed the beautiful eighteen year old princess.
By the time they broke off their kiss, Juniper was breathless and her heart was really racing this time. She wasn't sure if that was from love and excitement, or from the effort of kissing the old man's horrible smelling mouth back.
"I'm sorry to be so forward Juniper," apologised Periwinkle. "Your beauty made me lose control."
Before Juniper could forgive him, he once again pulled her mouth back to his for a kiss. This time, Juniper's eyes went wide as she felt Periwinkle slide his hoary old tongue into her mouth as they passionately snogged.
Juniper moaned slightly as the old beggar reached up and squeezed her right breast through her dress. She almost shoved him away at his crude touch, but then relaxed and reminded herself that he was her true-love and this was what people in love did.
Periwinkle's tongue eagerly probed inside the beautiful princess's mouth as he groped her enormous royal boobs and even pinched her nipples through her maid's dress. They kissed for several minutes as the beggar's hands wandered freely all over Princess Juniper's lush, curvaceous body, even sliding down to roughly squeeze her ass.



When he finally came up for air, Juniper was feeling quite flustered. She hadn't expected Periwinkle to be quite so...passionate. This was all happening so fast.
The old beggar thrust his empty beer mug into her hands. "Get me another ale will you love? I'm parched."
Princess Juniper nodded wordlessly and stood up, heading for the bar, grateful for a moment to gather her thoughts. As she left Periwinkle's table he reached out and slapped her on her shapely, royal ass. "Get one for yourself too love."
At the bar she ordered two ales, figuring that she had to remain in character as a commoner so she should drink the ale as well. She paid the barman with a couple of coppers and he passed her two rather large tankards of foaming ale.
Suddenly Juniper felt a hand sliding across her ass, squeezing her peachy bum. She yelped and turned around. It was the same middle aged merchant that had groped her earlier. She gave an irritated sigh.
"Changed your mind beautiful?" he asked hopefully, patting his coin purse again as he leered eagerly at her expansive bosom.
Juniper frowned angrily and gave a curt shake of her head. She pushed past the lecherous merchant and made her way quickly back to the table where her true love was waiting for her.
She passed Periwinkle one of the tankards as she sat back down and he took a long swallow, gulping down almost three quarters of the ale all at once. He gave a satisfied belch, his chin glistening with booze that had dribbled from his mouth.
"I missed you," he murmured, pulling her in for another kiss.
Juniper grimaced as the old beggar's tongue crudely slid into her mouth again. His breath tasted even more of the foul beer than it had earlier.
"You are absolutely beautiful my love," he told her. "You drive me crazy."
To Juniper's astonishment, he took hold of her hand and placed it on his bulging crotch. She clearly felt his hard erection through his grubby trousers, and gave a shocked gasp.
"You're hard!" she whispered, it almost felt like his old peasant cock was throbbing beneath her fingers.
"Of course I am," replied Periwinkle. "Like I said, you're so beautiful."
Juniper desperately wanted to pull her hand away, but she realised that wasn't what Periwinkle's true love would do. They were in love so it was perfectly natural for her to want to touch him, and for him to touch her. Right?
She decided that the best thing to do to cover her initial revulsion was to put in an even bigger effort. Juniper reached down with her other hand, stroking his bulging crotch with both hands. He really did feel huge inside those grubby trousers, not that the beautiful blonde princess had a lot of experience with erections.
Periwinkle moaned as she rubbed his cock with her soft hands and he leant forward and started kissing her again, his hands reaching up to squeeze her big breasts through the bodice of her dress.
Juniper winced as the old beggar roughly pinched her nipples through the rough-spun wool of her dress, and at the same time he moved his mouth, kissing his way down her smooth neck and nuzzling his bristly chin against her throat.
"Oh Periwinkle, it's so good to be with you," she murmured as her fingers traced the hard pole of his cock through his pants.
Periwinkle moaned, his tongue sliding across her throat. Somehow he'd got one of his hands down into the impossibly tight front of Juniper's bodice and he was groping and squeezing one of her massive bare breasts, her nipple hard against his palm.
They continued like that for several minutes, Juniper rubbing somewhat reluctantly at his erection and his hand stuffed down into her cleavage, fondling her.
When they finally broke apart Juniper couldn't help but give a relieved sigh. This wasn't exactly the way she'd envisioned her evening with her perfect pauper turning out.
Periwinkle finished his beer in a quick gulp and looked down at her untouched beverage. "You going to finish that love?"
Juniper shook her head and he grinned and grabbed it for himself, quickly downing the entire tankard in several quick swallows.
"Let's go out into the alley out back," suggested Periwinkle once he was done, staring at Juniper with undisguised lust.
Princess Juniper's eyes went wide in alarm. "What? Why?"
Periwinkle suddenly frowned at her reluctance. "Hang on, what's going on here?" he demanded. He actually looked a little angry. "Do you love me or not?"
Juniper paled, realising he had sensed her uncertainty. "I... of course I do!" she insisted, trying to convince herself as much as her true love.
Periwinkle's eyes narrowed. "It's 'cause I'm poor ain't it?"
Juniper paled. "No!" she protested. She didn't care if her dreamy peasant wasn't rich like Prince Oleander, she didn't care about money at all. Her love for Periwinkle was true love. Status and material possessions didn't matter.
Periwinkle continued to look suspiciously at her. Clearly not believing her.
"Let's go outside," suggested Princess Juniper, she couldn't stand the thought that Periwinkle believed she was shallow and cared about his lack of wealth.
This seemed to placate the old beggar. He took her by the hand and led her through the crowded tavern and out the back door. The alley outside was cold, dark and dirty, filled with rubbish and grime.
As soon as they were outside the tavern door, Periwinkle pushed her up against the wall of the alley and was hungrily kissing her again. As his foul tongue forced its way into her soft mouth yet again, the old beggar's hands were eagerly unlacing the front of Juniper's bodice.
Juniper weakly kissed her true love back, trying to ignore the taste of the horrible ale he had been drinking. She was a little alarmed by his eagerness as he opened up the front of her dress, but she figured that if she'd been so willing to let Cal see her boobs, it seemed crazy to deny her true love the same opportunity.
Periwinkle groaned as he pulled open the front of Princess Juniper's gown, revealing her enormous round knockers.
"Fucking hell!" whispered the beggar before bending forward and burying his face in her exposed cleavage. He moaned into Juniper's chest as he licked and sucked on her stiffened nipples and squeezed the sides of her substantial knockers, pressing the mountainous globes up into his own face.
Juniper half-heartedly held her true love's head against her bosom as he slobbered lustfully all over her perfect melons. She felt Periwinkle pull her other hand up between his legs so she obligingly began to massage his erection through his pants.
"Do you really, truely love me Juniper?" asked Periwinkle when he finally lifted his head from her bust and let her hard nipple slip from between his lips.
Juniper was quick to reply. "Of course my love."
"Good," nodded Periwinkle. "Why don't you kneel down and suck my cock, then I'll know for sure that your heart is true."
Juniper paled and her eyes went wider. Suck his cock? She had never done anything like that before. That wasn't the kind of thing a princess did. But, of course Periwinkle was a commoner so he wouldn't know that. The kind of girl he was used to probably wouldn't think twice about sucking his dick, and Juniper was determined to prove to him that their very different backgrounds didn't matter. She was his girl, and he was her handsome, dreamy pauper... or something like that.
Princess Juniper, rather gingerly and delicately, knelt down in front of the old beggar and, almost reluctantly, unfastened the front of his grubby brown pants. She awkwardly reached into his pants and immediately felt the hard shaft of his cock against her soft hand. Resisting the urge to yank her hand away, she grabbed hold of his penis and pulled it out.
Periwinkles cock was a bright pink colour, thick veins pulsing along the hard shaft as it trembled under her touch. It didn't look particularly clean and had a strong smell of old sweat and urine. The hair at the base was grey and wiry, and all-in-all, it looked rather disagreeable.
"Y-you want me to put it in my mouth?" she asked him, looking up at him with her big eyes and trying to hide her revulsion.
"Yeah," nodded Periwinkle. "Be a good princess and suck my cock."
Juniper sighed and licked her lips, wetting them slightly as she mentally prepared herself.
Ignoring the foul odour, she leant forward and gave the trembling end of his cock a gentle kiss with her ruby-red lips. The touch of her mouth on his cock caused him to let out a loud groan and his shaft lurched in her hand.
She glanced up at Periwinkle. "Are you okay?"
"Yes, just hurry up and put in your mouth!" he hissed.
Periwinkle groaned again as the busty blonde princess lowered her mouth over the head of his cock, gently slurping on his penis for a few seconds, before pulling back and making a disgusted face and spitting on the ground beside her.
"Sorry," said Periwinkle. "I don't get the chance to bathe that often like you noble types. A few more sucks and it'll be clean as a prince's."
"Mmm," Juniper gave a sceptical mumble in reply, before slipping his cock back into her mouth for another quick couple of sucks. She once again spat out of the foul taste of him and then started to lick his hard shaft all over, running her tongue up and down him for a few moments until she was sure he was at least a little cleaner.
Trying to convince Periwinkle that it didn't matter that he was a peasant, Juniper then started to suck him in earnest, bobbing her head over his cock and moaned in mock pleasure as she slurped greedily on his thick, hard shaft.
Periwinkle groaned in appreciation as her mouth slid rapidly up and down his hard cock. For someone who had never sucked dick before, she was a natural. Of course, it helped that she was ridiculously beautiful as well.
Juniper did her best to ignore the smell of the beggar's crotch as her pretty mouth worked at his cock. She pulled her mouth off him and swiped her tongue over his sweaty, wrinkled scrotum, massaging his testicles with the agile tip of her tongue.
After working his saggy ballsack for a few moments, her hot, wet mouth returned to his cock, slurping nosily on his erection.
Periwinkle reached down and grabbed hold of Princess Juniper's long, golden locks and started to eagerly thrust himself into her mouth, fucking her face. When the head of his hard cock pushed against the entrance to Juniper's tight throat she made a gagging, choking noise and fell back onto the ground, gasping for air.
"Sorry," she apologised, her eyes watering. She prayed she hadn't put him off by gagging like that.
"It's okay," Periwinkle assured her. He reached down and pulled her to her feet. "Let's try something different," he suggested.
Before Juniper could reply, Periwinkle had spun her around so that she was facing the outside wall of the tavern. She gave a slightly alarmed gasped as he pulled up the skirts of her dress, bunching it up around her waist and exposed her naked, royal ass.
Periwinkle put his knee up between her legs, pushing her stance wider as one of his hands gripped and squeezed her right buttock.
"Ah... what are you doing my love?" Juniper glanced back anxiously at Periwinkle across her right shoulder.
"I'm going to prove my love to you Princess Juniper," he replied.
Juniper yelped as she felt Periwinkle's hard, sticky cock graze up her inner thigh and bump against her pussy. "I...I've never..."
"Don't worry love, I'll show you what to do," the old beggar assured her. He reached between them, taking hold of his erection and guiding it to her pussy.
Juniper gasped as she felt the head of his cock graze across the lips of her vagina. He was going to fuck her!
"M...maybe I should try sucking it again for you?" she suggested hopefully. She wasn't sure if she was ready to take this step, even if he was her true love.
"Don't worry," replied Periwinkle, he gave a grunt as he thrust up inside her before she could argue. "I'll make sure I finish off in your mouth, wouldn't want to plant a little prince or princess in your belly."
"Ahh!" Juniper cried out as she felt the beggar's thick cock push up into her cunt. He felt huge, stretching her wide and she moaned the pain of his entrance. Too late to complain now.
"Oh God!" Juniper moaned weakly as Periwinkle gripped her shapely hips and started to thrust against her from behind. His dirty cock shoving it's way into her tight, virginal snatch.
She could hear the slapping of flesh as his old hips smacked against the soft round cheeks of her ass each time he jammed himself up into her. Periwinkle's breathing was heavy in her ear and each time he thrust into her, his panting got faster.
One of the beggar's wrinkled hands reached around to cup and squeeze Juniper's big right breast, mauling it as he vigorously fucked her up against the wall of the dark alley.
Juniper has not expected her first time to be anything like this, but at least she making love to her one true love. That part was perfect at least.
"Oh, fuck you're so beautiful," grunted Periwinkle into Juniper's ear as he rutted against her from behind. The hand on her tit was kneading it roughly, causing her to wince in pain.
The old beggar soon started to make some strange moaning noises and it was over sooner than Juniper had been expecting. Before she knew it, she was once again kneeling at his feet, her mouth full of his unpleasant, and insistently thrusting penis.
Periwinkle had a tight grip on the top of Juniper's head as he ferociously fucked her mouth.
"Oh fuck!" the pauper cried out as his hips lurched erratically and his cock spurted over her tongue, flooding her mouth with some rather repugnant tasting cum. As he climaxed, he shoved his convulsing organ deep into Juniper's mouth, pushing right into her throat as she swallowed down his load.
This time the busty princess didn't gag, miraculously swallowing her true love's foul load as he spent himself completely inside her mouth.
"That was just brilliant," breathed Periwinkle when he finally withdrew, resting one hand on the wall of the alley and panting noisily.
Juniper grimaced as she licked her lips and swallowed again, trying to get rid of the rank taste that filled her mouth. Her heart was racing though; she had finally made sweet love to her beloved Periwinkle. All her dreams had come true.
She stood up and straightened up her dress, beginning to lace up her bodice as Periwinkle tucked away his spent cock.
"So what happens now?" asked Juniper excitedly. "Will we run away together and find a secret place in the woods and live off the land together?"
Periwinkle frowned. "Er, I don't know about that, love. But you can come by again tomorrow and we'll fuck again."
Juniper frowned herself at that. "Er...okay then...my love."
Periwinkle pulled her close again, briefly squeezing her big tits and ass as he kissed her mouth, his tongue eagerly pushing against hers.
"Why don't you buy me one more ale before you go back to the castle though?"
Juniper nodded hesitantly. "Of course my love." She couldn't help but smile as she followed the old beggar back into the tavern. This was definitely true love.
THE END



        